*CHINA*

The Empress-Dowager Cixi aka Tzu-hsi (1835-1908), effectively the Manchu ruler of the Qing Empire from
1861-1908, whose consistently reactionary domestic and foreign policies ensured the destruction of ancient
China as a political force, very nearly brought about the dismemberment of her country by Western and
Japanese imperialism, and greatly helped to realize the ultimate success of the modern Communist regime
—by demonstrating the almost universal veneality of official administration at all levels, and the base
corruption of the Chinese people, their culture and their military strength as a consequence.
LITERATURE COMPOSED BY AUTHORS WHOSE BIRTH YEAR MAY BE CONFIDENTLY PLACED IN THE
FOLLOWING DEFINITE TIME FRAME: 1880-1899
1880

(Page 8)—145.106 1. The Eight-Armed Nezha City 2. How The Black Rock Went To Lu Gou Qiao 3. Gao
Liang’s Race For Water 4. Bei Xin Qiao—New North Bridge 5. The Centipede Wells 6. The Cricket Cage Peddler
7. Tian An Men’s Stone Lions 8. Shi Cha Hai 9. The Bell Goddess 10. Jiu Xian Qiao—Liquor Immortal Bridge
11. Brimful Well 12. The Stone Statues At The Ming Tombs 13. Black Dragon Lake 14. The Flower Goddess 15.
Swallow Ter-race 16. Urn Hill 17. Iron Screen Wall 18. The Motherwort In The Temple Of Heaven 19. Lushi And
His Dragon Disciples 20. Topsy-turvy Temple 21. The Tired Pagoda 22. Discriminating Bell Temple 23. The
Black Monkey 24. The Stone Monkeys On Broken Rainbow Bridge 25. How Masted Vessels Passed Under Eight
Li Bridge 26. The Crescent Moon On The Tip Of A Plum Tree: Twenty-six Folktales\fn{by Jin Shoushen
(c.1880?- )} Peking, China (M) 31
(40)—73.110 & 203.121 1. Men’s Depravity Exposed 2. The Fiction Material Wholesaler\fn{by Xu Zhuodai aka
Xu Fulin (1880-1958/61)} Suzhou, Wu County, Jiangsu Province, China (M) 14
(53)—257.13 Excerpt from China’s Wartime Progress (1939)\fn{by Kung Hsiang-hsi (1880-1967)} Taigu County,
Shanxi Province, China (M) 9
(61)—208.62 Excerpt from Western And Central Asians In China Under The Mongols: Their
Transformation Into Chinese\fn{by Ch’ên Yüan (1880-1969)} Shanghai, China (M) 6
1881

(67)—195.60 Autobiographical Statement\fn{by Hsieh Chüeh-tsai (1881- )} Ninghsiang, Hunan Province, China
(M) 1
(68)—150.8 A Little Incident\fn{by Lu Hsün aka Chou Shu-jen aka Lu Xun (1881-1936)} Shaoshing, Chekiang Province,
China (M) 1
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(70)—China 1.191 1. Qingmo De Buchanzu Hu\fn{by Kang Tongbi (1880/81-1969)} Nanhai County, Guangdong
Province, China (F) 3
1882

(73)—205.145 1. The Present Political Outlook In China 2. The Needs Of The Christian Movement In China:
Two Essays\fn{by David Z. T. Yui (1882-1936)} Wuchang, Wuhan Island, China (M) 6
(79)—181.40 Leaves From The Life History Of A Chinese Immigrant\fn{by Elizabeth Wong (1882-after 1936)} “in
a small crowded village, a few milwes from Hong Kong,” China (F) 3
(81)—205.1 Extraterritoriality In China\fn{by Wang Ching-chun (1882-1956)} Luanhsien, Hopei Province, China
(M) 9
(90)—China 1.74 Excerpt from Qing Gong Suo Ji (Memoir Of My Life At The Manchu Imperial Court)\fn{by Yu
Rongling (1882-1973)} Tianjin Municipality, Heping District, China (F) 23
1883

(113)—269.108b 1. Excerpt from My Religious Views 2. Stirred By Thoughts 3. Excerpts From Her Essay In The
Student Class Register Of The Beiyang Women’s Public School (1909 or 1910) 4. From A Note In The Lü
Bicheng, ji 5. Qin yuan chun 6. Visiting The Ice Mountain Mont Blanc 7. Feng die ling 8. In The Colophon To
The 1932 Edition Of Xiaozhu ci 9. In The Colophon To The four-juan Printed Edition Of The Xiaozhu ci 10.
Excerpt from Describing My Thoughts 11. Expressing My Thoughts 12. To Chen Yingning 13. From Random
Things On Contemporary Women’s Circles 14. Excerpt from Random Thoughts From The Spring Boudoir\fn{by
Lü Bicheng (1883-1943)} Jingde, Anhui Province, China (F) 4 (MMMCCCLI, 1-9; MMMCCCL, 10-14)
(117)—195.75 & 207.56 A. Two Commentaries B. Excerpts from China’s Problems And Their Solution: 1.
Revolution Still In Progress 2. The Communist Bandit Problem 3. On The Alternative To Civil War\fn{by
Wang Ching-wei (1883-1944)} Sanshui City, Guangdong Province, China (M) 10
(128)—1.159 An Instrument Of The Gods\fn{by Lincoln Colcord (1883-1847)} “on a ship off the China coast,”
China (M) 11
(140)—208.97 How To Prevent Warfare And Establish Foundation Of World Unity\fn{by Yen Hsi shan (18831970)} Hopien Village, Wut’ai County, Shansi Province, China (M) 12
1884

(152)—114.109 The Broken Hairpin\fn{by Su Man-shu aka Hsüan-ying (1884-1918)} Anhwei Province?, China (M) 11
(164)—China 4.1 Excerpt from Mojun Shi Cao\fn{by Zhang Mojun (1884-1964)} Xiangxiang, Hunan Province,
China (F) 32
(195)—88.9 Autobiographical Statement\fn{by Chang Mo-chün (1884-1965)} Hunan, China (F) 1
(196)—205.22 Excerpt from Reflections At Eighty\fn{by Cheng T’ien-hsi aka F. T. Cheng (1884-1970)} Mamoi, nr.
Foochow, Fukien Province, China (M) 9
1885

(206)—73.47 The Red Chips\fn{by Feng Shuluan (c.1885?- )} Yangzhou, Jiangsu Province, China (M) 3
(209)—293.79. What is Jesus?/fn{by Chu Chih-hsia\n (1885-1920)} Guangdong Province, China (M) 5
(215)—210.49 Excerpt from Old Buddha\fn{by Der Ling (1885-1944)} Peking?, China (F) 11
(226)—146.76 1. Dri Yang-gam 2. The Legend Of The Lieage Of Shangtarpig 3. Trandrug The Magician 4. The
Three Scratching Beggars 5. The Quest Of The Flower Utumwara 6. The King Of The Middle 7. The ShepherdPrincess 8. The Crow And The Frog 9. The Shepherd Who Wished To Un derstand The Language Of The Animals
10. Somaki And Dü At-sing 11. The Tail That Talks 12. The Betrayal Of The Poor Girl 13. The Treachery Against
The Three Friends 14. Swallowing A Fish With Golden Eyes 15. Lama Ra-lotswa And The Queen Of The Witches
16. The Reddish-Brown Hare And TheOld Couple 17. The Hare Gets The Better Of Everyone 18. The Hare And
The Yak 19. The Hare As An Incarnation Of Buddha 20. The Six Little Tales About Hang Apa 21. Balabewa The
Innocent 22. Buddha Tsenchen And The Kandro 23. The End Of The Tsen Of The Cave 24. The “Demon” Of The
Cave Of Saka Drigphug 25. The Three Children Saved From The Water 26. The Rider Of The Divine White
Horse Brought Knowledge To The Three Kingdoms And The Drogpa 27. The Lama’s Request 28. The
Premonition Of Lama Terdag-Lingpa 29. The Tale Of Nang-sa 30. The Two Inseparable Brothers And The Jewel

2

31. How One Becomes Intelligent 32. The Two Friends 33. The Story Of Semba Chungchung And Hampa
Chenpo 34. The Rolwa Gyabdün 35. The Horseman Who Neither Stole Nor Lied 36. How To Rid Onself Of A
Rival 37. Norbu Tramdu And The Demoness 38. The Nagpa And The Demon’s Son 39. The Battle Of Gesar And
Dü Akyung 40. The Recognition Of An Illegitimate Offspring 41. Ba-Trata-trari The Cow 42. The Story Of Lama
Pargö 43. The Story Of Yoklari 44. How The Lepcha God Wisdom: Forty-three Folktales\fn{by Karma (c.1885-after
1961)} Shungru, Tibetan Autonomous Region, China (M) 48
(275)—203.191 & 204.32 & 207.193 1. Fragments of Chou Tso-jen 2. The Ageing Of Ghosts 2. In Praise Of
Mutes 3. On “Passing The Itch” 4. Reading On The Toilet 5. Getting Oneself Hurt 6. Candy Selling 7. Our Own
Garden 8. Humane Literature: Eight Essays (MMCXVI, 1; MMCCXLII, 2-8)\fn{by Chou Tso-jen [Zhou Zuoren] (18851967)} Shaoshing [Shaoxing], Chekiang [Zhejiang] Province, China (M) 23
1886

(298)—87.56 Excerpts from Tibet Is My Country\fn{by Thubten Jigme Norbu (1886- )} Tibetan Autonomous
Region, China (M) 1
(299)—195.54 Autobiographical Statement\fn{by Tung Pi-wu (1886- )} Huangan County, nr. Wuhan, Hupeh
Province, China (M) 5
(305)—197.59 Excerpts from Jade Pear Spirit\fn{by Hsü Chen-ya (1886- )} Changshu, southern Kiangsu Province,
China (M) 2
(306)—204.52 Last Letter To His Wife\fn{by Lin Juemin (1886-1911)} Fujian Province, China (M) 1
(307)—205.185 Excerpt from The Nationalist Program For China: The Domestic Program Of The
Kuomintang\fn {by Chao-chu Wu (1886-1934)} China (M) 7
(314)—205.171 Excerpts from China And Gandhian India: The Theory And The Process Of Change In China;
The Doom Of The Manchu Dynasty\fn{by Carsun Chang aka Chang Chia-sen (1886-1969)} Paoshan District, Kiangsu
Province, China (M) 14
1887

(328)—73.57 For The Love Of Her Feet\fn{by He Haiming (1887-1944)} Kowloon, Hong Kong Special
Administrative Region, China (M) 4
(332)—205.167 The Spiritual Life Of Students In Christian Colleges\fn{by T. Z. Koo (1887-1971)} Shanghai?,
China (M) 5
(336)—205.10 Excerpt from Sixty Stirring Years: A Novel\fn{by Li Liu-ju (1887-1973)} Pingjiang, Hunan Province,
China (M) 12
(349)—194.207 Radio Broadcast Of January 12, 1943, To The Armies And The People Of China\fn{by Chiang
Kai-shek (1887-1975)} Feng-hwa, nr. Ningpo, Chekiang Province, China (M) 2
1888

(351)—205.119 Excerpt from London Through Chinese Eyes\fn{by Min-ch’ien Tuk Zung Tayu (1888- )} Canton,
Kwangtung Province, China (M) 10
(360)—284.31 Excerpt from Hsin-ch’ing-nien: “The Victory Of Bolshevism (1918)” [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 Li Ta-chao (1888-1927)} Laoting
County, Tangshan Prefecture, Hebei Province, China (M) 3
(363)—207.66 Confucius And Present-day China\fn{by Shao Yuan-chung (1888-1936)} Chekiang, China (M) 5
(367)—205.138 Excerpt from The Spirit Of Chinese Culture: “Interpretation Of Christianity In Terms Of
Chinese Culture”\fn{by Wei Cho-min aka Francis C. M. Wei (1888-1976)} Zongshan Village, Guangdong Province,
China (M) 8
(374)—205.156 Present-day Religious Thought And Life In China\fn{by T. C. Chao aka Chao Tzu-chen (1888-1979)}
Deqing, Zhejiang (Chekiang) Province, China (M) 5
(379)—205.104 Excerpt from The Status Of Aliens In China: “The Christian Missionary”\fn{by Vi Kyuin
Wellington Koo (1888-1985)} Shanghai, China (M) 15
1889

3

(394)—146.23 1. The Foxfairy’s Child 2. How The Finance Minister Paid His Debts. 3. The Whdow Who Fanned
Her Husband’s Tomb: Three Folktales\fn{by T’am Ping-shen (1889- )} Chengtu, Szechuan Province, China (M) 9
(403)—208.91 The Art Of Painting Is Not Lifeless\fn{by Kao Weng aka Kao Ch’i-fêng (1889-1933)} P’anyu,
Kwangtung Province, China (M) 1
(404)—207.133 Excerpt from Autobiography Of A Chinese Woman\fn{by Buwei Yang Chao (1889-after 1947)}
Nanking, Jiangsu Province,China (F) 15
(419)—208.41 Excerpt from Last Chance In Manchuria: The Diary Of Chang Kia-ngau\fn{by Chang Kia-ngau
aka Chang Kung-ch’uan (1889-1979)} Chia-ting, Kiangsu Province (nr. Shanghai), China (M) 16
(436)—197.125 The Christian Message To The Chinese Farmers\fn{by Chang Fu-liang (1889-1984)} Shanghai,
China (M) 6
1890

(443)—73.38 The Confidence In The Game\fn{by Zhu Shouju (c.1890?- )} Shanghai, China (M) 9
(452)—73.73 The Windmaster\fn{by Zhang Mingfei (c.1890?- )} Hunan Province?, China (M) 6
(458)—China 3.108 Falanxi Wen Xue\fn{by Yuan Chang-ying (1890- )} Liling, Hunan Province, China (M) 45
(500)—293.84 On Atheism\fn{by T’ai-hsü (1890-1947)} Ch’ang-an Township, Hai-ning District, Chekiang
Province. (M) 5
(506)—73.86 & 73.79 1. The Black Cat 2. Excerpt from Marvelous Gallants\fn{by Xiang Kairan aka Pingjiang
Buxiosheng (1890-1957)} Pingjiang, Hunan Province, China (M) 12
(518)—China 4.45 Cong Shi Shi Lun Qie Yun\fn{by Chen Yinke (1890-1969)} Changsha, Hunan Province, China
(M) 17
(535)—183.121 & 188.10 1. One Day 2. My Childhood Pursuit Of Education 3.An Autobiographical
Statement\fn{by Ch’en Heng-che aka Sophia H. Chen Zen (1890-1976)} Wujing, Jiangsu Province, China (F) 6
(541)—150.9 The Anchor\fn{by Yang Chen-Shen (1890/91-1936)} Shantung Province, China (M) 5
1891

(547)—171.2 Forty Chiltans; Seven Chiltans In Yarkant\fn{Sedik Helil Ahun (1891- )} Yarkant County,
Sinkiang-Uighur Autonomous Region, China (M) 2
(548)—269.113 Excerpt from A Mother And Son Make Revolution\fn{by Shi Xiaomei (1891- )} nr. Shanghai?,
China -1
(548)—205.32 Excerpt from The Life Of Sai-Chin-Hua\fn{by Liu Fu (1891-1934)} Chiangyin, Kiangsu Province,
China (M) 10
(558)—205.160 & 208.7 The New Culture Movement And Christian Education In China 2. Excerpt from
The Psychology Of Learning Chinese\fn{by Timothy Ting-fang Lew aka Liu Ting-fang (1891-1947)} Wenchosw,
Chekiang Province, China (M) 12
(570)—192.130, 194.40, 203.134 & 208.20 1. Religion In Chinese Life 2. Excerpt from Eminent Chinese Of
The Ch’ing Period: “Preface” 3. Wang Zhaojun: Patriotic Heroine Of China 4. Women’s Place In Chinese
History\fn{by Hu Shi (1891-1962)} Shanghai, Jiangsu Province, China (M) 16
(586)—158f.174 & 45.142 1. Excerpt from Le Mouvement Constitutionnel En Chine: Étude De Droit Comparé
2. Excerpt from A Girl From China: “Show What One Chinese Woman Is Able To Do”\fn{by Tcheng Soumay
(1891-1959)} Xin’an County, Guangdong Province, China (F) 25
(611)—197.159 Excerpt from The Memoirs Of Li Tsung-jen\fn{by Li Tsung-jen (1891-1969)} Langt’ou Village,
Linkuei County, Kueilin Prefecture, Kwangsi Province, China (M) 12
(623)—207.1 Excerpts from China Looks Forward: 1. “Dangerous Thought On Post-War Problems” 2. “A
New Chapter In Chinese American Relations” 3. “Reconstruction Of The Post-War World”\fn{by Sun Fo
(1891-1973)} Chungshan County, Kwangtung Province, China (M) 10
1892

(633)—207.76 Address To The Political Consultative Conference\fn{by Tseng Chi (1892-after 1946)} Lang-chang,
Szechwan Province, China (M) -1
(634)—197.61 On Ko-Yi, The Earliest Method By Which Indian Buddhism And Chinese Thought Were
Synthesized\fn{by Tang Yung-tung (1892-1964)} Huaiyuan, Kansu Province, China (M) 5
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(639)—19.1 & 203.109 1. Dilemma 2. Marx Enters The Confucian Temple: Two Essays\fn{by Kuo Mu-jo [Guo
Moruo] (1892-1978)} Shawan, nr. Leshan, Sichuan Province, China (M) 9
(647)—204.126 Excerpt from Recalling The Long March: [An Overview]\fn{by Liu Po-ch’eng (1892-1986)}
Kaihsien, Szechwan Province, China (M) 8
1893

(655)—207.150 How The Communist Party Has Educated Me\fn{by Wu Yao-Tsung aka Y. T. Wu (c.1893- )}
Canton, China (M) 3
(658)—73.103 In The Pawnshop\fn{by Zhao Tiaokuang (1893-1953)} Wuxing, Zhejiang Province, China (M) 3
(661)—204.14 Excerpt from My Forty Years On The Stage: “An Actor Prepares”\fn{by Mei Lan-fang aka Wan-hua
(1893-1961)} Peking?, China (M) 1
(662)—210.10 International Institute Of Rural Reconstruction\fn{by Yen Yang-ch’u aka Y. C. James Yen (1893-after
1967)} Pachung, Szechwan Province, China (M) 5
(668)—73.97 The Ghost In The Villa\fn{by Cheng Xiaoqing (1893-1976)} Shanghai, China (M) 6
(674)—194.185 On Guerrilla Warfare\fn{by Mao Tse-tung (1893-1976)} Shaoshan Village, Hsiangt’an County,
Hunan Province, China (M) 22
(696)—183.121 My Childhood Persuit Of Education\fn{by Ch’en Heng-che aka Sophia H. Chen Zen (1893-1976)}
Ch’angchou, Kiangsu Province, China (F) 4
(700)—208.36 The Chinese Woman Past And Present\fn{by Tseng Pao-sun aka P. S. Tseng (1893-1978)} Siang Hsiang,
Hunan Province, China (F) 5
(706)—197.131 Great Possibilities In Christian Literature\fn{by Y. T. Wu aka Wu Yao-tsung (1893-1979)}
Kwangtung Province, China (M) 7
(712)—203.53 Excerpt from The Autobiography Of A Chinese Historian\fn{by Ku Chieh-kang (1893-1980)}
Soochow, Jiangsu Province, China (M) 9
(721)—192.146 & China 3.35 Excerpt from The Struggle for New China: “Some Impressions From A Trip To
The Northeast” 2. A Message From The New China\fn{by Soong Ching Ling aka Mme. Sun Yat-sen (1893-1981)} “in
what is now Chuansha, a district of Pudong, Shanghai”, China (F) 21
1894

(744)—194.6 Excerpt from Mao Tse-tung And I Were Beggars\fn{by Siao-yu aka Siao Tzu-cheng (1894- )} Hunan
Province, China (M) 34
(778)—269.113b Poem allegedly by Qiu Jin\fn{brought forward by Jiang Shumin (1894- )} China (F) -½
(778)—197.115 Christianity In Communist Areas\fn{by Chester S. Miao (1894-after 1948)} Ningpo, Chekiang
Province, China (M) 6
(784)—203.186 During The Rainstorm, 31 May\fn{by Ye Shengtao (1894-after 1949)} Jiangchou City, Jiangsu
Province, China (M) 2
(785)—208.1 My Forty Years On The Stage\fn{by Mei Lanfang (1894-1961)} Yangchow, Kiansu Province, China
(M) 7
(791)—208.109 Excerpt from Behind China’s “Great Cultural Revolution”\fn{by Peng Shu-tse (1894-after 1967)}
Hunan Province, China (M) 6
(797)—256.179 Excerpt from Five Lectures On Chinese Poetry: “The Poet”\fn{by Lu Zhiwe aka C. W. Luh (18941970)} Wuxing, Zhejiang Province, China (M) 6
(807)—208.19 Excerpt from Banking And Finance In China: “Preface”\fn{by T. V. Soong (1894-1971)} Shanghai,
China (M) -1
(808)—China 2.1 Excerpt from Bao Wei Hubaei De You Ji Zhan, Liu Qingyang, Chen Bei-ou He Zhu\fn{by Liu
Qingyang (1894-1977)} Tianjin Special Municipality, China (F) 11
(819)—123.63 Third-Class Hospital Ward\fn{by Bai Wei aka Huang Zhang, Huang Su-ju (1894-1987)} Zixing County,
Hunan Province, China (F) 6
(824)—3.22 & 81.41 1. Mr. Pan In Distress 2. Night: Two Short Stories\fn{by Yeh Shao-chün aka Ye Shengtao (18941988)} Soochow, Jiangso Province, China (M) 8
1895
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(837)—195.72 An Autobiographical Statement\fn{by Fu Lien-chang (1895- )} Tingchow, Fukien Province, China
(M) 2
(839)—203.190 Excerpt from In Hong Kong\fn{by Tao Fen aka Zhou Enrun (1895-1944)} Fuzhou, Jiangsi Province,
China (M) 1
(840)—207.79 Military Education And Training In China\fn{by General Pai Ts’ung-hsi (c.1895-after 1946)}Kuangsi,
China (M) 6
(846)—205.192 Excerpt from Red Failure In Sinkiang\fn{by Shih-ts’ai Sheng (1895-after 1958)} Kalyuan County,
Liaoning Province, China (M) 13
(859)—207.89 Interpretation Of The Ancient Chinese Civilization\fn{by Tung T’so (1895-1963)} Nanyang
County, southern Honan Province, China (M) 19
(879)—China 1.140 Excerpt from Guangdong Wen Xian Cong Tan (Studies Of Written Material Relating To
Guangdong)\fn{by Xian Yuqing (1895-1965)} Macao, Macao Special Administrative Region, China (F) 29
(907)—192.73 & 197.19 1. Excerpt from Shanghai Express 2. Excerpt from Fate In Tears And Laughter\fn{by
Chang [Zhang] Hen-shui aka Zhang Xinyuan (1895-1967)} Nanchang, Jiangsi Province, China (M) 24
(932)—150.21 & 191.38 1. The Death Of The Dog Meat General 2. Excerpt from Moment In Peking: A Novel
Of Contemporary Chinese Life\fn{by Lin Yutang (1895-1976} Longxi [Lun-chi] , Fujian [Fukien] Province, China
(M) 18
(951)—181.98 An Autobiographical Statement\fn{by Wong See Chan (1895-1987)} Mong Shan Village, Zhongshan
County, Guandong Province, China (F) 3
(953)—210.27 Excerpt from The Spirit Of Chinese Philosophy\fn{by Fung Yu-lan (1895-1990)} T’angho, Honan
Province, China (M) 8
1896

(961)—123.107 Mud\fn{by Mao Tun aka Shen Yen Ping, Shen De Hong (1896- )} Tuang-hsiang, Chekiang Province,
China (M) 3
(964)—195.74 Autobiographical Statement\fn{by Ch’eng Fang-wu (1896- )} Hsing Hua County, Hunan Province,
China (M) 1
(965)—197.181 Excerpt from Inside Mao Tse-tung Thought: An Analytical Blueprint Of His Actions\fn{by
Yeh Ch’ing aka Jen Tso-hsuan (1896- )} Nach’ung, Szechwan Province, China (M) 7
(971)—150.22 & 192.31 1. Sinking 2. Flight\fn{by Yu Dafu [Yü Ta-fu] (1896-1945)} Fuyang, Zhejiang [Chekiang]
Province, China (M) 24
(996)—73.106 A Writer’s Tribulations\fn{by Fan Yanqiao (1896-1967)} Wujiang, Jiangsu Province, China (M) 4
(1000)—204.114 Excerpt from Democratic Tradition Of The Chinese People’s Liberation Army\fb{by Ho Lung
(1896-1969)} Tayung, Hunan Province, China (M) 12
(1012)—130.33 Three excerpts from The Eve of the Mid-Autumn Festival\fn{by Ch’en Yüan aka Ling Shu-hua (18961970)} Guangdong Province, China (F) 1
(1012)—207.47 Excerpt from The Taiping Revolutionary Movement: Emergence Of The Leader (18141847)\fn{by Jen Yu-wen (1896-after 1973)} Canton, China (M) 9
(1022)—194.43 Excerpt from Mao Tse-tung; His Childhood And Youth\fn{by Xiao San aka Emi Siao (1896-1983)}
Xiangxiang Village, nr. Tongshan, Hunan Province, China (M) 10
(1032)—281.86 Excerpt from 1500 Modern Chinese Novels And Plays: “Introduction”\fn{by Su Hsueh-lin (18961999)} China (F) 1
1897

(1033)—73.50 Rickshaw Man\fn{by Zhang Biwu (1897- )} Yizheng, Jiangsu Province, China (M) 3
(1036)—208.74 Excerpt from The Struggle For Proletarian Leadership In The Period Of The NewDemocratic Revolution In China\fn{by Li Wei-han (1897- )} Liling, Southwest of Changsha, Hunan Province,
China (M) 9
(1045)—207.85 The People’s Political Council\fn{by Lei Chen (1897-after 1946)} Cheking, China (M) 4
(1049)—73.91 The Sunglasses Society\fn{by Sun Liaohong (1897-1958)} Shanghai, China (M) 6
(1055)—204.30 Excerpt from Interpretation Of Su Tung-po’s Tz’u\fn{by Ku Sui (1897-1960)} Hopei Province,
China (M) 2
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(1057)—205.54 Taiwan Provincial Administration: A General Report\fn{by Yü Hung-chun aka O. K. Yu (18971960)} Shanghai, China (M) 11
(1068)—208.92 Excerpt from Approach To Chinese Land Reform\fn{by Chen Cheng (1897-1965)} Qingtian,
Zhejiang Province, China (M) 5
(1073)—208.58 Fragments Of Letters From Xu Guangping To Lu Xun\fn{by Xu Guangping (1897-1968)} Canton,
Kwangtung Province, China (F) 3
(1076)—210.36 Excerpt from The Psychology Of Tragedy: A Critical Study Of Various Theories Of Tragic
Pleasure\fn{by Chu Kwang-tsien (1897-1986)} Tongsheng, Anhwei Province, China (M) 13
(1090)—China 4.140 Excerpt from Lütian\fn{by Su Xuelin (1897-1999)} Rui’an, Zhejiang Province, China (F) 13
(1104)—192.108 Excerpts from China Shall Rise Again: 1. “The Spirit That Is China” 2. “Chinese Thought
On Democratic Policy”\fn{by Soong Mayling aka Madame Chaing Kai-shek (1897-2003)} Shanghai, China (F) 7
(1110)—5.66 & 81.45 1. Fifty Dollars 2. The Child At The Lakeside\fn{by Wang Tungzhao [T’ung-chao] (1897/981957)} Zhucheng, Shandong Province, China (M) 9
(1121)—39.33 & 150.38 & 150.353 1. Black Li And White Li 2. The Last Train 3. Grandma Takes Charge \fn{by
Lao She aka Shu Ch’ing-ch’un, Shu She-yu (1897/99-1966)} Peking, China (M) 23
1898

(1139)—197.109 Excerpt from Report On The General Military Situation Of The Chinese Communist Party
In The War Of Resistance\fn{by General Yeh Chien-Ying (1898- )} Meihsien County, Kwangtung Province, China
(M) 16
(1146)—19.8 Factory Girl\fn{by Huang Lu Yin (1898-1934)} Minhou County, Fujian Province, China (F) 4
(1149)—41.101 & 204.47 1. The Silhouette Of His Back 2. Selecting A Wife\fn{by Zhu Ziqing (1898-1948)} Zhu
Zihua, Donghai County, Jiangsu Province, China (M) 2
(1152)—82.22 The Burning Of Books\fn{Cheng Chen-to (1898-1958)} Fukien Province, China (M) 2
(1155)—41.102 Bombs In Yishan\fn{by Feng Zikai (1898-1975)} Tongxiang Prefecture, Zhejiang Province, China
(M) 3
(1158)—204.185 Excerpt from A Great Decade\fn{by Chou En-lai (1898-1976)} Shaohsing, Chekiang Province,
China (M) 9
(1166)—China 1.119 Excerpt from Liu Wang Zai Chi Dao Xian Shang (Exile In The Equatorial Line)\fn{by Shen
Zijiu (1898-1989)} Deqing, Zhejiang Province, China (F) 21
(1188)—China 4.85 Excerpt from Wang Shi\fn{by Mao Yanwen (1898-1999)} Jiangshan City, Jiangshan County,
Zhejiang Province, China (F)
1899

(1216)—204.200 Excerpt from Statement On The Representation Of China In The United Nations:
Appeasement: Another Setback\fn{by Wei Tao-Ming (c.1899- )} Kiukiang, Kiangsi Province, China (M) 6
(1223)—5.119 The Three Pagodas\fn{by Ting Chiu aka Ying hsu-jen (1899-1933)} Chekiang, China (M) 5
(1227)—192.136 Superfluous Words\fn{by Qu Qiubai (1899-1935)} Changzhou, Jiangsi Province, China (M) 2
(1228)—205.130 Develop Labour Emulation In Honour Of The 30th Anniversary Of The Communist Party
Of China\fn{by Li Li-san (1899-1967)} Lu Man, Liling County, Hunan Province, China (M) 5
(1234)—208.67 Excerpt from Oriental Immigration In Canada\fn{by Cheng Tien-fang (1899-1967)} Hsinchien,
Kiangsi Province, China (M) 6
(1239)—274.110 Excerpt from The Exile’s Daughter: A Biography Of Pearl S. Buck\fn{by Cornelia Spencer aka
Grace Sydenstricker Yaukey (1899-1994)} Chinkiang (Zhenjiang), Jiangsu Province, China (F) 9
(1249)—146.35 1. Journey To The Western Paradise 2. One And The Same Girl 3. The Tragic Bride: Three
Folktales\fn{by Hsieh Pang-fei (1899- )} Hunan Province, China (M) 10
(1259)—192.67 Excerpts from A Son Of China: 1. My Childhood 2. How I Amused Myself\fn{by Sheng Cheng
(1899- )} Ichang [Yizheng] nr. Nanking, Jiangsu Province, China (M) 6
(1265)—195.62 An Autobiographical Statement\fn{by Lo Ping-hui (1899- )} Yi-liang County, Yunnan Province,
China (M) 10
(1278)—204.194 Excerpt from Speech At The Aliarcham Academy Of Social Sciences In Indonesia\fn{by Peng
Chen (1899- )} Shansi Province, China (M) 6
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(1284)—192.174 On Confucianism, Daoism, And Banditry\fn{by Wen Yiduo (1899-1946)} Hubei Province, China
(M) 2
(1287)—China 1.97 Excerpt from Jiang Biwei Hui Yi Lu (Memoir Of Jiang Biwei)\fn{by Jiang Biwei (1899-1978)}
Yixing, Jiangsu Province, China (F) 21
†
1880

145.106 1. The Eight-Armed Nezha City 2. How The Black Rock Went To Lu Gou Qiao 3. Gao Liang’s Race For
Water 4. Bei Xin Qiao—New North Bridge 5. The Centipede Wells 6. The Cricket Cage Peddler 7. Tian An Men’s
Stone Lions 8. Shi Cha Hai 9. The Bell Goddess 10. Jiu Xian Qiao—Liquor Immortal Bridge 11. Brimful Well 12.
The Stone Statues At The Ming Tombs 13. Black Dragon Lake 14. The Flower Goddess 15. Swallow Ter-race 16.
Urn Hill 17. Iron Screen Wall 18. The Motherwort In The Temple Of Heaven 19. Lushi And His Dragon Disciples
20. Topsy-turvy Temple 21. The Tired Pagoda 22. Discriminating Bell Temple 23. The Black Monkey 24. The
Stone Monkeys On Broken Rainbow Bridge 25. How Masted Vessels Passed Under Eight Li Bridge 26. The
Crescent Moon On The Tip Of A Plum Tree: Twenty-six Folktales\fn{by Jin Shoushen (c.1880?- )} Peking, China
(M) 31
1
The Emperor decided to build a northern capital, Peking,\fn{ The core of which was begun in 1267, during the Yuan
Dyunasty. The text before me originally contained material inserted between each of these folk-tales not originally part of them and
designed to popularize the sites of the tales themselves, apparently with an eye to encouraging the visit of foreign tourists; fortunately they
were easily detachable, and I have edited them away, and so preserved the tales as Jin Shoushen originally set them down. The bulk of this
extraneous information normally appeared as sort of introductory paragraphs to the tale in question; but occasionally it was tacked on to the
end of the previous tale; and in one case, it appeared here and there within the tale itself. I have also put indicated thoughts of characters in
double quotes as if they were spoken, for the sake of uniformity in later computer analysis devoted to the discovery of the secret to world
peace. And I have substituted “Peking” for “Beijing” for the spelling of the Chinese capital, for this was the spelling with which I grew up,
and which first suggested, through the stories in which it appeared to my mind more than half a century ago, the measureless glory, wonder
and sophistication that the adventure of mankind in Eastern Asia has proven to be. (H) } and entrusted this task to the Minister of
Works. That threw the minister into a panic. He promptly petitioned the throne:
“Peking was originally known as the Bitter Sea Waste, and the dragons there are too vicious for your humble
subject to overcome. I beg Your Majesty to send some military advisers instead.”
The Emperor saw reason in this. Peking could only be built by a genius with knowledge of heaven and earth,
who knew the ways of both the spirits above and the devils below. So he asked his advisers,
“Which of you can go and build a northern capital for me?” His advisers eyed each other, not daring to utter a
word, until finally someone really had to answer and Chief Adviser Liu Bowen volunteered,
“I’ll go!” At once Deputy Adviser Yao Guangxiao volunteered,
“And so will I.”
The Emperor was pleased, sure that these two outstanding advisers had the ability to overcome dragons and
tigers. He forthwith sent them off to build Peking.
Liu Bowen and Yao Guangxiao took the imperial edict and traveled to the Waste where Peking now stands.
After putting up in a hostel, they went out every day to survey the terrain and figure out how to build the city in
such a way that the dragons could not make trouble. However, Chief Adviser Liu and Deputy Adviser Yao had
nothing but contempt for each other.
“Deputy Adviser Yao,” proposed Liu, “let’s live apart, you in the west city, I in the east. Each of us must think
up a plan, then in ten days’ time we’ll meet and, sitting back to back, draw our plans for the city. Then we’ll
compare the two to see if they tally.”
Yao Guangxiao knew perfectly well that Liu Bowen hoped to shine and hog all the credit.
“Very well,” he said with a grim smile.. “You’re right, chief adviser, that’s what we should do.”
So the two advisers split up. For the first couple of days, although the two of them were staying apart and
neither went out to survey the terrain, both heard a voice saying,
“Just copy me and you’ll do fine.”
The voice sounded like a child’s, and the words were clearly repeated time and again. Who could the speaker
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be? There was no one to be seen. “Just copy me”—what did that mean? Neither adviser could make head or tail of
this.
On the third day they both went out to survey the terrain again. Wherever Adviser Liu went he saw a child in a
red jacket and short pants walking ahead of him. When Liu speeded up, so did the child; when he slowed down,
so did the child. At first he paid no special attention to this, but then he started wondering about it. He deliberately
stood still. Ah! How extraordinary! So did the child. Liu couldn’t for the life of him think what the boy was up
to.”
How about Deputy Adviser Yao? He saw a child like that too, and couldn’t for the life of him think what the
boy was up to.
Back in their different hostels, again both advisers heard a voice in their ears,
“Just copy me and you’ll do fine.”
Liu in the east city and Yao in the west city wondered: Can this child in the red jacket and short pants be
Nezha?\fn{A mythical boy with supernatural powers, who killed the son of the Dragon King, whose spirit took the form of a lotus and
who continued to battle with and overcome many evil spirits. } Doesn’t seem like him. Nezha was supposed to have eight
arms. Liu in the east city and Yao in the west city came to the same decision: If I meet that boy tomorrow, I’ll
have a good look at him.
The next day, the fourth day after they had reached their agreement, Liu Bowen went out after breakfast for a
stroll with an attendant. Why take an attendant today? So that the attendant could help him see if it was Nezha.
Yao Guangxiao in the west city had the same idea. Both men had heard the same voice, seen the same child, and
today they saw him again. Still wearing a red jacket and short pants, but not the same jacket as the previous day:
this one was more like a cape—with a lotus-leaf edge, and from the two shoulders dangled soft silken fringes
which rustled in the wind like arms. At the sight of them Liu suspected that this must be eight-armed Nezha. He
hurried forward to catch hold of the child and have a closer look; but the faster he chased him the faster the child
ran away, repeating,
“Just copy me and you’ll do fine!” Then he made off and vanished completely. When Liu’s attendant saw him
chasing down the road, he did not know what was up. He called after him,
“Commander! Commander! Why are you running?” Liu stopped to ask him,
“Did you see a child in a red jacket and short pants?”
“Not I,” said the attendant. “All this time I’ve been following you I haven’t seen a soul.”
Then Liu Bowen knew for sure that it was Nezha. As for Yao Guangxiao, exactly the same thing had happened
to him. The two commanders went back to their hostels. Liu thought:
“‘Copy me’ must mean draw a plan of a city like eight-armed Nezha, so as to keep down the dragons in Bitter
Sea Waste. Fine! Let’s see how you handle this, Yao Guangxiao. If you can’t produce such a plan, you’re not fit to
be imperial adviser! Yao in the west city was thinking at the same time: Now we’ll soon see you lose your title
Chief Adviser!”
On the ninth day Liu sent word to Yao:
“At noon tomorrow, in the center of the city, we’ll draw our plans back to back. Please be there on time.” And
Yao agreed to this.
At noon on the tenth day, in a big empty square in the center of the town, two tables and two chairs were set
out, the chairs back to back, and the two advisers arrived. Liu asked,
“Which way do you want to face, deputy adviser?” Yao answered,
“You live in the east city, chief adviser, so you should sit facing east. Your younger brother will sit facing
west.”
When they had taken their seats, attendants supplied them with paper, brushes, ink and ink-stones. They picked
up the brushes and stroke by stroke drew their plans. Just before sunset both finished their plans of the city, and
each picked up the other’s to examine it. Then both of them burst out laughing, because their plans were identical,
each being an eight-armed Nezha city.
Yao Guangxiao asked the chief adviser to explain his eight-armed Nezha city. Liu said,
“This gate in the center due south is Zheng Yang Men, Nezha’s head. A head should have two ears, and those
are the gates to its east and west. The two wells inside Zheng Yang Men are his eyes. On the east side, the Cong
Wen Men, Dong Bian Men, Chao Yang Men and Dong Zhi Men are four of Nezha’s arms. On the west side of the
Zheng Yang Men, the Xuan Wu Men, Xi Bian Men, Fu Cheng Men and Xi Zhi Men are Nezha’s other four arms.
The An Ding Men and De Sheng Men in the north are his feet.” Yao Guangxiao nodded, saying,
“Yes, of course. But does Nezha have only eight arms, no heart, liver, spleen, lungs or kidneys?”
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Liu Bowen’s face turned red.
“Of course he has!” he retorted. “How could a dead Nezha keep down vicious dragons?” He pointed irately at
his plan.
“Look, brother. The rectangular Imperial City is Nezha’s viscera, and Tian An Men at its entrance is the way
into his viscera and leads in the other direction to Zheng Yang Men, his brain. The long, level road between them
is Nezha’s gullet.” With a laugh Yao Guangxiao drawled,
“Don’t get het-up, chief adviser. I can see your plan is most carefully worked out. The two roads running south
and north on both sides of the viscera are Nezha’s main ribs, and the alleys branching off are his lesser ribs—
right? You’ve really worked it out to the last detail!”
Although provoked, Liu Bowen had to keep his temper. At any rate, the plan for an eight-armed Nezha city had
been drawn, and neither adviser could hog all the credit. Chief Adviser Liu did not mind about this, but Deputy
Adviser Yao became so cast down that he went off to live as a monk, waiting to see how Liu would build Peking.
2
Chief Adviser Liu was a wise man. He determined to build Peking as an eight-armed Nezha city. He thought:
“I can do this, that’s certain; but will it really keep down the vicious dragons in this Bitter Sea Waste?”
This troubled the canny adviser. After thinking over the problem for two days, he learned that on Shangfang
Mountain in the county of Fangshan there were three big black rocks which had attained sainthood, one for ten
thousand years, the second for five thousand years and the third for a thousand years; so they were able to subdue
dragons and tigers. He thought:
“If I could get hold of one of those rocks with divine power, I’d surely be able to keep down the dragons. If I
could get that Big Black Rock which has attained sainthood for ten thousand years, the dragons of Bitter Sea
Waste would never be able to rampage again or stage another come-back. But how to get such a heavy rock, and
one with such divine powers, down to Beijing? I must find some way by combining soft and hard tactics.”
Before telling you what his tactics were, I should say that the three brothers the Big Black Rock, the Second
Black Rock and the Third Black Rock on Shangfang Mountain knew what Liu Bowen was scheming. The Third
Black Rock said,
“Who wants to go? I’m sitting pretty here.” The Second Black Rock said,
“I’m not going either. I’m not taking orders from Crooked Nose Liu Bowen.” The Third Black Rock said,
“Who wants to go? I’m only afraid Crooked Nose may use violence to make me.”
“Just let him try!” growled the Big Black Rock.
Liu Bowen, having made up his mind to shift these three sacred rocks, decided to use dual tactics. First he
would prepare incense and offerings and, taking a retinue, would invite the three sacred rocks down with great
pomp and ceremony. If that failed, he had another trick up his sleeve. He’d keep heavenly troops hidden in the
seams of his sleeves to frighten the Big Black Rock, the Second Black Rock and the Third Black Rock into
coming quietly down from the hill.
After making these preparations, Liu Bowen set out with an imposing retinue to invite the three sacred rocks
down to the city. They went southwest from Peking, crossed Lugou Ford and made straight for Shangfang
Mountain. When they reached its foot, Liu Bowen dropped his chief adviser’s swagger and went up very earnestly
to the three sacred rocks. After lighting incense and presenting offerings, he said most reverently,
“Respected Sacred Rocks, in accordance with the Emperor’s edict, I, Liu Bowen, have come to beg you to
honor Peking with your presence. Then the Emperor will confer on each of you the title Commander of the
Realm!”
The Big Black Rock lay there quietly and made no move. Seeing this, the Second Black Rock and the Third
Black Rock thought:
“Since Big Brother hasn’t moved, we needn’t either.”
When Liu Bowen saw that his incense and offerings had not done the trick, and the rocks had snubbed him like
this, he decided to get tough. He whispered to the heavenly troops up his sleeve,
“I shall have to trouble you to drive these three rascally rocks to Peking. Then the Emperor is sure to ennoble
you!”
With a cry of assent the heavenly troops flew out from the seams of his sleeves, brandishing swords, spears
and halberds. They surrounded the three sacred rocks and yelled:
“Get moving, quick, to Peking!”
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Still the Big Black Rock made no move. The Second Black Rock was scared into budging. The Third Black
Rock, powerless to resist this show of might, had to leave his two elder brothers and go down the hill. Liu Bowen
saw he could not shift the Big Black Rock and the Second Black Rock, but at least he had the Third Black Rock to
show that he had carried out his imperial mission, and so he went down the mountain with his attendants to drive
the Third Black Rock to Peking.
Now for a slight digression.
When Liu Bowen had crossed Lugou Ford, the Dragon King there had heard of his plan from Prince Dragon,
son of the Dragon King of Bitter Sea Waste, and they had discussed how to block the Third Black Rock’s way to
Peking. They decided to build a scorpion city at the ford, so that when Liu Bowen drove the Third Black Rock
there the scorpion could sting him and stop him from going any farther. First they built the scorpion’s tail, Lu Gou
Qiao, which was finished overnight. Then they built its body, the town of Fei east of the bridge, with two wells
outside its east gate as the scorpion’s eyes. A little farther east stood two mounds, one north and one south, and
these were the scorpion’s front pincers.
No sooner was this Scorpion City completed than Liu Bowen came along driving the Third Black Rock. His
attendants reported,
“Adviser, when we came this way there was no bridge over Lugou Ford. Now there’s not only a long stone
bridge, there’s a city as well to its east. Please take a look, sir.”
Liu Bowen heard this with dismay, and spurred his horse to the bridge to investigate. He realized that this
Scorpion City would try to prevent Third Black Rock from reaching Peking. Still, there was nothing for it but to
press on. With a show of calm he said,
“Never mind, let’s cross this bridge of ours.”
He drove the Third Black Rock on again. But the Third Black Rock stopped dead at the west end of the bridge.
Then Liu Bowen secretly ordered his heavenly troops to drive the rock on, and told him,
“Hurry up, Third Commander. Once across this river we’ll soon reach Peking. Then the Emperor will grant
you a title!”
Then the Third Black Rock had to trundle on till he had lumbered over Lu Gou Qiao. Liu Bowen decided not
to go through the town over the scorpion’s back—that was too risky! So he skirted south of it, driving the rock, to
keep out of the scorpion’s way so the Third Black Rock would not be stung to death. Suddenly, however, the
scorpion’s tail lashed round and stung the Third Black Rock—he could never move again. Liu Bowen sighed,
“Confound it! Peking may not be flooded, but both banks of this Lugou Ford quite likely will be!” So he had to
think of another way of curbing those vicious dragons.
3
Hundreds of thousands of years ago, so the old folk in Peking say, this place was in a bad way because it was a
briny sea known as Bitter Sea Waste; and people had to live in the western and northern hills, leaving the Bitter
Sea to the Dragon King. The Dragon King, his wife, son, daughter-in-law and grandchildren lorded it over the
Bitter Sea so that the local people who had taken to the hills lived a wretched life.
How wretched was their life? They used the earth as their cauldrons and weighed out their firewood in bushels.
Some years later a boy called Nezha appeared in a red jacket and short pants. He had real ability. Coming to
the Bitter Sea he fought the Dragon King for nine times nine days, eighty-one days in all. He captured the Dragon
King and his wife, while their son, daughter-in-law and grandchildren fled.
After the capture of the Dragon King the water slowly ebbed away and soil emerged. Nezha sealed up the
different outlets to the sea, sealing up the Dragon King and his wife in a large lake, then built a big white pagoda
on top so that ever after they had to stay there to guard it.
Now that the water had ebbed away, the name Bitter Sea was changed to the Waste. As time went by people
built houses there and settled down there. Villages sprang up, as well as market-towns.
By now the dragon’s son who had fled had become the king, and he and his wife took refuge with their son and
daughter in a lake at the foot of the western hills. There they lay low, keeping quiet. When they saw the people of
Bitter Sea Waste increasing from day to day, that increased their exasperation. They kept wanting to go out and
rampage, to flood this Waste which was no longer called the Bitter Sea.
One day the new Dragon King heard that a city called Peking was to be built in the Waste. That really enraged
him. He thought:
“You people razed our Dragon Palace, and now you want to build a city there just to infuriate me!”
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Then came word that Liu Bowen and Yao Guangxiao had back to back drawn a plan of Peking—an eightarmed Nezha city with eight gates—and its construction had already started. The Dragon King told his wife,
“Confound it! How maddening! If they build an eight-armed Nezha city, we’ve no hope of making a comeback!”
“Never mind,” said his wife. “Let them build their city. We’ll stay here in our Dragon Palace and keep out of
trouble.” The Dragon King stamped his foot.
“That’s no way to talk,” he fumed.. “How can I watch them sitting pretty! I must seize this chance, before their
city is finished, to drain away all its water. Then before they can finish it they’ll die of thirst!”
His wife, unable to talk him out of this, had to go along with him. Having hatched their plot, the next day at
dawn they set out with their son and daughter and a wheelbarrow loaded with vegetables. They had dressed like
peasants going to the market in town. The Dragon King pushed the barrow, his wife pulled the loop in front, and
with their children following some way behind they sneaked into Peking.
Of course the Dragon King had no intention of selling vegetables. He found an out-of-the-way spot and
dumped them all there. Then he, his wife, Dragon Boy and Dragon Girl went round the town according to their
plan. Dragon Boy drank all the sweet water there, Dragon Girl all the bitter water; then they changed themselves
into two fish-scale water-panniers and lay down one on each side of the wheelbarrow. With the Dragon King
pushing and his wife pulling it, they went out of Xi Zhi Men bold as brass.
Meantime what of Liu Bowen? Now that the eight-armed Nezha city had been built, he had taken his inspectors to supervise the building of the imperial palace. Suddenly someone dashed over covered with sweat.
“Report, chief adviser!” he shouted. “We’re in big trouble. Every single well, large or small, in Peking is dry.
What’s to be done!”
Liu Bowen was flabbergasted. Then he figured:
“Everyone knows that the Dragon King, his wife and their son Prince Dragon are jealous of this city. Because
of course once it’s built, that tribe of dragons can never make a comeback.”
He promptly sent subordinates to all the city gates to investigate and find out from the wardens if any
suspicious characters had been through their gates that day. Horsemen galloped off to carry out his orders. Very
soon they came back and reported that the only suspicious characters to leave the city had gone through Xi Zhi
Men. One of them reported,
“An old hunchback was seen at Xi Zhi Men pushing a wheelbarrow, with an old woman tugging in front. On
the barrow were two dripping fish-scale water-panniers. They left by Xi Zhi Men an hour ago.” The warden
added,
“They were such strange fish-scale panniers that I had a good look at them. They weren’t too big, yet that old
fellow was sweating as he pushed the barrow.” Liu Bowen nodded.
“The vicious old dragon!” he said. “We’ll just have to send someone to catch him and bring back the water.”
The chief inspector asked,
“How can we do that?” Liu told him,
“It’ll be hard or easy, depending on how you look at it. Hard, because if that damned dragon sees someone
after him, he’ll swamp him with water to drown him. Easy, because if our man spears the fish-scale panniers then
dashes straight back without looking round no matter if all hell breaks loose behind, once he reaches Xi Zhi Men
he’ll be safe and sound.” His men shook their heads saying,
“That’s a tall order. Not easy.” Liu stamped impatiently.
“There’s no time to be lost! We can’t wait for that damned dragon to empty all that water down his lake, or
we’ll never get it back. Who’ll take this on?”
His officers, high and low, eyed each other in silence. The chief adviser was frantic! Then they heard a clear
voice ring out:
“Let me go, sir. I promise to catch up with the damned dragon and to spear the fish-scale panniers. I guarantee
to bring the water back.”
Liu saw it was a builder in his twenties, big-eyed and alert-looking.
“What’s your name?” he asked, very pleased.
“I’m Gao Liang, a mason working on the palace.”
Liu nodded and promptly took a red-tasseled spear from the weapon rack. He handed it to Gao Liang, saying,
“Be very careful. I’ll take troops up the West Gate to back you up.” Gao Liang took the spear, promising,
“You can count on me, sir.” Then without one backward glance he flew off in pursuit of the dragon.
Once out of Xi Zhi Men a dilemma faced him. To the north was a road to the northwest, leading to Jade Spring
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Hill. To the west was a road to the southwest, leading to the western hills. To the south was a road south to Fu
Cheng Men. Which way should he go? He must make a lightning decision. He thought:
“Didn’t Liu Bowen say that damned dragon is taking the water to his lake? The only lake is at Jade Spring
Hill. I’ll catch him before be gets there.”
He sprinted off to the northwest, gripping his spear, his eyes flashing fire. Before long he came to a gully
between two high banks, just wide enough for a wheelbarrow to pass through, but too narrow for a horse-cart.
There were roads on both sides, however. Would the dragons have taken one of them?
On one bank some peasants were talking. One said,
“Very odd they were, those two water-panniers glinting like the scales of a fish or dragon.”
“Beats me,” said another. “With all that sweet water in Jade Spring, why lug those two panniers of water
northwest?" Another said,
“That old fellow and his wife were puffing and blowing, lugging that barrow of water so fast through our gully.
At their age too—they’re really tough!”
Gao Liang knew then that the dragons had headed northwest. Without a word, gripping his spear, he hurried
northwest through the gully. Before long the road forked in front of a willow copse. Which way had the dragons
gone? He was at a loss when he heard some boys in the copse.
“Hey, big brother with the tasseled spear, give us a drill!” one called to him.
Gao Liang saw some small boys beneath the trees clapping their hands and grinning. His spirits rose. He told
them,
“Little brothers, I’ll drill you presently. First tell me if an old man and old woman passed here pushing a
wheelbarrow.”
“They took that track to the left,” the little boys chorused.
Thanking them, he set off again. Later on this place was given the name Big Willows.
Hurrying on in pursuit, Gao Liang came to a pool that had dried up. Its banks were spattered with water, and in
the bed of the pool was a rut made by a barrow. At once he understood: This must have been a pond. That damned
dragon’s barrow stopped here and he didn’t leave a single drop of water—he carried it all away! Later this place
was given the name South Hollow.
Planting his spear in the ground, Gao Liang vaulted over the pond and hurried on, eager to get back the water
for the city. Before long he came to another pond—later called Middle Hollow—with a deep rut made by the
barrow and many footprints. He realized that the dragons must be tired; why else should they have left so many
deep footprints? If he put on a spurt he could certainly catch up.
He bounded forward, and very soon the Jade Spring Hill came into sight. Gao Liang strained his eyes. In the
distance, sure enough, was a barrow loaded with two water-panniers. An old hunchback and an old woman were
seated on the ground mopping their sweaty faces. They must be the Dragon King and his wife, quite worn out.
Gao Liang exulted; his heart going pit-a-pat.
He ducked into a field of sorghum to make a detour to the back of the dragons, then sprang up and speared one
of the fish-scale panniers. Water came flooding out. But before he could spear the second, it changed into a potbellied youngster who dived into the Jade Spring. The dragon’s wife picked up the pannier Gao Liang had
speared, and flew over the peak of the north hill to escape to Black Dragon Lake. All these things happened at
once, as fast as lightning. Before Gao Liang could decide what to do, the Dragon King roared,
“You’ve ruined my grand scheme, damn you! Don’t think you can get away.”
With a start Gao Liang took to his heels, pursued by what sounded like a racing tide. When he speeded up, so
did the water; when he slowed down, it slowed down too.
Now Xi Zhi Men came in sight, and he could distinctly see Liu Bowen above it. In his relief he forgot himself
and looked round, and the water swept him away.
4
Dragon Mother carried her wounded daughter over the northern hills to Black Dragon Lake, where the two of
them settled down. There are still strange little fish in that lake which dash themselves against stones. The storytellers say these are Dragon Mother’s descendants. As for the Dragon King, after Gao Liang speared the pannier
didn’t he race after him in a rage with a flood of water?
When Gao Liang had been drowned the water subsided. The Dragon King nearly choked with anger, but not
daring to provoke Liu Bowen he took Dragon Boy with the sweet water in his belly and dived down to the bottom
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of the Jade Spring. That’s why there is so much water, such sweet water, on Jade Spring Hill. The Dragon King
swore to himself:
“Liu Bowen! Liu Bowen! I’m going to get even with you, just you wait! When you’ve finished building
Peking you’ll have to leave, and then I can have my own way.”
So the Dragon King and Dragon Boy settled down below the Jade Spring.
The days and months slipped by till Peking with its eight gates was completed. Before going back to report this
to the Emperor, Liu Bowen remembered the wicked dragon. He thought:
“Once I’m gone, that brute may run amok again. If Yao Guangxiao were in charge here that would be better,
but he’s gone off to be a monk. What’s to be done?”
He went in search of Yao, and tracked him down in a temple outside the Southwest Gate. Liu Bowen explained
why he had come.
“The two of us drew up the plan for this eight-armed Nezha city,” he told him. “When I go back to report, I
shall say that both of us built Peking, and you were the deputy adviser.”
Yao Guangxiao agreed to take charge then. And Liu Bowen packed up and left Peking with his attendants, to
go and report back to the Emperor.
When the Dragon King heard that Liu Bowen had gone a long way away, he took Dragon Boy along underground streams to Peking. Finding a vent, they butted up against it, but it was no use—there was a weight on top.
They not only failed to break through but raised big bumps on their heads. How the Dragon King hated Liu
Bowen! By the time he and Dragon Boy had butted against several vents their heads were sore and swollen, yet
still they had failed to get out.
One day they came to the northeast part of Peking and saw another vent. The Dragon King and Dragon Boy
charged at it. And this time, to their surprise, they broke their way out. The story-tellers say this place was today’s
Bei Xin Qiao. The Dragon King transformed himself into an old man, Dragon Boy into a lad, and they took a
spate of sea water up with them. In a flash, north, south, east and west of Bei Xin Qiao were flooded. The people
living there cried to high heaven, while the Dragon King and Dragon Boy sloshed about on the flood, immensely
pleased with themselves.
This was reported at once to Deputy Adviser Yao. He said to himself:
“Liu Bowen is really smart. He guessed that these dragons would run amok, and they have.”
Yao changed his clothes and, taking a double-edged sword, fairly flew to Bei Xin Qiao. With three sweeps of
his sword he stemmed the flood and stopped it from spreading. Then he leapt on to the water, roaring,
“Damned dragon, how dare you flood Peking! The deputy adviser will teach you a good lesson!”
The Dragon King was taken aback. He thought:
“Liu Bowen isn’t in Peking. Where has this deputy adviser sprung from? He’s really tough. With that doubleedged sword of his he’s stopped the flood. We must guard against him.”
He signaled to Dragon Boy, and they drew their black dragon swords. Without a word they fell fiercely upon
Yao Guangxiao. He swiftly parried their thrusts. Cold steel flashed as the three of them battled together. Yao could
have got the better of the Dragon King alone, could easily have captured Dragon Boy alone; but he was no match
for father and son together. His sword thrusts slowed down, it seemed he would be worsted, but just as it came to
the pinch there was a flash, and with a howl the Dragon King fell flat on the water, blood streaming from his leg.
This took place so fast, fast as lightning, that Yao didn’t know what had happened and Dragon Boy was stunned.
Yao was trying to see who had come to his rescue, when he heard a shout:
“Adviser Yao, hurry up and catch the little dragon! I’m Yue Fei\fn{ An ancient Chinese general renowned for his courage
and loyalty.} of the great Song Dynasty.” Joyfully striking out at Dragon Boy, Yao cried,
“Please wait, General Yue Fei!”
Yue Fei did not answer. Dragon Boy, rooted to the spot, was cut down. Then Yao locked up both dragons, and
at once the water north, south, east and west of the place ebbed away, never to flood again.
Having locked up both dragons, Yao did not know where to put them. After thinking it over he hit on a good
plan: he would imprison the Dragon King in the Bei Xin Qiao sea outlet, sinking a deep well there, and fastening
him up with a long, long chain. Over the well he would build a large three-roomed temple; but what shrine should
be set up there? Why, of course, a shrine to Yue Fei who had helped him capture the Dragon King. When the
Dragon King was chained and about to be thrown in the well, he asked,
“Adviser Yao, you’re not going to shut me up for ever, are you? When can I come out again?”
“Just wait till this bridge is old and a balustrade’s built over it, then you can come out,” Yao told him. After that
the place became known as Bei Xin Qiao and no balustrade was built there.
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Yao imprisoned Dragon Boy in the vent under Diao Bridge by Congwen Gate. Dragon Boy also asked,
“Commander Yao, you’re not going to shut me up for ever, are you? When can I come out again?”
“When you hear the iron clapper struck to open the city gate, you can come out.”
After that, instead of sounding an iron clapper when Congwen Gate was opened or closed, a bell was struck
instead.
5
Wasn’t Peking an eight-armed Nezha city? After Gao Liang raced for water, didn’t all the city’s wells turn
brackish? Apart from the Emperor’s household, which sent water-carts every day to Jade Spring Hill for sweet
water, the officials high and low and the common people had to make do with brackish water. Drinking brackish
water day in, day out was so tiresome that the teahouses had hardly any customers. One day, after a teahouse had
opened, as nobody came to drink tea the shopkeeper sat dozing behind his table when suddenly a customer came
in.
“Hey, master, have you boiling water?” he asked.
The shopkeeper opened his eyes and saw an old man dressed in rags. Still, he was pleased to have a customer.
He promptly answered,
“Yes, the kettle’s on the boil. Would you like some tea, sir?”
“Brew me a pot.”
The shopkeeper agreed and fetched a teapot, bowl and tea-leaves. Having rinsed the teapot and bowl, he
brewed the old man some tea. When it had stood for a while, the old man poured himself a bowl. That tea really
looked like red soup. The old man shook his head, raised the bowl, sipped the tea, then put the bowl down again.
“Why, master,” he asked, “what makes this tea so bitter?” The shopkeeper sighed, then explained,
“Peking has no sweet water. It was all carried off by the Dragon King. It’s a big headache for everyone in the
city!” The old man said with a chuckle,
“If you had sweet water you wouldn’t brew tea with brackish water, would you?”
“We certainly wouldn’t.”
The old man nodded. From his sleeve he produced a gold centipede just over three inches .long, with gold
feelers, gold eyes and eighteen legs. He whispered something to it, as if consulting it, and the centipede first
shook its head, then nodded. Finally the old man cried,
“Off you go then.”
The centipede arched its back and flew up into the air, disappearing from sight. The owner of the teahouse
watched in amazement, not knowing what was happening. And the old man did not explain, just paid for his tea
and left.
Two days later the owner of the teahouse heard that to the east of the Forbidden City a spring of sweet water
had gushed out and a well had been sunk there—the one in Da Tian Shui Jing\fn{ Big Sweet Well Alley.} off Wang Fu
Jing. The shopkeeper was pleased but thought no more about it. Three days later he heard that two more sweet
springs had gushed out less than a li outside An Ding Men, and two wells had been sunk there, the Upper and
Lower Dragon Wells in Upper Dragon Courtyard. Again the shopkeeper was pleased but thought no more about it.
Then, five, seven or nine days later, the shopkeeper heard that in the eighteen villages of Fengtai, to the left of
each village temple, sweet springs had gushed out and eighteen wells had been sunk.
This time, apart from feeling pleased, he mulled the business over. Since Liu Bowen built Peking as an eightarmed Nezha city, there was never a well of sweet water inside or outside it, he thought. Where have all these
wells come from in the last few days? He found it very mysterious.
Later on, when his customers were chatting away as they sipped tea brewed with sweet water, the shopkeeper
told them about the old man with the gold centipede, and they marveled too, but were equally mystified. Some
time afterwards one smart fellow said,
“These must be centipede wells. Upper Dragon and Lower Dragon are the centipede’s feelers; Big Sweet
Water Well is its head; the wells in the eighteen villages of Fengtai are its legs. So what else can they be but
centipede wells?”
6
Peking people say that after Prince Yan of Ming was enthroned as Emperor Yongle in Nanjing,\fn{ 1402AD.}
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because he had lived in Peking as a prince he decided to move the capital there and to send a trusted minister to
repair his Peking palace. He told this minister: on the outer wall of the palace, at the four corners of the Forbidden
City, he wanted four magnificent watchtowers built. He warned him,
“You’re in charge of the construction. If you bungle it—off with your head!”
This imperial edict made the minister frantic. He had no idea how to build such watchtowers. He thought:
“Since these are the Emperor’s orders, I’ll have to build them for him. His words are our golden rules—there’s
no disputing them! I don’t know how to set about this, but once I get to Peking the builders there are bound to find
a way.
As soon as this minister reached Peking and had settled down in his hostel, he summoned all the overseers and
master carpenters of eighty-one big contractors. He told them the Emperor’s orders, and gave them three months
in which to complete these four extraordinary watch-towers.
“If you fail, of course the Emperor will cut off my head,” he said. “But before that I’ll behead the lot of you.
So you’d better look out!” The overseers and carpenters thought:
“Fine. Anyway, if we die so will you!”
But not one of them dared refuse. Not feeling sure that they could do this job, they kept getting together to
work out a plan or tried to figure out something on their own. They complained,
“There’s no model for this extraordinary project, so how can we set about it? Where should the beams and
pillars go? Where should the arches be put?” Some declared,
“There’s really no way we can start work.” So they just had to rack their brains.
The time limit—three months—was very short. A month flashed past, and still the builders had not a clue as to
how to tackle this work. They made many models, but none of them would do. By now it was the hot-test time of
summer, the weather was stifling, and in their desperation they felt on tenterhooks.
One carpenter, too restless to stay in, went out to stroll through the town. In the distance he heard the
chirruping of crickets and a peddler’s cry:
“Buy my crickets! They will cheer you up when you can’t sleep!”
Going closer he saw an old man with two crates of cricket cages, large and small, all so skillfully made of
millet stalks that they looked like towers and pavilions in a painting, and there were crickets in each. The
carpenter thought:
“It’s no use worrying; if we’re done for we’re done for. I may as well buy a pretty cage for fun.”
He asked the price and bought an ingeniously made, very dainty cage, which he carried back to the builders’
living quarters. At sight of it his mates bawled,
“Here we are all worried stiff, yet you bring in that rowdy cricket—what’s the idea?” The carpenter said,
“To cheer you up when you can’t sleep. Just look—”
He meant to go on, “See how cleverly the cage is made!” But just then he was struck by something special
about it. He held up one hand, saying,
“Don’t make such a racket. Wait till I’ve done some counting.”
Then he carefully counted and recounted the beams, pillars and arches of the cricket cage, while the others
watched intently in silence with bated breath. After finishing counting, the carpenter sprang up and slapped his
thigh.
“See there—nine beams, eighteen pillars and seventy-two roof-ridges!” he cried.
That put fresh heart in them all. One by one they took the cage to count for themselves.
“Yes, it really is a watchtower with nine beams, eighteen pillars and seventy-two roof-ridges!” they said.
From this cage they figured out the design of the watch-towers for the Forbidden City, made a papier-mêché
model, and built the four towers still to be seen today. Later, people said,
“That old man selling cricket cages must have been a real Lu Ban!”\fn{ A legendary builder and craftsman, regarded as
the patron saint of craftsmen.}
7
Li Zicheng\fn{Prince Valiant.} led his peasant insurgent army out from Yanan in Shaanxi. Wherever they went
they stormed the Ming Dynasty’s passes and cities as if splitting through bamboo, and on April the twenty-fifth,
1644, they finally reached Peking. The night before, the last Emperor of Ming had hung himself on a locust tree
on Coal Hill. All the high officials defending the city were eunuchs, a useless lot. When Li Zicheng troops fought
their way to the city wall, the eunuch defending Guang An Men opened it immediately to welcome him in.
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After entering Guang An Men, the prince rode over to Qian Men\fn{ Zheng Yang Men.} having learned that the
general defending it was Li Guozhen who had won a name in the Battle of Chessboard Street. Li Guozhen refused
to open the gate and put up a fight to defend Peking, but when he saw he was no match for the insurgents he
abandoned his men and fled.
What of his troops? Of course they opened the gate to welcome Li Zicheng. He rode through Qian Men at the
head of his men, passed Chessboard Street and entered the Da Ming Men.\fn{ Now pulled down, it used to stand south of
the Monument to the People’s Heroes. } In the distance Li Zicheng saw a huge arch with five archways. His chief
minister Niu Jinxing told him,
“Look, Your Highness, there’s the Cheng Tian Men.\fn{ The name of which was changed in 1651 to Tian an Men, the Gate
of Heavenly Peace, at which time the original arch was torn down and the present structure built in its place. } It’s from there the Ming
Emperor issued all his imperial edicts to plague the common people.”
Li Zicheng had long loathed the emperor of Ming. So on hearing this he snorted with rage, seized his iron backed
bow and fitted to it an arrow with eagle feathers. He galloped towards the gate and, as soon as he was close
enough to read the inscription Cheng Tian Men, he raised his bow, took aim and loosed off an arrow— whizz!—
roaring at the same time:
“I’ll teach you to support heaven!”
All this happened simultaneously, the twang of the bowstring and the prince’s yell, and his shout was still
ringing in the air when his arrow pierced the middle character “Heaven” on the gate. The insurgents raised a great
cheer, while the government troops were stunned.
Next Li Zicheng slung his bow on his back and drew his spear with an iron shaft and steel tip. Everyone
watched as, raising this spear, he spurred to the gate. South of it stood two ornamental columns and two marble
lions, while north of it were two other marble lions. We can pass over the ornamental columns; the four lions were
fine marble statues. The two on the east have their right paw on a ball, their heads incline slightly east, but their
eyes look west; the two on the west have their left paw on a cub, their heads incline slightly west but their eyes
look east, as if intently watching the roadway between. Li Zicheng, his chief minister and generals were going up
to have a better look at these lions, when suddenly a soldier shouted:
“Watch out, Your Highness! One of those lions just moved!”
“Rubbish!” roared Li Zicheng. “How can a stone lion move?”
In fact, he had noticed someone skulking behind one of the lions. Raising his spear he spurred to the lion on
the east side and thrust at it. Dong! Sparks flew in all directions as he scored a gash on its belly. Then the man
who had been hiding shot over to the lion on the west. The soldiers shouted,
“Watch out, Your Highness! An enemy!”
From under the lion’s paw, Li Zicheng spotted a Ming general taking cover northwest of the lion. Pretending
not to have seen him, he signaled to his generals, then speared the lion on the west. His generals meanwhile
surrounded that lion and captured the Ming commander Li Guozhen. Since then both lions bear the imprint of a
spear thrust.
So Li Zicheng took Peking and the Ming Dynasty fell.
8
All old residents of Peking know of Shen Wansan, the Living God of Wealth. With a name like that he should
have been very rich, but in fact he was penniless and had nothing but rags to wear. Then why was he called the
Living God of Wealth? Because he could tell where gold and silver were buried. Why didn’t he dig some up then
to fit himself out? He couldn’t. Normally he could only tell where there was gold or silver if people demanded
some from him and beat him up; then in desperation he’d point somewhere at random and say if they dug there
they’d surely find silver, maybe even gold. The harder he was beaten, the more caches of gold and silver he could
locate. That accounted for his nickname the Living God of Wealth.
But who had the heart to beat him? His own family couldn’t bring themselves to do it. As for ordinary people,
they wouldn’t beat anyone if they had no reason. So Shen Wansan and those who wouldn’t beat him often went
hungry and dressed shabbily.
One day the Emperor decided to build himself a northern capital. Not wanting to draw money from his
treasury, he told his ministers to “raise funds locally.” His ministers objected.
“It’s impossible to raise such a huge sum from Bitter Sea Waste.”
“Impossible or not, you must find some way!” said the Emperor.
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Later someone told him about the Living God of Wealth and the Emperor, very pleased, ordered Shen Wansan
to be brought to him at once. Armed with this “sacred edict,” officers and soldiers rushed to Shen Wansan’s house.
When they reached his gate they laughed at finding the place so small and tumbledown. A soldier said with a grin,
“Fancy the Living God of Wealth living in such a hovel!” An officer said,
“Never mind what sort of place he lives in. Our task is to arrest him.”
A soldier knocked at the gate. Out came an old man of medium height in a ragged jacket and pants.
“Who are you looking for?” he asked.
“Shen Wansan.”
“I’m Shen Wansan,” said the old man. “What can I do for you?”
“The Emperor sent us to fetch you,” one officer told him. “Come with us.”
Unable to refuse, Shen Wansan accompanied them to the palace. The Emperor was in his audience hall when
an officer came in to announce,
“We have carried out your orders and brought Shen Wansan here—he is waiting outside.”
“Bring him in.” When Shen Wansan went in and the Emperor saw him, he wondered:
“Can a poor old fellow like this be the Living God of Wealth?”
It didn’t seem possible. But even if they’d nabbed the wrong man, he wouldn’t let him go.
“Are you Shen Wansan?” he asked.
“Yes, that’s my name.”
“You know how to find gold and silver?”
“No, I don’t.”
“You don’t know?”
“I don’t know.”
“If you can’t find gold and silver, why are you called the Living God of Wealth?” fumed the Emperor.
“That’s what people call me,” said Shen. “But I’m no Living God of Wealth.” The Emperor lost his temper and
pounded the table.
“You’ve tricked people; you’re a sorcerer!” He ordered his guards, “Take this sorcerer out and give him a good
beating.” The guards dragged Shen Wansan off, pinned him down and started to beat him.
“Don’t beat me!” he begged. “I’m not a sorcerer!”
“Then tell us where gold and silver are buried,” they said.
“I don’t know where there’s any gold or silver!” he yelled.
“All right, then we’ll beat you.”
Thwack! Thwack! Thwack! They beat the poor man to a pulp, till he was streaming with blood. Then he
groaned,
“Don’t beat me, I know where there’s silver.”
The guards stopped beating him and reported this to the Emperor. The Emperor said,
“Take him to dig it up. If there’s no silver there, beat him again!” Shen Wansan led some soldiers to an open
space and pointing at it told them,
“Dig here.”
Sure enough they dug up ten vaults of silver. The story-tellers describe it in detail: ten vaults of silver with
480,000 taels in each, making 4,800,000 taels in all. Once this silver had been dug up it left a great pit, which
later filled with water and was known as Shi Jiao Hai or Ten Vaults Lake.
After the city of Beijing was built, the Emperor, being insatiably greedy, wanted more gold and more silver. He
had the Living God of Wealth hauled before him again. This time he glared at him even more viciously and
bellowed to his guards,
“Beat this sorcerer as hard as you can, till he produces nine vats of gold and eighteen vaults of silver.”
Once again Shen Wan san was beaten nearly to death, till in desperation he led the soldiers out of An Ding
Men and northwest to a stretch of empty land not far away. He told them,
“Under here are nine vats of gold and eighteen vaults of silver, but you need a key to open them. What key? An
aster. You must find one.”
The soldiers were sure they could find an aster in that open stretch of land. One officer ordered,
“Look sharp and find an aster.”
But strange to say, in all that open country there was not a single aster. Flying into a rage they roared at Shen
Wansan,
“Damned sorcerer, we should have killed you. You knew there were no asters here. Come on! We’ll go back to
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the Emperor!”
When they dragged him back to the palace and reported what had happened, the Emperor was furious. He
roared:
“Beat the sorcerer to death!”
Seeing how livid the Emperor was, his guards rained blows thick and fast on Shen Wansan, expecting him to
disclose some other key with which to unlock the nine vats and eighteen vaults, to satisfy the Emperor. But Shen
Wansan, being an old man, could not stand so many beatings. He gave a croak, his eyes rolled up and his legs
stretched out rigid—the Living God of Wealth was dead! So they never found the key to the nine vats and
eighteen vaults.
9
Long ago, before the invention of clocks and watches, all provincial and county towns had drum towers. At
seven in the evening, drums were sounded to let the citizens know the time. As Peking was the capital, of course
its drum tower had to be much higher and bigger than those in provincial and county towns, and a big bell tower
had to be built as well to keep it company.\fn{ This was constructed, entirely of brick, in 1272. } So the Emperor issued an
imperial edict and ordered the Minister of Works to build a great bell tower and cast a bell weighing ten tons.
The Minister of Works lost no time in summoning all the best foundry-men from the provinces to Peking, to
discuss how to cast this great bell. When these skilled craftsmen were assembled, they talked the matter over and
the Minister of Works put the best-known of them, Master Deng, in charge of all the rest. First they set up a large
foundry west of the Bell Tower, and the workmen moved in to live there.
Master Deng was a family man with a wife and a lovely daughter, an intelligent girl who could read and write,
and they were very comfortably off. They lived in an alley not far from the foundry, and when he went home in
the evening they would laugh and chat together without a care in the world. Each time Master Deng came home,
his daughter would ask,
“Dad, has the bell been cast yet?”
“It soon will be,” he told her, smiling. “Very soon.”
Time slipped by, and when twenty days had passed the bell was finished—a big cast-iron bell. Master Deng
reported this to the Minister of Works, who immediately informed the Emperor, requesting him to inspect it. He
was sure that after hearing the big bell the Emperor would reward him. The bell was set up and the Emperor
arrived, but at sight of it his face darkened.
“Why not cast a bronze bell?” he demanded, “instead of this ugly black thing!” When the bell was struck, the
Emperor flew into a rage.
“What sound is that?” he roared. “Those cracked notes won’t even carry to my palace, let alone all over the
city!” He penalized the Minister and warned him,
“I give you three months, no more, to cast a ten-ton bronze bell. In fine weather its sound must carry to all four
suburbs, and on windy days to forty li away. If you fail to make it, or botch it, I’ll cut off your head!” Then, with a
swish of his sleeves, he stormed back to the palace.
The Minister of Works was frightened out of his wits. After the Emperor had left he bellowed at Master Deng,
“Why lose face for me like this! I give you two months, no more, to cast the bell the Emperor wants. If you
fail, or botch it, you’ll be the first to lose your head. I won’t spare one of the other workmen either!”
This said, he got into his sedan-chair and left. Master Deng and his mates were livid.
“He never told us he wanted a bronze bell!” one pointed out.
“He gave us iron not bronze!” another said.
They angrily took down the iron bell and left it lying on the ground,\fn{ Where it remained until 1925, when it was
moved to the back of the Bell Tower and set up straight. } then discussed how to cast a bronze one. Master Deng went home
fuming. At the sight of him his daughter asked,
“Haven’t you finished the bell, dad? Why are you angry?”
“Finished it?”
Her father told her what had happened, making the girl angry too. She could only say consolingly,
“Well, you can think out a way to cast a bronze one.”
Master Deng went on going to the foundry every morning and coming home in the evening. For the first six
weeks or so all seemed to be well, but then a change came over him and he kept frowning and sighing.
Questioned by his wife, he said nothing. Questioned by his daughter, he simply said,
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“It’s all right.”
It dawned on the clever girl that her father was anxious because they had not succeeded in casting the bronze
bell. Either molten bronze would not set, or it set in the wrong shape. For some time Master Deng had been off his
food. His worried mates pulled long faces.
“We’re really stumped,” they said. “When the two months are up we’ll be executed!”
When Deng’s daughter knew this she was frantic too. Every single day she worried over her father, trying to
comfort him when he came home and weeping with her mother when he was out. Soon the time would run out.
The intelligent, lovely girl was at her wit’s end.
Finally the deadline for casting the bell was reached. The day before, Master Deng had not gone home, making
his wife and daughter fearfully anxious. So when she got up that morning, the girl told her mother she meant to go
to the foundry.
“How can a girl like you go into the foundry?” her mother objected. When her daughter insisted she agreed.
“All right then. But come straight home to set my mind at rest.”
The girl changed into clean clothes and new embroidered slippers, then went to the foundry. The sun had just
come out as she went in and found her dad and his mates milling round the great smelting cauldron, covered with
sweat. In the sunshine their faces streaked with grime made them seem a horde of demons.
“It’s me, dad!” she called.
Master Deng turned, and at sight of her his heart ached. He asked anxiously,
“What are you doing here?”
“Because you didn’t come home, mum told me to come and ask how you’re getting on with the bell.” Before
Deng could answer, one of the workmen put in,
“The bell, eh! This bronze won’t come right and today is the last day left. At sunset we’ll all be dead men.
Better hurry home, lass.”
Hearing this, and looking at her dad and his mates, her heart bled for them. She thought:
“If dad and all these good uncles are to lose their lives because of a bell, I don’t want to go on living. I’d rather
die first!”
She gritted her teeth and braced herself to dash over to the great cauldron. Splash! She vaulted into it, spattering molten bronze in all directions. When she darted forward the workmen had yelled,
“Look out! Stop her!”
At first Deng had been stupefied. At this cry he charged after her, but too late to stop her. All he managed to
catch hold of was one embroidered slipper. He held it, choking with sobs, for by now his daughter had become a
wisp of blue smoke in the cauldron. Her father broke down, and the workmen all shed tears too, till suddenly one
youngster shouted:
“Stop crying—look! The molten bronze has changed!”
The others crowded round to look and, sure enough, the molten bronze was giving off an extraordinary
radiance. Sure now that they could cast it into a bell, they dried their eyes and set to work, and just as the sun was
sinking in the west the new bronze bell, eight inches thick, was cast. So at last Master Deng and his mates had
finished the task given them by the Emperor.
This new bronze bell was hung in the Bell Tower. Every evening at seven o’clock it is given eighteen swift
strokes, then eighteen slow ones, then eighteen neither swift nor slow, and this sequence is repeated, making a
hundred and eight strokes in all, each tailing off: Xie! Xie! Xie! Mothers hearing that sound say sadly,
“The Bell Goddess is asking for her slipper again.”
10
Long, long ago someone led a river here. As there was a river there ought to be a bridge for the convenience of
passers-by; and so a bridge was built, just when there’s no knowing. The day that the bridge was finished, no one
wanted to be the first to cross over it, for fear that his “bad luck” might clash with the bridge’s “good fortune.” So
all waited on both banks for someone else to take the lead before they would venture across.
They waited till the sun was sinking westward, when in the distance they saw an old graybeard who was
vigorously pushing a wheelbarrow. In the barrow were four liquor vats, two on each side. They watched the old
man push his barrow straight to the bridge where, without any hesitation, he trundled it up to the top.
“What a sturdy old fellow he is!” they commented. “Those four liquor vats must weigh at least four hundred
catties. Most likely he was born under a lucky star.” As the wheelbarrow reached the top of the bridge they
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exclaimed,
“That takes strength!” Just at that moment, though, the barrow tilted to the right, two vats of liquor thudded on
to the railing and plopped into the river.
“Too bad!” they cried. “Fish them out, quick!”
To their surprise Old Graybeard paid no attention, but swiftly pushed his barrow over the bridge and very soon
vanished from sight. Everyone thought: How strange that he paid no attention when two of his vats fell into the
river! One shrewd fellow remarked,
“Maybe he was an immortal. How else could he have pushed that barrow so fast, with a load of two hundred
catties on one side and nothing on the other? You’d have expected him to move one vat over.” As they were
discussing this, all of a sudden they smelt the aroma of liquor rising up from the river.
“Good liquor that!” cried one.
“Why not call this Liquor Immortal Bridge?” suggested another.
“Fine! Fine!”
So that is how the bridge got its name. After that the villagers in the neighborhood could always smell that
aroma. Those who liked to drink took rice bowls from their homes to scoop up some water to taste. Ha! It really
tasted like liquor, slightly diluted. When word of this spread, the bank became a tavern where anyone could drink
without spending a cent. People flocked there.
One day an old man with a black beard arrived, carrying a vat of liquor and some furniture. He set up a booth
on the bank and began to sell liquor. On his booth he put up the sign “Genuine Vintage Spirits.” After that, the
river water tasted less of liquor every day, while the old man with the black beard did better business every day.
The shrewd fellow thought this rather peculiar, and watching the old man carefully he grew even more
suspicious. For Old Blackbeard sold liquor all day long, not closing his booth till dark. How many days would
that vat of liquor last? Why had no one seen him go to replenish his supply? This shrewd fellow told his neighbors
of his suspicions, and everybody started paying attention. In less than three days they discovered the trick Old
Blackbeard was up to.
A village lad patrolled the river bank all night until dawn broke, but saw nothing out of the way. The next day,
though, when the sun was high overhead, Old Blackbeard closed his booth, saying that he felt poorly, and that
made the lad more suspicious. That evening, after an early supper, he squatted in a sorghum field just beside Old
Blackbeard’s booth to lie in wait. By midnight when all around was still, Old Blackbeard came out and standing
on the river bank said to himself:
“What a magnificent moon! If the hare in your Moon Palace drank my vintage spirits, it would have to smack
its lips!”
The lad in the sorghum field knew that Blackbeard wanted to find out if there was anyone about. So he went
on squatting there without a sound. Soon Blackbeard went into his booth, to reappear presently with a liquor vat
and ladle. He walked down to the river, glanced all around, then ladle by ladle filled his vat with water and carried
it back to his booth. Having seen this monkey business with his own eyes, the lad slipped home to think of a way
with his neighbors to settle scores with Blackbeard the next day.
The next day (this was the third day), the sun was just veering south when the villagers of Liquor Immortal
Bridge followed this lad to Blackbeard’s liquor booth. When they got there they found that he was not alone: with
him was Old Graybeard who had pushed the wheelbarrow across the bridge, and another old fellow with a snowwhite beard over two feet long. They were dismantling the booth and packing up. The villagers were staggered.
The lad asked Old Graybeard,
“Aren’t you the Liquor Immortal? A deity? What are you doing here?”
Old Graybeard smiled but said nothing. Old Whitebeard roared with laughter. Pointing at Graybeard he said,
“This one who poured liquor into the river is my son.” Then pointing at Blackbeard he said,
“This one who waters down liquor is my grandson. We’re none of us deities.”
While the villagers were struck dumb with amazement, Old Whitebeard directed his son and grandson to carry
off the liquor vat and furniture, and so they left. Since then the river water of Liquor Immortal Bridge no longer
tastes of liquor; and it is said that no peddlers hereabouts dare water down their liquor, much less pour liquor into
the river, for fear of becoming Old White-beard’s sons and grandsons.
11
After Liu Bowen built Peking in Bitter Sea Waste and Gao Liang raced for water, the city was short of water.
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and north of it was a stretch of arid wasteland. It was hard to get so much as a mouthful of water to drink—this
was a real headache for everyone.
It occurred to them to sink wells, but they had no idea how to do this. They dug troughs, a cross between a
ditch and a well, but when no water welled up they abandoned these. So no matter how many of these troughs
they dug, they never struck water and grew more and more frantic. Some of them wept as they waited for Heaven
to send rain. Each day as soon as it was light, they squatted outside on the ground waiting for rain, but they
couldn’t make it rain just by hoping!
One day, after the cocks had crowed three times, everyone gathered outside, but what could they say? They
had nothing to talk about, they were too depressed.
Just then they saw an old man with a black beard, who was striding towards them from the west, fulminating to
himself. They didn’t know what he was saying and wondered who could have provoked him so early in the
morning. A young chatterbox asked,
“Who’s provoked you, grandad, at your age?” Before Old Blackbeard could answer, an elderly man nudged the
youngster and said with a sigh,
“Here we are all worried to death! Why ask him who has provoked him?” In astonishment Old Blackbeard
inquired,
“Brother, why have you all gathered here to worry together?”
The elderly man smiled at the idea of gathering together to worry. He stood up and answered,
“You’re from far away, elder brother, so you don’t know our problems.” He explained that they had no water to
drink and hadn’t succeeded in sinking wells, ending up,
“How can we help worrying, brother?” Old Blackbeard burst out laughing.
“Don’t stay squatting there, folk,” he said. “Stand up and listen to me.” Everyone sprang up to hear what he
had to say.
“Do you good folk know who provoked me?” he asked.
“No, do tell us,” they said.
“It was my elder brother. For generations our family have lived by sinking wells for other people. We heard
that far, far to the east, over a thousand li from here is a district plagued by drought, so we’re on our way to sink
wells for the people there. Last night we put up in a temple to the west, and I proposed turning in early, so as to
get up early and set off in the cool of the morning. But the Taoist in that temple loves to play chess, and my elder
brother is crazy about chess too; so they played all night, and when I woke this morning they were still hard at it.
So I left in disgust.”
The villagers did not care who had annoyed Old Blackbeard, but they were pleased to hear that he could sink
wells. They begged him to help them, and he agreed readily, saying,
“If I hadn’t been prepared to sink wells for you, I wouldn’t have told you how my brother provoked me. Just
show me these wells you’ve dug, to see why you haven’t struck water.”
The villagers stopped worrying as they led Old Blackbeard to look at all their wells. He told them with a smile,
“There’s underground water everywhere here; you just don’t know how to dig. You have to stick to your guns.
Three more shovels, and these wells of yours will strike water. Fetch me a shovel, quick!”
A youngster who was a good sprinter flew off to fetch a shovel. Old Blackbeard taking it sized up the situation
and dug up two shovelfuls of earth, one on the left side and one on the tight of a dry trough they had abandoned.
The soil turned dark as water seeped into it, a sight to rejoice all eyes. Then the villagers saw Old Blackbeard
stoop to shovel with all his might into the middle. As soon as he shoveled up the soil this third time, water came
spouting out.
“Water! What a great waterspout!” they cried, jumping for joy.
Old Blackbeard had jumped out of the well. Now he stood beside it to watch. Very soon water brimmed up to
the mouth, very soon it flooded out, and very soon a big river was flowing through the plain. The villagers, with
no experience of wells, did not know what was happening. They saw Old Blackbeard stamp in exasperation, saw
him break out in a sweat.
“Confound it!” he swore. “I’ve dug through the sea vent!”
The villagers were staggered. While they were at a loss and Old Blackbeard was frantic, they heard a shout
some distance away to the west:
“A pretty mess you’ve made of things, Number Two!”
They all looked westwards and saw a white-bearded old man with something on his back, who came flying
towards them. When he drew nearer they could see that it was a cauldron he had on his back. Old Whitebeard
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came up to the well. Without a word he glared at Old Blackbeard, then took the cauldron, turned it upside down
and flung it into the well. Strange to say, at once the water stopped gushing out, just leaving the well brimming
with crystal-clear water. Old Whitebeard told the villagers,
“You’ve water to drink now, folk. This well will always brim with water.” He scolded Old Blackbeard,
“Number Two, you’re so hasty, you nearly caused a flood. I told you to wait till I’d finished my game of chess,
but you were too impatient. What if you’d swamped this place?”
“Didn’t you say we’d still over a thousand li to go?” Old Whitebeard told him with a smile,
“I said it was far yet near.”
Then, chatting and laughing together, the two old brothers went off.
12
Emperor Qian Long,\fn{1736-1796.} so they say, wanted to set off his grave by moving the statues from the
Ming Tombs there.\fn{The avenue leading to the Ming tombs from the front archway is lined with the statues of four each of lions,
griffins, camels, elephants, unicorns and horses; and four each of various military officials, civilian officials, and statesmen of noble rank .}
He told his Prime Minister, Hunchback Liu, his plan. Hunchback Liu thought:
“If he moves those statues away, won’t that spoil the Ming Tombs?”
But of course he had to obey the Emperor. He said,
“Good! Good! Quite right, Your Majesty.” So the Emperor sent his Prime Minister to the Ming Tombs to
reconnoiter and figure out how best to move the statues.
After putting up in the state hostel, Hunchback Liu went to have a look at them. The more he looked the more
beautiful he found them, and the more convinced he was that they shouldn’t be moved, but he could think of no
way to keep them there. Like an actor in a play, he proclaimed the imperial edict to the statues:
“Listen and obey, stone figures and stone beasts!” he cried. “An imperial edict gives you three days in which to
move away. Do you agree to this?”
The stone figures said nothing, the stone animals kept still. Hunchback Liu turned to tell his attendants,
“The statues haven’t said a word or moved. That means they are willing.”
His attendants suppressed smiles and expressed agreement. Then he led them back to the hostel That night, at
midnight, the Prime Minister was sitting up racking his brains for a way to keep the statues at the Ming Tombs.
Suddenly he heard a commotion outside, as if many people had come. He opened the door to look. Ha! There
stood the twelve stone figures from the Ming Tombs.
“You should be preparing to move,” he said. “Why come here to disturb me?” The four noble statesmen in
front replied,
“We have come to beg Your Excellency’s help. This has been our home for hundreds of rears, so we really
don’t want to leave. Do let us stay here intact, Your Excellency!”
That word “intact” gave Hunchback Liu an idea. He fumed,
“What insolence I How dare you stone statues flout an imperial edict? So you want to stay here intact and save
your hides? I have no patience with you!”
He sprang up and struck one statesman’s cheek. Why should Hunchback Liu spring up? For one thing, those
statues are taller than real men; for another, the Prime Minister was a hunchback. Besides, when the stone
statesmen heard him say, “:So you want to stay here intact and save your hides,” they had nodded as if they
understood. And when he raised his hand to strike them, instead of dodging they smiled.
In a twinkling the four statesmen’s faces were mutilated or their robes were torn, yet they still looked very
pleased. The four military officials and four civilian officials submitted equally cheerfully to a beating, knowing
there was a reason for it; so none of them hit back. After all twelve statues had been mutilated, the statesmen said,
“Thank you, Your Excellency. Excuse us for disturbing you. We’ll go back now.”
And off they went at the head of the four military officials and four civilian officials, leaving the Prime
Minister there in the hostel. The stone statesmen went up to the stone animals and bellowed at them,
“You twenty-four beasts are still sitting pretty here, disgusting creatures! Draw your swords, commanders, and
slash each of these brutes!”
“Very good!” cried the four military officials.
And, though not knowing the reason, they carried out their orders, wounding all twenty-four stone animals.
The next morning the Prime Minister deliberately told his attendants,
“The Ming Tombs are deserted, yet there was such a row last night that I couldn’t sleep properly.” His
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attendants replied,
“We didn’t hear anything.”
That set Hunchback Liu's mind at rest, since they knew nothing of the trick he had played. He told them,
“Well, let’s go and have another look at those stone figures and stone animals, before going back to report to
the Emperor.” When they reached the statues, Hunchback Liu made a show of inspecting them carefully, one by
one.
“Look!” he exclaimed suddenly. “They’re all mutilated! How can they be used for our Emperor? They aren’t
fit for his use!”
His attendants saw that the stone figures and animals were indeed mutilated. They all agreed,
“Our Emperor can’t use these.”
And afterwards? Hunchback Liu went back to report to the Emperor: The stone figures and stone animals at
the Ming Tombs were all chipped and damaged, not fit to be used. And so those statues remained at the Ming
Tombs.
13
When Mother Dragon had carried her wounded daughter to Black Dragon Lake, she plunged below a rock and
hid there, nursing her daughter. Before long, Dragon Girl’s wound healed. Mother and daughter made their home
under that rock in the lake.
Dragon Girl liked to play about. When she was tired of staying at home she would swim in the lake; when she
was tired of swimming, she told her mother she wanted to take the form of a pretty girl and go ashore to have
some fun. Her mother had misgivings and warned her,
“Don’t wander too far away or stay too long. You don’t know these parts—take care no one pesters you.”
Dragon Girl agreed to this. Every day she went ashore for a romp, and as no harm came of this she gradually
stopped worrying. One day she was picking wild flowers on a hillside when all of a sudden a young man appeared
beside her. Dressed all in white, with a dragon design on his hat, he looked very vicious. Before Dragon Girl
could say anything, he asked,
“Know who I am, little girl?”
Being the granddaughter of the old Dragon King and the daughter of the new Dragon King, she naturally knew
a dragon when she saw one. She told him,
“You are White Dragon.” White Dragon roared with laughter.
“His Royal Highness, mind you! Do you know to whom that lake you live in belongs?”
“How can a lake belong to anyone?”
“It was granted me by the Emperor,” said White Dragon. “That lake’s mine, you can’t live there.”
“I don’t know what you’re talking about,” retorted Dragon Girl, pouting. “It belongs to whoever lives there.”
“You insist on staying put?”
“Yes!”
“All right then,” White Dragon sniggered. “Go and tell your mother you’ll have to live with me and be my
concubine.” Dragon Girl turned livid with anger.
“You brute!” she swore. “Don’t talk nonsense! We’ll stay put, and see what you can do about it!”
Swishing her green jade earrings, she darted back to the lake. White Dragon called after her,
“Hey! Stop, dragon slave girl! Tell your old Mother Dragon that I live in White Dragon Lake to the north. I
give you three days and then, if I get no answer, I’ll take your mother on and we’ll see who wins!” With that he
left.
Dragon Girl went back to the lake and burst into tears. When her mother asked the reason, she described her
whole encounter with White Dragon. Mother Dragon was furious. She told her daughter:
“It’s the fault of your grandad who tried to drown all the people in Peking, and your dad who tried to take
away their water so that they would die of thirst. Now they’ll never see the light of day again—that serves them
right! That’s left just the two of us, and this vicious dragon cub wants to bully us. Well, I’ll fight him to the
finish!”
“Can you beat him, mum?” asked Dragon Girl.
“I doubt it,” said Mother Dragon. “For one thing, he’s on home ground here. For another, he has people to
supply him with food. But I’m not afraid of him.”
It was true that White Dragon had people to give him food. Knowing that Mother Dragon and Dragon Girl
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would not do as he wanted, he turned himself into a warrior dressed all in white and went into the village. He
announced to the villagers,
“I am the Dragon King.” Then he pointed at Dragon King Temple on the bank of White Dragon Lake.
“That’s where I live. Three days from now I shall have a trial of strength with a savage dragon in Black
Dragon Lake. You’ll see two water-spouts in the air, one black, one white, and the white one will be me. If you
see the white water-spout dwindle, lose no time in throwing steamed buns into White Dragon Lake. Once I’ve
won the fight I’ll see to it that you have good weather for your crops. If I lose, don’t blame me if you all get
drowned in a flood!”
For fear, the villagers had to agree to this.
To go back to Mother Dragon. She knew that White Dragon would frighten the villagers into supplying him
with food. What about her? She called together all the fish, large and small, in Black Dragon Lake.
“I meant to settle down here as your neighbor,” she told them. “But now that odious dragon in White Dragon
Lake has challenged me to a battle. I have no provisions for fighting—what’s to be done? I shall have to feed up
for this battle on you, my friends. If I win, of course I shall bring you back to life. If I lose, my daughter will do
it.”
In face of a dragon, the fish dared raise no objection. And now Mother Dragon took the form of a great black
dragon scores of feet long and, opening her huge jaws, swallowed up the fish, large and small, one after the other.
On the third day there came a tremendous clap of thunder out of the blue, and a bright white waterspout flew
up from White Dragon Lake. It shot to Black Dragon Lake, but before it reached there a jet-black waterspout flew
up from that lake. The two waterspouts grappled together in mid air for three days and three nights. Several times
the white spout dwindled, probably because of exhaustion, but then it soared up again, probably because steamed
buns had been given to it. However, the black water-spout never dwindled.
In the third evening, with a thunderous splash, both water-spouts subsided into the lake, leaving two dead
dragons on the hillside; for White Dragon and Mother Dragon, their strength spent, had died of exhaustion
together.
Dragon Girl was heart-broken after her mother’s death, and remembered her promise to the fish to restore them
all, big and small, to life. With a stamp of one foot she hurtled against the rock in the lake, smashing herself into
smithereens which scattered in the water and changed into remarkable little fish. These fish have wide tails, long
dorsal and pelvic fins and four little pectoral fins. Something special about them is that in the sunlight they
shimmer like a rainbow, and people say these colors come from Dragon Girl’s embroidered gown. They have two
small jade-green gills, said to be Dragon Girl’s green jade earrings. They usually hide under the rock in the lake,
as Dragon Girl was told to by Mother Dragon, not venturing up to the surface. They can strike their heads against
stones. If kept in a fish tub with pebbles on the bottom, they may knock into the pebbles and set them clinking,
and then people say Dragon Girl is thinking of her mother. These fish are known as Bu fish.
After the death of White Dragon, Mother Dragon and Dragon Girl there were no more dragons here. Only the
two lakes are left, one called White Dragon Lake, the other Black Dragon Lake.
14
In a village separated from this by one hill then another, one stream then another, lived a wealthy landlord who
had an only daughter. Of course she was her parents’ darling. What name did they give her? She had no name, but
they called her Darling. When she was one or two, she was so sweet that her father and mother loved her even
more dearly and called her “our precious Darling.” When she was five or six, Darling’s cheeks were as red as
apples and she was even more adorable; but unluckily, the year that she was six, her mother who had doted on her
died.
Being motherless was bad enough, but what upset Darling most was that her father married again, and her
stepmother was a terror! After three years this stepmother gave birth to a daughter too, whom they called Pet—of
course a child with a mother is bound to be petted. Darling loved her little sister, but her stepmother seeing this
said,
“Don’t put on that act in front of me. My Pet doesn’t want you to love her.”
At mealtimes, Darling was afraid to take second helpings of rice or side-dishes, but urged her little sister to eat
more. Then her stepmother scolded,
“You hateful brat, do you want to stuff Pet to death?”
Whatever Darling did, her stepmother found fault. And her father called her stupid, making her very wretched.
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Worse still, he stopped loving her. When Darling was twelve, her stepmother and father told her,
“You’re too big to be idling at home, not earning your keep. Go out and herd the cattle with the cowherd.”
Nobody knows his name. All that's known is that his dad owed the landlord money, and when he couldn’t pay
up the landlord was angry, so he took his little son in lieu of payment, and from the age of seven the boy herded
their cows. Over the years there’s no knowing how often the landlord beat him or made him go hungry. Darling
pitied the cowherd and often smuggled him some left-over food; and he pitied Darling too, and often picked wild
flowers for her to play with. Herding the cattle together they became good friends, and the cowherd plaited
wreaths of flowers for Darling while she patched his clothes for him—they were very fond of each other.
There was nothing wrong with that, but it annoyed Darling’s stepmother. One day she told her husband,
“The cowherd’s already fourteen. Don’t let him play with Darling.”
“Why, have you seen them misbehaving?” the landlord asked in dismay.
The stepmother pretended to be reluctant to speak out. She faltered,
“Well, no, actually I haven’t. But if we wait till people see them, won’t it look bad?”
The landlord suspected the worst of everyone—how else could he have made such pots of money? A few days
later the cowherd disappeared, sold to another rich landlord far away. Darling naturally missed him. As time went
by she learned that her father had sold him to a family far, far away. She thought;
“My stepmother doesn’t love me, and neither does dad. They have my little sister to keep them from feeling
bored; so I may as well leave. No matter how many hills and streams lie between, I must find that unlucky
cowherd.”
One night she slipped out of the back gate and ran away. She crossed one hill then another, one stream then
another, walking ten whole days and eight nights without seeing a sign of the cowherd. Finally she reached this
Hill of Ten Thousand Flowers of ours. She was too hungry, too tired, to go any farther; so she sat down on the
altar to rest her feet and, all of a sudden, changed into an immortal.\fn{ When the local people discovered her transformation, it caused a great stir and they set to work to refurbish the temple for her. To please the goddess, one family vowed to plant a flower on
the hillside; others vowed to plant ten flowers or a hundred flowers; and so as time went by this became known as the Hill of Ten Thousand
Flowers, and she as the Flower Goddess.}

15
Once upon a time, long, long ago, in a village not far from the Terrace Where Swallows Muster,\fn{ An earthernthere lived a rich old landlord. How much
land did he own? No one knows. All we know is that he had a large estate and an only daughter, Ruby, a pretty,
intelligent child. The old landlord and his old wife doted on her: she was really the apple of their eye.
Ruby had never learned to read, for how many girls in those days were able to study? Like other children of
her age she liked to play and enjoyed picking wild flowers, plaiting little flower baskets, catching dragonflies or
crickets. What made her happiest of all was that she had a friend, Little Swallow.
The son of Old Yu in the east end of the village, he was a bright, handy boy; and he too was the apple of his
parents’ eye. Old Yu was poor. He and his wife had only two mu of land to till, enough to feed them, not enough
to clothe them; so every day Little Swallow gathered firewood or dug up herbs to help his dad and mum to make
ends meet.
In the fields, Ruby met Little Swallow out digging up herbs. They were seven or eight then, so they quickly
became the best of friends. She helped him look for herbs, and was so clever that she knew which could be eaten
fresh, which dried to be eaten in winter. Little Swallow also helped her pick wild flowers and make flower
baskets, but Ruby always said,
“Brother Swallow, let me help you find herbs instead to eat.”
They were most attached to each other. But when the old landlord discovered this he was displeased.
“You must stop playing with that pauper’s brat, Ruby,” he said. “We don’t want his poverty to rub off on you.”
Ruby had no idea what he meant, and went on playing as before with Little Swallow. The years passed till both
children were twelve or thirteen. After playing together for five or six years they were closer friends than ever.
The old landlord refused to put up with this. He told his wife:
“Our Ruby’s a big girl now. She mustn’t fool about with the son of that beggarly Yu.”
“Quite right!” agreed his wife. “After all, our daughter’s a young lady. No young lady of her age should gad
about outside. From now on we'll keep her indoors.”
So Ruby became a young lady forbidden to leave the house. Still Brother Swallow was always in her thoughts,
ware terrace over twenty feet high, southeast of the town of Caiyu in Daxing County. }
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and he missed her all the time too. Sometimes she climbed up the rockery in their garden to watch him pass
outside the wall; and then she would call out affectionately to him. But the time was always too short, and besides
there was that hateful wall between them.
During the next two years Ruby learned embroidery. Strange to say, the flowers she embroidered were never as
lifelike as the swallows she loved to embroider. Each time she embroidered a swallow she tossed it over the wall
to Brother Swallow, making him very happy. She had given him ninety-nine embroidered swallows, and this day
she had just finished the hundredth one. When she examined it, why, it looked more spirited than the other ninetynine. She said to herself,
“This time Brother Swallow is going to be extra pleased. If only this swallow could fly and sing!” As she said
this, she heard a cheep, and the embroidered swallow flew out of the window crying,
“Brother Swallow! Quick, hide yourself!”
Ruby was stunned. She wondered:
“How can an embroidered swallow fly? Why should it want Brother Swallow to hide?”
She couldn’t guess the reason. And that swallow, after flying out of her window, flew straight to the eaves of
Old Yu’s cottage, still crying,
“Brother Swallow! Quick, hide yourself!”
This stunned Old Yu and his son. They couldn’t guess either why the swallow was calling out this warning.
That same evening the blow came. Ruby’s father had seen her give her friend all those embroidered swallows,
and he thought it a disgrace to their family. Not wanting the news to get out, he sold a hundred mu of good land to
bribe the magistrate to have Swallow sent far, far away. That magistrate had no principles at all. Having accepted
the bribe he did as the landlord wanted and, having no conscience, sent men to Yu’s cottage to arrest young
Swallow. Regardless of the facts of the case, he found Swallow guilty of “being in league with bandits,” and
banished him to Hainan Island in the south. Old Yu and his wife knew their son was innocent, and Swallow knew
this was unjust, but in those days the poor had nowhere to turn when they were wronged.
After Ruby’s hundredth embroidered swallow flew off, she was on tenterhooks, wondering what was happening to Brother Swallow. Every day she climbed up the rockery, but she never saw him go past and felt filled with
foreboding. One day she was going to pay her respects to her parents when, outside the window, she heard her
father say,
“Now the Yu family’s young bastard has been banished to Hainan Island, he can never come back.”
“We must hurry up and arrange a marriage for Ruby,” her mother said, “before there’s any more trouble.”
When Ruby heard that, her ears buzzed. This was like a bolt from the blue. Instead of going in to see her
parents she went back to her room. She knew Brother Swallow couldn’t be guilty of any crime, this was all her
parents’ doing; but she had no way to rescue him. She fell ill and kept to her bed. The landlord jeered,
“Serves her right.”
His wife called in doctors to examine her, but they informed her that Ruby was not ill. Her mother was rather
upset, while her father simply laughed.
After Ruby fell ill she still longed for Brother Swallow’s return. From spring till autumn she longed, but there
was no word of his coming back. Then one day a swallow alighted under the eaves, crying,
“Brother Swallow’s dead and gone! Brother Swallow's dead and gone!”
The bird cried most plaintively, as if shedding tears. In a panic Ruby asked,
“Little swallow, is my Brother Swallow dead?”
“Dead and gone, dead and gone!” repeated the swallow.
“If he’s really dead,” said Ruby, “please circle our eaves three times.”
The swallow flew round in three circles. Then Ruby fainted and the bird flew away. Ruby wept and cried,
shedding tears of blood, and that same night she died. When the landlord and his wife knew this, of course they
quarreled. The landlord said,
“Serves Ruby right.”
Where did they bury her? They dug her grave south of the village, and as time went by the grave-mound
became over twenty feet high. On that earthen terrace grows a strange kind of grass called Swallow Grass. The
juice squeezed out of its blades is a red dye with which women can dye cotton red or rouge their lips; so it is also
called Rouge Grass. It grew out of Swallows’ blood. Every autumn, before flying off to Hainan Island, the
swallows first assemble on Ruby’s grave and there they sing for two days, asking her if she wants any message
taken to Brother Swallow.
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Many years ago, an old fellow named Wang Laoshi lived there\fn{ Near the hill whose name is the title of this story—
now known as Longevity Hill, and part of the complex known as the Summer Palace. } and worked as a hired hand for a rich
landlord. He was so honest that the villagers all called him Honest Wang. Honest Wang lived northwest of Urn
Hill, but worked southeast of it. Every day he crossed Green Dragon Bridge to make his way south of the hill and
north of the lake to the landlord's estate. He had done this every day since his twenties, year in year out for more
than thirty years, working steadily for the landlord all that time.
This year Honest Wang would be sixty. He thought to himself:
“I’ve worked all my life but have nothing to show for it, no money and not a single son or daughter. For thirty
years and more I’ve walked past this hill; I should leave something on it to be remembered by.”
He decided that on his birthday he would plant a pine on the hill. Some days later it was Honest Wang’s
birthday, and with a chortle he told his wife,
“We’re poor with no son, no daughter and no money. I’m going to plant an evergreen pine on the hill, so that
folk will have something to remember us by. That’s how Honest Wang will celebrate his sixtieth birthday!” His
wife gave a humph then said,
“There’s something in that—it’ll be a poor man’s treat.”
Honest Wang shouldered a shovel and tucked under one arm the pine sapling he had ready, then off he strode
over Green Dragon Bridge to the southeast foot of the hill, where he often stopped to rest. Having put down the
sapling, he found a place where there were no rocks to plant it, then shoveled down over a root till he suddenly
heard a clank.
“Confound it,” he thought. “I’ve struck rock. How can I plant a tree here?”
After shoveling out more earth he took a look and saw a slab of stone covering a porcelain urn. When he
removed the stone, he saw to his amazement that this urn was a treasure-trove, full of gold, silver and jewels. He
took them out and spread them all over the ground. Honest Wang thought uneasily:
“What use are all these precious stones to me? They might land me in big trouble!”
He decided not to take the urn away, but put back the precious stones one by one, covered the urn with the
stone and buried it again. The pine sapling he planted to the east of the urn. With a smile he said to it,
“Hurry up and grow, little sapling. When you’re a big tree, folk will come and rest in your shade.”
Then he shouldered his shovel and left. Once home, Honest Wang described to his wife how he had dug up an
urn full of precious stones and then buried it again.
“You did right,” said his wife. “What use would such things be to the likes of us? They’d be bound to land us
in trouble. You did quite right.” Then both of them laughed, and that was how Honest Wang celebrated his sixtieth
birthday.
Honest Wang still went every day to work for the rich landlord, and each time he passed in front of Urn Hill he
watered the pine sapling. It grew so green and verdant that the sight of it warmed his heart. And as time went by
he forgot about the urn full of precious stones.
One day when the hired hands and casual labourers had knocked off at noon, the landlord came to the
threshing-ground wearing a straw hat to keep off the sun to see if they were sleeping or not. He was pleased to
find them seated beneath a tree chatting, because that meant they would not oversleep and go back late to the
fields. As he came over to exchange a few words with them, one of the casual laborers spotted a pearl on his hat.
“That’s quite a size, that pearl on your hat, boss,” he said. The landlord curled his lip.
“You louts can’t have seen one this size before,” he boasted. “This is a very precious jewel.”
The others agreed they had never 5een such a large pearl. Only Honest Wang burst out laughing.
“I have!” he said. “I’ve seen plenty bigger than this.”
The other men asked Honest Wang where he had seen them and he described how he had dug up an urn full of
precious stones, then buried it in the same place in the ground. They called him a fool for letting slip such a
chance to make a fortune. The landlord rolled his eyes, cleared his throat and said with a scowl,
“Mind what you say! That’s the treasure buried by my ancestors to keep control of the hill. Since it has been
found, we can’t leave it buried there. Come along with me to dig it up.”
The hired hands and casual laborers knew that the landlord was lying, but they had to go with him as, being
rich, he had the upper hand. Honest Wang led the way, and the rest took picks, shovels, rope and a carrying pole,
while the landlord kept an eagle eye on them as they hurried to Urn Hill. There Honest Wang pointed out where
the urn was buried.
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“Be careful how you dig,” the landlord ordered. “Can’t have you damaging my family urn. And when you’ve
dug it up put it on the ground. I want to open my family treasure myself.”
Not daring to object, they shoveled down a foot at more to the stone slab, at the sight of which the landlord
beamed. Then digging around it they dug up a big porcelain urn more than three feet high, which they stood on
the ground. The landlord gloated over this beautiful celadon urn.
“See there, you lot,” he said. “This is the “treasure to keep down the hill” buried here by my ancestors. Wait till
I open it—it’ll be an eye-opener for you.”
With a great show of reverence the landlord stepped forward to remove the stone cover. The inside of the urn
was too dark for him to see anything there, so he groped in it with his hand, and felt something soft and
squirming. As soon as he withdrew his hand, out slithered some great snakes which coiled tightly around him.
Then out flew a horde of scorpions and centipedes, which bit and stung him so that before he could utter a sound
he was stung to death.
Then what did everyone do? Well, they carried him back, and his son mourned for him. As the landlord’s death
was due to his own greed, no one else could be blamed for it.
What about those snakes, scorpions and centipedes? They had slithered or scuttled away.
The next time Honest Wang passed the foot of Urn Hill, the pine sapling was still a verdant green and the big
porcelain urn was still standing on the ground. Honest Wang said with a sigh,
“Let’s leave you here, empty urn, to ‘keep down the hill.’”
So he buried the urn again in the same place, then went home. That is how this hill came to be called Urn Hill.
17
Long, long ago two dragons, husband and wife, lived in Bitter Sea Waste. Having no desire to destroy Peking,
after the city wall was built they turned into an old man and an old woman and, lying low, led a quiet life. After
the completion of the city wall, the remarkable thing was that a violent northwest wind used to blow for three or
four days without any letup, and this happened over and over again, each time smothering Peking in inches of
dust. This worried the old man and his wife. They said,
“If this wind keeps up, Peking will be buried in dust.” The old woman said,
“I suspect some monkey business.”
“So do I,” agreed the old man. “But I can’t put my finger on it.:”
The two of them brooded over this for some days, but could not think what to do. How about that wind? It
really was extraordinarily violent.
One day an old man was riding a long-eared donkey to Qian Men when suddenly this northwest wind sprang
up and whirled the donkey sky-high. It pricked up its ears in fright, and the old man riding it shut his eyes; but
presently the wind died down, the donkey landed on the ground, and the old man opened his eyes. Why, they were
outside Cong Wen Men—they’d flown three or four li through the air!
Another day, an acolyte in Imperial Aunt’s Temple in the western hills was playing in front of the temple when
this great wind sprang up and whirled him sky-high. He was so terrified, he buried his head in his arms and shut
his eyes, his heart going pit-a-pat. He thought:
“I’ll be smashed to death for sure!”
But presently the wind died down and he landed on the ground. When he opened his eyes he found himself in
Peking—he had flown thirty to forty li through the air! There was really something uncanny about that wind.
Hearing of the strange way the donkey, its rider and the acolyte had been whirled through the air, the two
dragons, now an old man and his wife, felt even more disturbed. One day the old man suggested,
“Let’s go for a stroll and see if we can’t get to the bottom of this.” His wife agreed,
“Exactly what I was thinking. Just sitting at home we can’t find out who’s up to this monkey business.”
So they went out, Which way did they go? The wind blew from the northwest, didn’t it? So they made their
way northwest. Wherever they went, they saw only people buying or selling things or carrying loads, quite
ordinary people, discussing ordinary affairs and going about their ordinary business. They saw nobody and
nothing at all suspicious. They went on northwards till they came to the northwest part of the wall. The old
woman grumbled,
“You don’t use your head, just go where your feet carry you, and here we’ve reached the wall without finding a
thing. We’d better have a look outside.” The old man chuckled,
“Don’t worry. If we turn east we can go out of the north gate.”
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They went eastward skirting the wall, and saw a strange sight. They saw two people seated at the foot of the
wall: an old woman in her fifties, and a boy of fifteen or sixteen. Both wore dun-colored clothes, and their clothes
and faces were covered with dust—they were an obnoxious sight. And what do you think they were holding?
Each had a dun-colored sack. The old woman was stuffing hers with sand, the boy his with cotton-wool. They
were talking together, but all that the dragons could hear was,
“We’ll bury their Peking in dust—just see if we don’t!”
The old man and his wife, the two dragons, looked at each other, and the old woman nodded. They knew that
the woman in her fifties must be a wind witch, the boy must be a cloud spreader. And here they were plotting to
bury Peking in sand!
Just then Wind Witch and Cloud Boy raised their heads and saw them. At once they sprang to their feet.
“Time to go home, grandson,” said Wind Witch. “We don’t want your mum to start worrying.”
Old Man Dragon knew that they meant to run away. He sprang up to Wind Witch, and his wife barred Cloud
Boy’s way. The old man wagged his finger at Wind Witch and bellowed,
“What are you up to? Why should you bury Peking and all the people living here in sand?” Wind Witch
snickered,
“How dare you question our great scheme, old fellow? If they could build Peking to get in our way, then we
can bury their city1” The old man roared with laughter.
“Don’t you dare do such a wicked thing, old crone!” he cried. “Hurry up and give me that ragged sandbag of
yours.” Then he pointed at Cloud Boy.
“And you leave your sack of mouldy cotton-wool here. You’re too young to be learning bad ways.”
Before Wind Witch could answer, Cloud Boy made haste to empty his sack. As black clouds billowed out of it
he yelled,
“Let out your wind and sand, grandma, quick!”
The old man and his wife, the two dragons, opened their mouths together and sucked those turbid black clouds
into their bellies. All this happened in a flash. And just as the black clouds were swallowed up, Wind Witch loosed
swirling sand to choke the old man and his wife.
Atishoo! Atishoo! They both sneezed. Fine! With those sneezes of theirs out gushed four jets of clear water
which swept towards Wind Witch and Cloud Boy. With a howl of dismay Wind Witch caught hold of Cloud Boy
and flew up into the air. The old man and his wife changed back into dragons and chased the two of them north.
After that there were fewer sandstorms in Peking, and everybody said that was because Old Dragon and his
wife had chased Wind Witch and Cloud Boy away.
As those monsters were afraid of these two dragons, people decided to make an iron screen wall with a dragon
on each side, so that Wind Witch and Cloud Boy would never dare come back. That is how this handsome Iron
Screen Wall was made.
Some years later the north side of the city wall was torn down, and Peking was extended southwards. What had
been the north part of the city lay waste again, and once more the people of Peking were plagued by sand- storms.
They were desperate but could think of no way out. An old man, wise in the ways of the world, suggested,
“This must be because Iron Screen Wall is too far from the city for Old Dragon and his wife to control Wind
Witch and Cloud Boy. We must find some way to cope.”
Those who knew the story of Iron Screen Wall agreed with the old man, but didn’t know what to do. Then a
clever fellow stepped forward.
“Don’t worry,” he told them. “I have an idea.”
What was his bright idea? To move Iron Screen Wall back into the city. Everyone thought that a really clever
idea, and so they moved the screen wall to the Fruit Market inside De Sheng Men, setting it up in front of a
temple there. Later that street was called Iron Screen Wall Alley.
18
Before the Temple of Heaven was built or this district incorporated into the city, there was a stretch of open
country here where peasants scraped a living from the soil. One family here was called Zhang. The father bad
died over two years before leaving his old wife with no son but only a daughter of sixteen or seventeen. With no
man in the house and no money, they lived from hand to mouth.
The old mother, missing her husband and worried because they had no one to till the land, fell into a decline
and her illness went from bad to worse day by day. This made her very worried, her daughter even more so. They
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consulted doctors, who prescribed all kinds of medicine, but none did her any good. Just after the harvest that
autumn, the daughter decided to go to the northern hills to find some efficacious herbs, because when she was a
child her parents had told her that deep in the northern hills grew plenty of magic herbs which would cure any
illness, no matter how serious. So now she told her mother that she was going to the northern hills. Her mother
said anxiously,
“How can a girl like you go all that way!”
“Don’t worry, mum,” said her daughter. “I’ll be very careful.” She asked an old woman who lived next door to
look after her mother for her; then taking some food for the journey she set out to the northern hills to find magic
herbs.
Once out of the gate Little Zhang had no idea which way to go. She decided: The northern hills must be to the
north, so I’ll head in that direction. After walking for a whole day, she saw some hills. She went on for another
three days, but still she hadn’t reached the northern hills, although they looked closer and closer. One day she
came to a pass. She was wondering whether to go through it or not when she saw a white-bearded old man come
out of it. He asked her with a smile,
“What brings you deep into the hills all on your own, lass?”
She told him she had come to look for herbs to cure her mother’s illness. Then she asked,
“Are there magic herbs in these hills, grandad?”
“Yes, there are.”
“How can I find them, grandad?” With a smile White beard pointed towards the hills,
“Climb these hills, lass, take seven turns to the left and eight turns to the right; when you’re hungry eat pine
kernels, when you’re thirsty drink spring water bright; and when you see heaven on earth you’ll find magic herbs
all right,”
He reeled this off like a jingle, and she found the directions clear except for that bit about heaven on earth; but
before she could ask him to explain, the old man was already some distance from the pass. Then Little Zhang
climbed the hill, took seven turns to the left and eight to the right, picked up some big pine kernels to stay her
hunger, lapped up some bright spring water to quench her thirst, and when she was tired slept in a hollow in the
hillside. On awaking she went on climbing.
How many days it took her I forget, but one day she reached the summit of a hill. There was a pool there of
translucent water reflecting all the wisps of cloud in the sky. She was staring blankly at it when she heard girls’
voices behind her. Looking round she saw two young girls approaching her, one in a snow-white costume, the
other in yellow silk embroidered with white plum-blossom. They were both quite ravishing. As they drew near,
the girl in white asked with a smile,
“What are you staring at, big sister? Don’t you recognize this ‘heaven on earth’ of ours?”
At this mention of “heaven on earth” Little Zhang was delighted. She asked,
“Do you sisters have any magic medicine? Do give me some to save my mother’s life!” The girl in yellow
said,
“You don’t need to explain, big sister. Grandad Whitebeard has told us all about it. I’ve a bag here of potent
medicine. When you go home and brew it, it will set your mother right.”
With that she handed her a little bag. The girl in white said,
“In this bag of mine are some seeds of the herb. Once your mother’s better, you can sow them, and when
they’ve grown they’ll cure other women who have the same illness.” The girl in yellow urged her,
“Go home quickly, big sister. We won’t see you off. Just remember White Sister’s advice!”
Having thanked them from the bottom of her heart, Little Zhang started downhill. After a little way she turned
her head, wanting to have a last look at these, two kind girls, but there was no sign of them. All she saw was a
white cockatoo and a fallow-deer, flying and racing west from “heaven on earth.”
Strange to say, it had taken Little Zhang seven days and eight nights to reach the hill, yet she returned home in
no time. There she brewed the medicine and gave it to her mother, who in a few days recovered, to the great
delight of her daughter and their neighbors. Then Little Zhang scattered the seeds all around their house, and in
spring they sprouted green and lush, in summer they flowered, and in autumn they seeded, increasing from year to
year. Women who fell ill could be cured by brewing medicine the way Little Zhang prescribed. What did they call
this herb? Everyone said,
“Good-hearted Little Zhang found this efficacious herb to cure her mother, so let’s call it motherwort.” And so
the name motherwort was handed down.
Some years after that, Peking became an imperial city, and one Emperor decided to pray to Heaven for
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protection and to build a Temple of Heaven in this place where motherwort grew. When the Temple of Heaven
was finished, its courtyards were still overgrown with motherwort. The Emperor fumed,
“We can’t have all these weeds in my Temple of Heaven. Uproot them all, quick!”
It so happened that the mother and the wife of one of his ministers were just taking the medicine made from
motherwort. So he told the Emperor,
“Your Majesty, these aren’t weeds, they’re a vegetable called dragon-beard. Aren’t you a dragon, your
Majesty? If you have them all uprooted, your imperial beard won’t grow.”
As the Emperor wanted to grow a beard, he left the motherwort in the Temple of Heaven. Since then it’s young
shoots have been called dragon-beards.
19
Over 1,360 years ago, at the end of the Sui Dynasty, the empire was in such a turmoil that the monk Lushi who
lived south of the Changjiang River\fn{ Now the Yangzi.} decided it was impossible to stay there; he would rather
roam the country. But where should he go? No one else knew of a good place, and he had no idea either. He
thought:
“I’ll take a small boat to the north. When it’s taken me several thousand li and can’t go any farther, I shall stop
there.”
He went to the river bank to hire a boat. Asked where he wanted to go, he told the boatmen his plan. The
boatmen laughed and said,
“North of the Yangzi is land; north of that is the Yellow River; and north of the Yellow River is more land.
How can our boats take you there?”
Lushi did not lose heart, but walked along the bank every day making inquiries. One day he came to a small
inlet and saw a little boat hidden among the rushes, with only two youngsters aboard, their hair combed into tufts,
each wearing a suit of blue cotton. The elder seemed less than twenty, the younger only fifteen or sixteen. Lushi
asked,
“Do you take passengers?”
“We do,” said the elder. “Where do you want to go, holy father?” Lushi told them his idea, whereupon the two
brothers looked at each other and smiled.
“We’ll gladly take you,” they told him.
“What are your names?” asked Lushi. The elder said,
“As we like to wear blue, I’m called Big Blue and my brother Little Blue. We have no home, so we live here in
the river.”
When they had agreed upon the fare, Lushi stepped aboard and Big Blue and Little Blue manned the oars, one
on each side. And so they set off north. How they left the Yangzi I have no idea, nor how they reached the Yellow
River and left it again. On and on they went north-north-west. Lushi asked no questions about this course, and
neither brother offered an explanation. In less than two days they reached a great ravine with ranges of hills to its
west, a precipice to the east and a dead end to the north—to the south was the way they had come. The boat could
go no farther. Lushi said,
“Set me ashore at the foot of that eastern precipice.”
But the precipice was too high for him to climb up from the ravine. Before he could say another word, the
water in the ravine rose suddenly, carrying the boat up with it till they were level with the top of the cliff. Then the
three of them stepped ashore. At once the water subsided, the boat sinking down with it. Lushi did not ask how
the water had risen or subsided, neither did Big Blue or Little Blue explain this.
When they questioned the local people, Lushi was staggered: These were the western hills west of Bitter
Waste, two or three thousand Ii from their starting-point! And they had come all that way in only two days. But
again he asked no questions, and the brothers offered him no explanation. Big Blue and Little Blue said,
“Holy father, our boat has been wrecked, so we can’t go back south of the Yangzi. We’d like to become your
disciples.” Lushi told them,
“I didn’t want to stay in the south for fear of the turmoil of fighting; but you were born and raised there, why
don’t you want to go back?” Big Blue answered,
“Our home there is under the River Master’s control, and he ordered us to use our boat to drown people. When
we refused to do this, he threatened to kill us. That’s why we came here to take refuge with you.”
Lushi did not ask who their River Master was, and neither did Big Blue or Little Blue tell him. So he accepted

32

the brothers as his disciples.
Below the cliff he hollowed out Lushi Cave, where he lived with his two disciples. They got up early each
morning to sweep the floor, cut firewood and prepare meals for their master. The rest of the time they bathed in
the deep lake down below while Lushi devoted himself to chanting the scriptures, not asking what they were up
to, and Big Blue and Little Blue never told him either.
Day after day went by. One year then another passed. The third year there was a bad drought. The fiery sun
scorched the earth and shriveled the leaves on the trees, making everyone very anxious, Lushi too. He sat at the
mouth of his cave beating a wooden fish to pray for rain. Then along came Big Blue and Little Blue, laughing and
chatting as they brought a bucket of water up from down below. Lushi snapped at them in annoyance,
“What are you laughing at? Such a bad drought, yet the two of you are still grinning!” Big Blue said with a
smile,
“Never mind the drought. We can make rain!”
With that he raised the bucket and flung the water up into the air. That dazzling sheet of water, blown by a cool
breeze, changed into a black cloud, and Big Blue and Little Blue bounded straight into it.
“Mercy!” shouted Lushi.
For instead of Big Blue and Little Blue he saw two blue dragons with bared fangs and outstretched claws shoot
into the cloud and vanish. Then it poured with rain for three whole days and nights. On the third day Big Blue and
Little Blue came back, but instead of returning to Lushi Cave they hid themselves in the deep lake, never to
appear again.
Later, in which year there’s no knowing, people said:
“If Lushi was able to have blue dragons as his disciples, he must be the founder of his Mimo sect.”
So they called that cliff Mimo Precipice. And whenever there was a drought, the peasants who depended on the
weather would come to beg Big Blue and Little Blue to make rain. But according to the old folk, the very old folk,
the dragons never granted their request. So Mimo Precipice became one of the Eight Great Sights of the western
hills.
20
It is said that before this temple was built,\fn{ The Temple of Compassion and Wisdom near Fu Cheng Men; it contains a
peephole in its back door which is so constructed as to reflect the image of those standing outside—indeed, of the trees in the back
courtyard—as if they were upside down, and of people traveling west as if they traveling east, and vice versa.} to its north was a place
called Hall of Tranquil Bliss or Palace Attendants’ Slope, a graveyard for palace attendants. Palace attendants
were, of course, ladies-in-waiting. In the old days emperors had the whole empire ransacked for pretty girls to be
sent to the palace to wait on the “Son of Heaven.” This was described euphemistically as “the selection of
exemplary maidens.”
Once in the palace they were never allowed out again, never able to see their families again, so what girl
wanted to be shut up in the palace? What girl didn’t long to go and visit her parents? But there was nothing they
could do about it.
As time went by some girls fell ill, some died and were buried in Palace Attendants’ Slope. So many died that
it dawned on one Emperor:
“These ladies-in-waiting don’t like living in the palace. I must find some way to make them realize their
inferiority and their unlucky fate, so that they will be happy to serve as attendants.”
He told his Prime Minister in confidence what was on his mind, and ordered him to find some way to solve
this problem. The Prime Minister later hit on a solution and had this temple built south of Palace Attendants’
Slope. The small hole in the temple’s back door was said to have been made by an immortal to reveal people’s
“fate.”
After that, when a lady-in-waiting died, the Empress would put on a show of grief and tell the others,
“Too bad! Such a good girl she was, but she wasn’t born lucky enough to wait on the Emperor. You were all as
close as sisters, so I’ll give you a day off to see her to her grave, though, mind you, this is against the rules of our
imperial household.”
After being shut up in the palace for so many years, of course all the ladies-in-waiting longed for an outing.
After an old maid had taken them to see the dead lady buried in Palace Attendants’ Slope, she told them,
“Now you can amuse yourselves.” Pointing to the temple to the south she said,
“When you’ve had your fun, we’ll go and drink tea in that temple.”
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Those ladies-in-waiting who for years had never seen the countryside, never seen wild flowers or the western
hills, really felt at home there and feasted their eyes on everything around. After enjoying themselves like this for
a while they went in to look at the temple and have some tea.
“I forgot,” the old maid in charge told them. “There’s a relic here of an immortal. Why not have a look at that.”
“We’d like to see it,” said the ladies-in-waiting.
The old maid divided them into two groups, one to stay in the hall, one to go outside. Those in the hall
exclaimed,
“How is it they’re all upside down? And though they’re walking west they all seem to be going east.”
The old maid smiled but said nothing until they had finished watching. Then with a stern look she told them
solemnly,
“You saw that. You’re all of you ill-fated, inferior creatures, that’s why your reflections are upside down. So
accept your fate and see to it that you serve the Emperor faithfully.”
The ladies-in-waiting didn’t know what “fate” meant. They let the old maid lead them all back to the palace.
After that, the Emperor went on abducting the common people’s daughters every year, and every year some of
them died broken-hearted because they were so badly treated. When finally no more ladies-in-waiting were buried
in Palace Attendants’ Slope, this temple really became a historical relic.
21
Kindly Old Lu Ban, on a visit to Peking, was very put out to find no pagodas in the East City. He said to his
younger sister,
“Little sister, what a fine capital Peking is. It’s too bad all the pagodas are concentrated in the West City. That
rather vexes me.” His sister said,
“If that vexes you, big brother, it’s easily remedied. Why don’t we give the East City a handsome pagoda?”
“Fine,” said Lu Ban. “Let’s tour the country to find a good model.”
So the two of them sailed off on a cloud on their search. One day they reached the West Lake in Hangzhou and
saw Thunder Peak Pagoda.
“What a handsome pagoda, brother!" exclaimed Lu Ban's sister.
“Let’s make one like this,” he answered.
With the two of them working at it, the job was soon done. They sat on the bank of the West Lake from sunset
till the first watch,\fn{About 7:00PM.} by which time a splendid seven-storied octagonal pagoda was completed. Lu
Ban’s sister told the pagoda,
“Worthy pagoda, there’s no pagoda in the East City of Peking. Would you like to go and live there?” The
pagoda droned,
“Yes, I would.”
“Off you go, then!” said Lu Ban. “But mind you don’t stop to rest on the way. Set out during the second watch
and you’ll be in Peking by the fourth. You must find yourself a site before the fifth, because after that you won’t
be able to move—no, never again!”
The pagoda agreed to this. It promptly changed into a swarthy old man with a pointed head, dressed in a gray
cotton gown. Having taken his leave of Lu Ban and his sister he turned to the north and whizzed off, disappearing
from sight.
Sure enough, in less than two watches he had covered several thousand li and was approaching Peking before
the fourth watch. When he reached the back of a big temple\fn{The Scriptures Repository Temple.} he heard
laughter and voices in the courtyard and craned his neck to look over the wall. Some monks on night duty were
gambling at the foot of the wall. He thought:
“I’ve been traveling half the night and come thousands of li. Now I’m fagged out. There’s not much farther to
go, so I’ll rest here and have a bit of fun watching them gamble.”
So from outside the wall he watched intently, unable to tear himself away. He watched game after game, until
finally one player beat all the others. The winner laughed heartily while the losers cursed their bad luck, and he
found this so diverting that he boomed,
“Fine!”
The monks looked round at this bolt from the blue and saw a huge swarthy fellow taller than the wall. Not
stopping to pick up their money, they rushed into the temple.
Just then the morning bell sounded from the temple’s bell-tower, and in the distance cocks crowed. The big
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swarthy fellow could not move another step. With a roar he turned back again into a handsome seven-storied
octagonal pagoda, reaching a hundred feet into the air. Then—crash!—squeezed out by the pagoda, the temple’s
back wall collapsed.
The abbot came out with his acolytes, all of whom were struck dumb at sight of this great pagoda. The abbot
urged,
“Hurry up and kowtow with me to this precious pagoda! It’s a gift to us from Heaven.” As soon as they had
knelt down some monks cried,
“Look, Master Abbot, look! Where did all these coins on the ground come from?”
The monks who had been gambling were out of luck. None dared say: “That’s our money.” At the sight of it
the abbot said with a smile,
“This must have come with the precious pagoda. We can build a wall with it.”
So a wall was built enclosing the pagoda. Now both temple and wall have gone, but the pagoda still stands by
the roadside.
22
Once upon a time there was a strange bell in a temple, which could of course be heard in all the villages
around. Strangely enough, that bell sounded different to different people. Stranger still, it sounded not like a bell
but like a word in each one’s ear. It was said that to a layabout that bell sounded like “Get up! Get up!” To
someone hard-working it sounded like “Take it easy!” To a shepherd boy it sounded like “Graze your sheep!” In
spring it sounded like “Clean out the barn!” At the time of the wheat harvest like “Thresh the grain!”
How could one bell make so many different sounds? Old folk handed down the story that in this village there
was once a kindly old fellow with no means of support, who lived all on his own. The other villagers asked him to
be their watchman and he agreed.
“What wage do you want, grandfather, for sounding the night watches for us?” they asked.
“I don’t want any wages,” he told them with a smile. “Save up the money you would have given me till there’s
enough to cast a bell. Then the bell can replace my clapper.” The other villagers agreed. And the old man started
sounding the watches each night.
He took his job very seriously, that old watchman, and as time went by came to know all the villagers inside
out. When he sounded the fifth watch he discriminated between them. Passing the gate of a young fellow whom
he knew to be hard-working, he struck his clapper gently to let him know that there was no hurry to get dressed.
Passing the gate of a young layabout, he struck his clapper so hard that it seemed to be made of iron, not wood;
and although the young fellow cursed him for his pains he would get up and go off to work.
The old watchman sounded his clapper for many years, stopping only when the new bell had been cast. Hadn’t
he said that the bell could replace his clapper?
And so it did. But that bell was just as strange and just as “provoking” as the old man, sounding different to
different people. So they called it a discriminating bell, and the temple was known as Discriminating Bell Temple.
23
Towards the end of the Ming or at the start of the Qing, near the foot of the western hills stood the home of an
old hunter. He spent his whole life hunting, yet still his family lived from hand to mouth. After the old hunter
died, his son, not yet twenty, became a hunter too and went out every day in search of game to provide for his
mother. But although he went out every day he never bagged any good game, and this made him worried. So one
day he told his mother that he was going deep into the mountains to hunt.
“You mustn’t do that!” she told him frantically. “Your dad never went so far, not in all his years as a hunter!”
“Don’t worry, mother,” he answered. “I’m quick on my feet, and I’ll be very careful. I can’t come to any
harm.” When his mother had given her consent, he got ready his hunting tackle and provisions for a few days,
took leave of her and set off into the mountains.
The young hunter struck into the mountains, crossed range after range of hills, valley after valley, yet to his
dismay still caught nothing but wolves and hares. One day he came to a mountain higher than any he had ever
seen, its peaks rising sheer to the sky, with a long pass leading straight through it. He thought:
“There’s bound to be fine game here: I must catch some to please mother.”
Just then he heard a rushing wind from the pass, and saw a cloud of dust rise there. He knew that a great pack
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of wild beasts was coming, so to keep out of their way he found a sturdy tree with thick foliage, shinned up it and
hid himself in its forked branches to wait there quietly.
No sooner had he hidden himself than the beasts came rushing out, crying in distress. Since he had hunted with
his father since boyhood, he knew that these beasts were being chased by some more vicious creature. He
immediately fitted an arrow to his bow. The next second up they all came: tigers, leopards, deer, red-eyed
monkeys, gray wolves and black foxes! There were beasts of every kind. What could this mean? And when this
great pack of animals reached the tree where he had hidden, they all knelt down below it, crying out pitifully, to
his great astonishment. A black fox acting as their spokesman pleaded,
“Take pity on us, sir, and save us! A monster whose name we don’t know has come to the mountain. It looks
something like a monkey, with glittering golden eyes and jet black fur. A real terror it is. It’s eaten two lions, a
tiger and three leopards! And it’s after us now. Please save us, kind young man.”
The young hunter wondered: What can this monster be? Will I be able to catch it? Although he had doubts he
answered confidently,
“Run off quick! I won’t let it get you!”
With a shout of joy the animals bolted off. After they had gone, he fitted a poisoned arrow to his bow, and in a
flash a black creature came flying out of the pass. It looked much like a monkey, but its fur was as black as ink,
bright and glossy as velvet. The young hunter thought:
“This is an intriguing creature. If I can kill it, that’s bound to bring me good fortune.”
The black creature drew near, staring at the tree as if aware that someone was hidden there, and its golden eyes
flashed and sparkled. Before it had come to a halt, the young hunter let fly an arrow—whizz! He was a crack shot;
that arrow pierced the black creature’s brain, making it leap up with pain; then after thrashing about on the ground
it flopped dead. The young hunter watched it lying there for a while before he ventured to climb down the tree.
When he went over to look closer and stroke its fur, he was very pleased: what beautifully soft fur! He skinned his
prize, left the mountain and started back. When he told his mother at home of his adventures, she marveled too
and wondered what this creature was.
A day later the young hunter announced that he meant to go to Peking to sell this fur. His mother’s advice was,
“Don’t sell it to anyone who doesn’t know good furs. Poor though we are, if you meet someone understanding,
even if you get a lower price you’ll be able to find out what the creature’s called.”
“Right you are, ma,” said the young hunter. He flung the black fur over his shoulders and went into Peking.
Once there he called on several furriers, but at sight of his fur they all of them shook their heads.
“Fancy bringing us a black monkey skin!” sneered one.
“This small black monkey can eat lions?” another cried. “Catching lice is more in its line!”
“How can a fox talk?” another challenged. “What rubbish!”
All these taunts annoyed the young hunter, but what could he do? He left the furriers and roamed the streets,
just following his nose till he heard a sudden shout:
“Hey, young fellow, is that fur of yours for sale?”
“Yes, it is.”
He looked up and saw a white-bearded old man, beaming with smiles at the sight of the fur. The old man
asked,
“How did you come by this fur?”
“I caught it.” The old man gave a start.
“Caught it? Tell me quickly how.” The young hunter described his trip into the mountains, then asked,
“Do you know what this creature is called?” The old man nodded.
“You pulled off a tough job, youngster. This is a most vicious beast. If he so much as sees your shadow, you’re
done for! Few people know his name, which is Ink Monkey.”
“You’re an expert, grandfather,” the young hunter said. “Will you buy it?”
“I can’t afford to,” said the old man. “But I’ll find you a good customer.”
He took the youngster to a big official’s home, and there they sold the Ink Monkey’s fur for a high price. After
pocketing this sum, the young hunter was naturally very pleased. He asked the old man,
“Grandfather, why should that fur fetch such a high price?”
“Ah, you don’t understand. Ink Monkeys are treasures. A hat made from that fur is impervious to snow or
rain.”
“Well, that big official must have pots of money.” The old man smiled.
“No, this is an investment. He’ll give this Ink Monkey fur to some bigger official or even to the Emperor, to
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secure his own position and help him win promotion.”
The young hunter could not understand this, could only assent. Later, on the old man’s advice, he learned from
him how to make hats, then used this money he had made to set up as a hatter in Fresh Fish Mart. His hat business
did so well that his mother no longer worried about food or clothing; and because he owed this to that Ink
Munkey, he made an Ink Monkey of wood and had it lacquered black to put up as his shop-sign.
The passers-by did not know this was an Ink Monkey; they just called it the Black Monkey. As time went by,
other hatters in Fresh Fish Mart all hung up Black Monkey signs too; so there is no saying which of all those hat
shops belongs to the descendants of the young hunter.
24
In a certain reign of one dynasty, the old Emperor in the Forbidden City had a favorite concubine, who used to
go to a palace not far from Broken Rainbow Bridge for a bath every day. Each time she was accompanied by
palace maids and eunuchs bearing palace fans and censers as, like stars escorting the moon, they saw her to her
bath-house. Then they rested in the annexes while she bathed. The Imperial Concubine liked going there for a
bath, and found nothing out of the way. When she told the Emperor how much she enjoyed this, he said:
“Then go and have a bath every day.”
The Imperial Concubine went on bathing there every day. The windows of her bath-house had glass panes, but
of course when she had her bath a strict watch was kept and all the windows and doors were tightly shut. Yet
sometimes something strange happened. Exactly when it started no one knows, but as time went by when the
concubine had her bath she seemed to see the faint shadow of a little black figure on the window; yet when she
opened the window to look, there was no one there.
She took fright, but dared not tell the Emperor, for fear he would forbid her to bath there in future. Instead, she
told her palace maids. The palace maids said,
“The palace is so big, and has such a vast courtyard with all those old trees in it, some evil spirits may manage
to slip in. But don’t be afraid, madam. Once you’ve seen clearly what it is, just call us and we’ll nip out to catch
it.”
Strange to say, that small black shadow grew clearer every day, scaring the Imperial Concubine more and
more. One day the strange shadow was not only clearer, she could even see it moving, reaching out its long
scraggy arms as if to break through the window. In her panic she didn’t stop to call her palace maids or the
eunuchs, but snatched up a jade ladle and hurled it through the window.
Crash! The glass was smashed and the little black shadow vanished. The place maids in the annex hearing this
ran out to see what had happened. They saw broken glass on the palace steps, and wondered who was responsible
for this. When they went in to ask their mistress, they learned that she had thrown a ladle at the small black
intruder.
“Hurry up and fetch that jade ladle back,” the Imperial Concubine ordered. “It’s a present from His Majesty, so
see whether it is broken.”
The palace maids went to make a search, but hunted high and low without finding the jade ladle. They were
frantic. The Imperial Concubine, in desperation, sent for her eunuch attendants. When all eight of them had
appeared, she told them of her loss and ordered them to go and find the jade ladle.
“That ladle was given me by the Emperor,” she told them. “You’ve simply got to find it.”
“Yes, madam!” the eunuchs chorused.
They searched in the hall and outside it, searched the whole courtyard. When they came, to Broken Rainbow
Bridge—ha! One of the stone monkeys on the balustrade had the jade ladle in his paw! But the ladle had stuck
like a leech to the monkey, as if it had struck roots there, and try as they would they could not prize it loose. The
eunuchs had to go back to report this to the Imperial Concubine. Stamping her foot she cried,
“What’s to be done? If it were broken or chipped we could keep it hidden. But suppose the Emperor sees it in a
stone monkey’s paw, how am I to account for it? You fell down on your ‘security,’ letting in a rascally monkey.
You’ll have your heads cut off!”
The eunuchs were frightened too. Together they thought up a plan.
They had a yellow cloth cover made to slip over that monkey before the Emperor passed Broken Rainbow
Bridge, so that he never noticed the jade ladle.
25
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The Inner Canal flows west from the North Gate of Tongzhou to Peking’s Dong Bian Men. Here the river is
narrow and shallow, not to be compared with the deep-flowing Outer Canal.
But the Old Emperor insisted on grain being shipped along it. Eight li to the west of Tongzhou a big stone
bridge spans the Inner Canal, and everyone calls this Eight Li Bridge. How could rice boats pass under this
bridge?
But the Old Emperor insisted that pass they must. The rice boats on the Outer Canal all have tall pine masts,
and are a fine sight under sail. But how could those high-masted rice boats sail through Eight Li Bridge or
navigate the shallow, cramped Inner Canal?
However, the Old Emperor issued an edict: masted rice boats must pass through Eight Li Bridge. And in those
days who dared disobey the Emperor? The boatmen on the Inner Canal were frantic. They sought out the
shipwrights who built and repaired boats, and put their heads together. If they failed to carry out the Emperor’s
orders, they would all be guilty of a crime and might even lose their heads. Anxiety put them off their food and
sleep.
For two whole days they discussed how to get rice ships up the Inner Canal. Couldn’t they use smaller boats
than those on the Outer Canal, loading them with less rice? All agreed,
”That’s it! They’ll still be rice boats, no matter how small they are!”
The second problem was how to get the rice boats under the bridge. This stumped them. One day then another
went by, three days then four, and then they hit on a plan. When the boats reached Eight Li Bridge, they could ask
the lock-keeper to let out less water, to lower the water under the bridge and make its archway higher. Then boats
could go through, couldn’t they? All agreed,
“That’s it! If the boats get through, we’ll have carried out our orders.”
The third problem seemed insurmountable. It was hard enough for rice boats to go under the bridge, but for
masted boats it was surely impossible! How to find some way around this? One day then another went by, one
month then another, and still they had hit on no plan. The Minister of Waterways was frantic. He sent for the
boatmen and bellowed:
“Do you all want to die? Grain from the Changjiang River Valley will be coming in the autumn, and if the
Emperor sees no white sails on the river you’ll all lose your heads! I give you one month—no more—to make
masted rice ships for the Inner Canal.”
The boatmen agreed to this, and discussed ways and means with the ship-builders every day. One hot, sultry
day, sitting on the river bank they felt not a breath of cool air.
“We can’t think of any way out,” they sighed. “And it’s too stifling to eat. This anxiety’s killing us.” One
boatman proposed,
“Let’s first eat some cold hole noodles. If we’re to lose our heads tomorrow or the day after, that can’t be
helped.” The others said,
“Yes, let’s have a good meal of cold hole noodles first to cool us off.” The cook, a cheerful young fellow said,
“I’ll make noodles for you, mates, but you must all lend a hand.”
“Of course,” the others agreed. “We’ll light the stove, work the bellows, supply the flour and knead the dough.
You just make it into noodles.”
The young cook set up his contraption for making noodles—a small wooden tub with round holes in its base
and a piston above. He filled this with dough. Then—slap!—down came the piston, and the tray beneath filled
with noodles. His mates forgot their worries in their eagerness to eat noodles. And the cook worked his piston
merrily, singing out:
Who made my noodle tub so spick and span?
The long, long noodles splash into the pan;
The piston rises up and crashes down;
Lap up my noodles and your sorrows drown.

He was singing away when a ship-builder called out,
“Hey, mates, don't start on those noodles yet. Hear him sing ‘the piston rises up and crashes down’?”
“Yes, we heard him.”
“Well, if we made masts like pistons, we could lower them to pass Eight Li Bridge, then raise them up again
and hoist sail. Wouldn’t that be a way to get masted vessels through?”
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“Right you are!” cried the others, beaming. They told the cook,
“Hey, Master Lu Ban, stop making noodles. Come here.” The young cook roared with laughter and sang,
“First fill up with noodles and then use your noddles!”
They all made a hearty meal of cold hole noodles, now that they had worked out how to make a movable mast.
Later on, no one knows what became of that young cook who liked to laugh and sing. But the story of how
masted vessels passed under Eight Li Bridge was handed down. And story-tellers always end up by saying:
“Maybe that young cook was Lu Ban, or one of Lu Ban’s sons or apprentices.”
26
Old, old people who tell this story have no idea when it was that there was a girl who loved to paint plum
blossom. And they do not say where she lived or what her name was. All they know is that she was a Peking girl.
This girl devoted all her time to painting plum blossom. And because all who saw her paintings loved them and
spoke highly of them, she was known as Plum Blossom Maid. \
Plum Blossom Maid painted nothing but plum blossom, but had never painted plum blossom with a moon.
Why not? She thought:
“It would be fine to paint some lovely white plum blossom with a crescent moon above the tip of the bough!
But all the plum blossom and moon paintings she had seen by old masters or famous artists had a full moon
behind the blossom, and she objected to that. So she painted a spray of plum blossom with a crescent moon on its
tip, which she really loved. When she showed it to friends, though, they pulled long faces and sighed:
“Ah, why paint a picture like that, Plum Blossom Maid? This is different from the work of the old masters or
famous artists!” Some said,
“If Plum Blossom Maid goes on like this, people won’t like her paintings any more.”
And indeed after that people stopped praising her paintings, stopped admiring them and stopped mentioning
her name. Still she loved this plum blossom and crescent moon painting. She hung it on her wall and the more she
looked at it the more she loved it. She was convinced that this new way of painting of hers was right.
As time went by, Plum Blossom Maid started feeling worried. She asked herself,
“Is it good or not, my painting of plum blossom and a crescent moon? Is it right?”
She kept thinking the question over, but could not make up her mind. One day she suddenly had an idea and
went cheerfully to tell her parents:
“Dad, mum! People don’t like this plum blossom and crescent moon of mine, do they? Maybe they don’t
understand it. Maybe I’ve painted it badly. I want to travel the country to see if there are other paintings like this.”
“You can’t do that!” Her mother was horrified. “How can a girl travel the country?” When Plum Blossom
Maid persisted, her father said,
“Very well then. You must get yourself up like a traveling scholar; then you can tour the country and have a
look.”
So Plum Blossom Maid slung a case of books over her shoulders, just like a traveling scholar, then left her
parents to search far and wide for paintings of plum blossom and a crescent moon. She traveled from place to
place, from one village to another, and saw many paintings of plum blossom, including ones with a moon, but it
was always a full moon behind the blossom. This made her feel more worried. She also went to see plum trees
growing in dells or by the margin of lakes; but she never enjoyed the sight of a full moon behind the blossom.
Why was this? She couldn’t understand the reason.
One day she was traveling northwards when she overheard two men talking. One said,
“If a crescent moon were painted above a spray of plum blossom, how charming that would be. It’s a pity no
one realizes that.” His companion replied,
“When I’ve time, I mean to go to Peking to look for such a painting.”
Plum Blossom Maid was staggered. Not until the two men had gone farther on did she take in what they had
said and regret not having asked whereabouts in Peking such a painting could be found. She turned her steps
homeward and her spirits rose, her pace quickened, as she approached Peking, the eight-armed Nezha capital.
But when she entered the city gate she had misgivings. How was she to find this painting in such a huge city?
She walked the highways and byways searching the city.
One day she came to the gate of a big temple in the north city. Set in its wall was a plaque of white marble. At
sight of it she stood rooted to the spot. Because on that white marble was a crescent moon above a spray of plum
blossom, exactly like her painting. What did this mean? Plum Blossom Maid had no idea. As she was feasting her
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eyes on this, a white-bearded old man approached from the east, and she accosted him eagerly.
“Can you tell me, please, Old Uncle, who painted this exquisite plum blossom with a crescent moon?” The old
man eyed her shrewdly and then said,
“Are you asking about this crescent moon and plum blossom, young scholar? This was painted by”—he
indicated the board over the temple gate—“by the crazy Taoist of Illustrious Guardian Temple.” Plum Blossom
Maid looked up then at the golden characters hanging over the temple.
“If he paints so well, Old Uncle, why do you call him crazy?” she asked quickly.
“Of course he’s crazy. In his teens he loved to paint plum blossom, and after a few years he painted this one
with a crescent moon on the tip of the tree. Nobody liked it, yet that crazy Taoist insisted that it was good, better
than a full moon behind the plum blossom.” Plum Blossom Maid thought:
“Why that’s exactly like me!” She hastily asked:
“And for that you count him as crazy?”
“Of course. After painting this crescent moon on the tip of a plum tree that crazy Taoist waited stupidly for
someone to admire it. He waited from the age of twenty to thirty, but nobody admired it. He waited from the age
of thirty to forty; still nobody admired it. Then in desperation he carved this painting on marble and put it up
outside the gate of this temple, waiting for people to come along and admire it. The crazy fellow waited year after
year for scores of yeas, till he turned eighty yet still nobody admired this painting of his. That really made the
crazy Taoist frantic.”
Plum Blossom Maid had listened raptly to this. Now she felt frantic too and hurriedly asked,
“What happened in the end to that crazy Taoist?” The old man said with a smile,
“Don’t be so impatient, young scholar. The crazy Taoist waited sixty whole years, from the age of twenty to
eighty, yet nobody had a good word to say about this crescent moon over the plum tree. Of course that made him
frantic. So frantic that less than a year ago he died.”
Because of what was preying on her own mind, Plum Blossom Maid pitied the Taoist for his folly. She
stamped her foot and cried,
“Ah poor Taoist priest! It’s too bad nobody could appreciate your painting.”
Old White-beard roared with laughter and eyed her shrewdly again. He said slowly,
“I reckon you're a painter yourself, young scholar. That crazy Taoist didn’t paint at all badly, but what’s so
wonderful about a crescent moon on the tip of a plum tree? Plum blossom grows in many different ways, and
there are many different kinds of crescent moons, some waxing and some waning—why didn’t he paint more? He
just stuck to this one,”—he pointed at the carving on the marble slab—“this one of a crescent moon on the tip of a
plum tree. He waited for people to praise him. So was he a crazy Taoist or an intelligent Taoist?”
Then, laughing again, the old fellow walked away.
After listening to Old Whitebeard, Plum Blossom Maid had an inkling of his meaning. She glanced again at
the plum tree and moon on the marble, then went home to go on painting. Since then this story about the moon on
the tip of plum blossom in Illustrious Guardian Temple has come down from generation to generation.
73.110 & 203.121 1. Men’s Depravity Exposed 2. The Fiction Material Wholesaler\fn{by Xu Zhuodai aka Xu Fulin
(1880-1958/61)} Suzhou, Wu County, Jiangsu Province, China (M) 14
1
When the bell sounded at five in the afternoon, all of the 120 or 130 workers of the Nova Factory rushed out at
once, some clutching little packages, others holding on to umbrellas. Women workers made up roughly a third of
the total. Exiting with the men, their voices blended into the general din as they chattered and joked along the
way.
Even as the mixed crowd emerged more or less together, a short, plump female worker seemed to cower by
herself to one side, like a wild goose flying out of formation, staying away from the rest of the blue-collars.
Within one of the clutches were several men who kept their eyes on her.
“Why does the big mud dolly\fn{A note reads: The Chinese term is A-fu (literally, Ol’ Lucky), which refers to a type of rolypoly clay figurine still bought and sold as curios in cities and towns around the Yangtze delta .} walk with her head down?” one of
them asked with a snicker.
“She’s probably watching her own feet, so she won’t step into a puddle,” another said. “Water can turn mud
into sludge, you know.”
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The remark was greeted with a burst of derisive laughter from six or seven others as they again shot glances in
the direction of the stubby girl.
Knowing full well the remarks and sneers were directed at her, the girl became even less inclined to lift her
head and take notice. She merely quickened her steps. In short order, everyone was outside the main gate, heading
home—in threes and fours, or fives and sixes—in different directions. Seemingly relieved that there were no more
factory people around her, the girl went off by herself.
Now, this short, plump girl was called Qin Shuzhen. While her father was still living, her situation had been
rather tolerable. He was an elementary school teacher. As the only child of her parents, she attended school for
quite a few years. The meager salary he earned was at least sufficient to keep the family going, since prices were
lower a decade ago. But Shuzhen’s father died from a sudden illness the year she turned fourteen. Then, again, her
mother was a sickly person. What savings her father left them were just enough to take care of his funeral expenses. Other than a monthly ten-dollar supplement from one of Shuzhen’s paternal aunts, there was no other means
of meeting their living expenses.
Still, were it simply a matter of survival, the two of them could have just about managed. The monthly medical
expenses for the mother, however, proved to be a huge drain on their resources, and they’d had to find a solution.
So during the second half of Shuzhen’s sixteenth year, her maternal uncle got someone to place her in the Nova
Factory.
Now that she was twenty-three, Shuzhen had been working there for going on eight years. During the first four
or five, she had been extremely innocent. All she had wanted was to do her work, earn a little money, and provide
for her sick mother. She had been rather happy at the job.
In the most recent two or three years, however, she had undergone a sudden change. For her, the factory had
become irritating, a place where she could no more relax sitting down than she could standing up. Were it not for
the need to meet her mother’s medical expenses, she would have long since quit. How could she have had such a
sudden change?
Well, she was associating with a lot of men day in and day out at an age when she had become attracted to the
opposite sex. The physical and emotional changes she was naturally undergoing were propelling her toward
romantic attachments with the men she encountered daily. Yet, alas, Shuzhen’s body was stocky, her face narrow
in the upper portions and broad in the lower, with a purple birthmark the size of a grape to the left of her nose.
That she was physically unattractive had not.been a consideration for a couple of reasons. First, she had still
been a child when she first entered the factory. And second, the majority of employees never stayed on for more
than three years. Because of her very early entry, she became one of those with the greatest seniority. Had she
suddenly come on the scene at this point, that face of hers would have instantly attracted notice and been the topic
of everyone’s conversation.
Still, even though everyone ordinarily paid no attention to Shuzhen’s looks, as soon as she felt attracted to a
man in that work force, the person would inevitably find her face all the more frightful and repulsive. He would
not only reject Shuzhen’s advances; he would also make fun of her, thus adding insult to injury. The first time she
was hurt that way, she quickly resolved to find another man within the factory, both to salve her wounded spirits
and to “show” the original person. But she struck out with the second man, then the third, the fourth, the fifth, and
on and on. No matter how many times she tried to swap someone new for someone old, she never once succeeded.
That was not all. Those in the factory who despised Qin Shuzhen increased by the day. The harder she tried,
the more she became a pariah. Everyone was allied against her, it seemed. Her mortification soon turned to anger.
She became even more anxious to succeed in her quest, so that she could wreak a kind of moral vengeance on
them all. She no longer took time to learn about a man’s character or background. So long as the person was a
member of the male sex, she wanted him—both to ward off her crisis and to make of him a kind of advertisement.
In that way, she could wipe away the humiliation she suffered from all the others.
Her targets, therefore, included not just workers. Even staff members came to be considered as falling within
the realm of possibility. But all her efforts went for naught. She did not get so much as a single positive response.
Consequently, her heart was always pointing to one male objective, then changing to another as soon as she
missed out. She thus remained in a state of flux, never able to settle down for any length of time. What she reaped
was the nickname Mud Dolly—known throughout the factory—along with an endless amount of ridicule. That
was all.
In recent years, she had become isolated. Even women workers could not help resenting her as an indiscriminate hunter, out to capture for herself the men that rightfully belonged to them all. Deep revulsion and anger came
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down on her from every side, so that she dreaded coming to the factory as she would to a prison. Nonetheless, she
was determined to provide her mother with the money for medical treatment and drugs, and so she had no
recourse but to go into that prison house day after day.
*
Even so, among the scores of male workers in the Nova Factory, there was one who provided a measure of
comfort to Shuzhen’s spirits. Yet this was also the same person who brought her the most grief. The man’s name
was Zou Minsheng. He was about Shuzhen’s age and was decent looking. But he was an extremely devious sort
who loved to make mischief above all else. He usually considered it his role to play practical jokes on everyone,
constantly stirring up one kind of trouble or another. Upon discovering that there was a girl as sincere and fervent
as Shuzhen looking for a boyfriend, he thought he would at least be good material. Most definitely, he would go
and present himself to her.
But it was not to be so easy. Even though Shuzhen’s naïve eyes could not discern Minsheng’s cunning, she
nevertheless felt he was too flippant and not a person she could probably rely on for an entire lifetime. So initially
she brushed him off as she continued to seek fulfillment from a host of others. But then she was rejected as she
headed east, turned away from the west, and bounced around in different directions until all alternate paths were
cut off. Flippant or not, she just had to give this one a try.
Who would have known that once Shuzhen made the effort, good things would follow? Zou Minsheng had
been waiting for Shuzhen to cast her affections his way. He was even becoming rather anxious. Now that it was
actually happening, he naturally began to play out the different schemes he’d been preparing. It was the first time
the innocent Shuzhen had ever experienced favors from a man. Individuals with feelings did exist in the world,
she discovered. Even within this factory, there was someone who loved her. How could she have been so blind as
to have ignored him before? Thus mesmerized by the honeyed attentions of the opposite sex, Shuzhen could never
have detected Zou Minsheng’s false pretenses.
Aware that Qin Shuzhen was thoroughly oblivious of the wicked play he was just starting to act out, Minsheng
brought even greater energy to his task. He appeared to be in dead earnest, spending his every spare moment at
Shuzhen’s side, engaging her in intimate conversation. Seeing them together, workers all over the factory could
hardly refrain from chuckling under their breath.
Shuzhen, however, was overjoyed. She deliberately displayed her apparent closeness with Minsheng for all to
see, partly to vent her own spleen. Minsheng regularly presented her with food; she became his personal seamstress. In the evenings after work, Minsheng would visit Shuzhen at her house, where, since her mother was
bedridden, they could be by themselves. On Sundays he even took her out to the movies and for fast-food.
Realizing that her initial goal had now been reached, Shuzhen was truly overjoyed. It shouldn’t be long before the
relationship would advance to the marriage stage.
That Qin Shuzhen had become so vulnerable was not lost on a crafty person like Zou Minsheng, who couldn’t
refrain from taking increasing advantage of her. He developed the cruel feral mentality of stalking the weak, fully
intending to make Shuzhen’s body his temporary plaything. To him it wasn’t a matter of loving her, but a chance
to take advantage of her through deliberate deception. Whether Shuzhen was attractive or otherwise was not at
issue. He merely wanted to toy with her to the extent possible.
But then the situation turned sour. Everyone in the factory thought at first that Minsheng was just playing
around, never expecting to see him become as ardent as he eventually became. Inevitably, everyone’s suspicions
were raised, and the factory buzzed with derisive talk about his behavior. This brought Minsheng up short, quickly causing him to alter his plans. Three days later, a new girl named Qiaozhu came to work in the factory. According to common gossip, this person had been Minsheng’s girlfriend. Sure enough, Qiaozhu began to spend time
with Minsheng, who then no longer bothered with Shuzhen.
The shock of this nearly made Shuzhen ill. From that time on, the look of triumph of past days was wiped from
her face. Her distress exceeded anything she had previously experienced. Whenever she went into the factory, it
seemed that each word and gesture of everyone there was directed to mocking her. But for the fact that she had a
mother living at home, she would surely have put an end to her own life. Noting that Minsheng had undergone a
swift change of heart and that Qiaozhu was evidently not his new acquaintance, she realized that everything he
had previously done had been pretense as well. Thenceforth, Shuzhen would no longer dare throw her affections
unthinkingly at those of the male gender. She had no other wish than to get away somehow from the factory that
had brought her such emotional turmoil.
*
Then Shuzhen’s fortunes took another abrupt turn. Her paternal aunt was a widow with an only son who turned
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seventeen that year. The four of them, in their two households, constituted the remaining members of the Qins’
extended family. But, because the two families were actually no more than distant relatives, they had been rather
cool toward each other.
Now, this aunt, having inherited an estate from her mother’s relatives, was very wealthy. Still, she had done
nothing for Shuzhen’s family other than provide them with a bit of extra cash. Quite unexpectedly, the seventeenyear-old cousin fell ill with smallpox and died. Then the aunt, having grieved to excess, developed a serious heart
ailment. In less than half a year, she joined her son in death, leaving behind an estate worth $130,000. Because her
mother’s relatives were long dead and gone, she made out a will on her death-bed to leave everything to her niece
Shuzhen. Getting such an unexpected windfall was, to Shuzhen, like getting struck by a lightning bolt on a sunny
day. She dutifully arranged for her aunt’s funeral, at the same time entrusting her mother to the care of a hospital.
The story of a female factory hand abruptly attaining a fortune of $130,000 made good newspaper copy, and it
was soon spread with great excitement all over the country. After settling the affairs of her aunt and her mother,
Shuzhen began to ponder her own future and the proper disposition of her newfound wealth. After all was said
and done, she was an educated and prudent person.
“There must be many who admire the fact that I, a poor hapless waif, could have come into such a fortune,”
she thought to herself. “But, without doubt, there will be others who would be envious. Anything I do from now
on will inescapably bring on criticism. I must therefore exercise great care. Whatever status I attain in the future,
some people will say I was a former worker at the Nova Factory who climbed up through serendipitous wealth.
That’s probably inevitable. What then should I do? Frankly, for me personally, it makes little difference whether I
have the estate or not. I really wouldn’t know how to spend all the money on myself. So I might as well continue
doing what I’ve been doing. I’ll go on working at the Nova Factory. What could anyone say, then? I’ll just leave
my aunt’s estate intact. Other than taking care of Mother’s medical expenses, the money it earns will be put into
the bank, to await the day when I think through what I should be doing with all of it. I’ll be earning my own keep
at my job. That’s the way to go.”
Having thus come to her decision, she went to the supervisor to explain herself and returned to work right after
the funeral. Not only did the supervisor not try to dissuade her, but he was unusually polite to her. Every request
she made met with a positive response. He almost gave her the impression that he was sorry she was asking for so
little.
The following day Shuzhen again put on her cotton blouse and skirt and went as usual to her job at the appointed time. The atmosphere inside the factory was greatly different, however. The workers, both male and female,
came up with smiling faces to welcome her and to make friends. The women, who had been highly prone to jealousy, did not seem envious at all over the rise in her fortunes. They evidently understood that envy would get
them nowhere, that nothing could beat amiability for attaining beneficial results. The men were more changed
still. Underlying the greetings and the proffered friendship was the intention of using masculine charm to bring
about a lasting, close relationship with her. Before this day, all that had entered her ears was “Mud Dolly! Mud
Dolly!” Now she kept hearing everyone say, “Much felicity! Much felicity!” Shuzhen remained as detached as
ever. Observing how quickly everybody had changed, she could not help smiling to herself.
Every day thereafter, she unflaggingly reported to work on time, giving no indication she would slow down.
The men, who used to shake their heads whenever they saw her, now vied with each other to present themselves
to her. Shuzhen was kind enough to treat each one equally, without the slightest bias: she rejected them all. She
also told them straight out that she wanted a husband whose physiognomy suited her fancy in every way. And
what kind of looks would that be? The kind with enough indications of good fortune to make him the master of a
$13o,000 estate.
In this way, those men who had turned Shuzhen down in the past were now, one after the other, turned down
by her. They were not aiming to marry her, since Shuzhen was still herself still a big Mud Dolly. Her physical self
had not changed, with the exception of her hands, which now held on to money. They were really aiming to marry
that money. That was the reason for the quick turnaround. Before, when she had gone to them, they had all avoided her. Now they hastened to satisfy her every whim, to flatter her with what each one considered his own brand
of charm. By responding with her statement about wanting someone with the physiognomy of a rich tycoon, she
was only giving them proper medicine.
She was also thinking of how incredibly shameless these men were. Could the worth of a woman change so
quickly? The love bought with material goods—could it ever be true love? Those who were proposing marriage to
Shuzhen at the time, moreover, were not just the ones she’d paid atten-tion to before. Nor were they just people
from the factory. Even young men from outside, the ones she had not dared so much as to look at, were now
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playing up to her.
Among these was an especially ludicrous individual who had studied abroad. He was a person so westernized
that he accepted even the superstitious practices of Europeans and Americans. About the time he set out to court
Shuzhen, someone tried to dissuade him by telling him she was unlucky. Didn’t he believe that thirteen was an
un- lucky number? Well, the fortune she held was thirteen times ten thousand. Why would he want anything to do
with a jinxed sum like that?
“You only considered one side of the question,” he answered. “It’s true that the sum is unpropitious. But once
she married me, the money would belong to both of us, meaning that each one would be holding only six and a
half ten-thousands. So there wouldn’t be anything unlucky about it.”
Having been subjected the last several days to such nonsense from men both inside and outside the factory, and
having seen the façades so many of them put up, Shuzhen could not suppress a sigh:
“The depravity of all members of the male species has been utterly exposed by such representatives as yourselves!”
*
So it came about that Qin Shuzhen saw through to the true mentality of the human male.
“As a woman, there has to come a day when I’ll be getting married,” she thought to herself. “Since the world is
populated with such brazen males, where can I find a suitable husband? Then again, since all the men in the world
are depraved and dirty, I may as well stay single. Otherwise, I won’t be able to escape being the wife of someone
unscrupulous. As long as that’s the way it’s going to be, though, why don’t I just sacrifice my life and marry the
most unscrupulous of men? As the wife of such a man, I could then use the power of my money to subjugate him.
What happened to him could then become a warning to all others of his ilk, and perhaps be a source of enlightenment to them. As for me, I would then be taking revenge on behalf of countless women who suffer as a result of
men courting them for their money.”
Now, Qin Shuzhen was basically very decisive. It took but a second for her to make up her mind. Right away,
she set out to look for that supremely unscrupulous individual. It seemed at first that she might have trouble picking him out among those within her immediate purview. Then it occurred to her that she didn’t need to look very
far: Zou Minsheng was already well-qualified. Why couldn’t she just proceed with him? It just so happened that
Minsheng, learning recently that she’d become rich, had quickly tossed Qiaozhu aside and come running back to
her, wanting everything to be as before. What had been pretense was now to be actualized. The pursuit, however,
was now directed toward her wealth, not her body. If she played along, she would instantly be able to attain her
objective.
So, having thus made the grand decision to give herself up to avenge the majority of womankind, she again
took up with Zou Minsheng, and subsequently accepted his marriage proposal. Once the matter was settled,
everyone in the factory was amazed. Both admiration and criticism were directed at Minsheng. The criticism,
however, probably derived from the admiration, so that one can say that the men in the factory were all green with
envy.
Three months later, Shuzhen and Minsheng were married. The event astonished the great majority of the people, because the wedding celebration was not at all typical of those worth $130,000. The couple had a most simple
ceremony in a small notel. Only their very close friends were invited, to a banquet of three or four tables. The
groom and the bride each had on formal wear that had already been worn. Total expenditures could not have
exceeded a hundred dollars. Rich people were all skinflints, someone said. How could these two have learned to
be like that so quickly? No one, however, was disappointed for Zou Minsheng over the shoddiness of the party.
After all, he had become the master of $130,000.
“Did you want to marry me because you love me, or because you love my money?” Shuzhen asked Minsheng
on the very night of the wedding.
“Of course it’s because I love you,” Minsheng was quick to respond. He was thinking that telling this lie would
not make the money disappear. He had put on his most sincere expression.
“Very well, then,” Shuzhen said. “You ought to know that I really don’t care to touch my late aunt’s estate.
Since it’s not the money you care about, the two of us will just make a simple little home from now on, as I told
you a couple of days ago. We both ought to continue working at the Nova Factory. Only, now that I’ve become a
housewife and must take care of hearth and home, I won’t be going there anymore. You’ll be working at the
factory every day. When you get home, I’ll have the house all neat and tidy. You’ll be able to enjoy a domesticated existence. The money you earn will be used to cover our living expenses. That’s the proper responsibility of a
husband, one you cannot shirk.”
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Minsheng could only voice his assent.
After three days, Minsheng went back to work at the factory, as he did every day after that. For him, nothing at
all was different from before. Shuzhen alone underwent a huge change. The gentle disposition that was originally
hers had swiftly vanished. Her temperament now became truly nasty and volatile. If Minsheng came home a little
late, she would curse at him harshly. Under her invisible but strict control of the money, Minsheng dared not utter
a sound in response. Should he even attempt any kind of answer, Shuzhen would say she wanted a divorce.
So what became of the domestic bliss Minsheng was supposed to have when he came home in the evening? It
consisted of no more than cold rice and cold vegetables. When his pants had too many rips to wear in public and
no money was available to buy new ones, this is what Shuzhen said:
“Since you are the breadwinner, you ought to take care of your own appearance. But there’s hardly any money
left after our living expenses. It’s a good thing I don’t go out. Just let me have your torn trousers. You can take
mine for your own use.”
The following day, everyone in the factory was quietly chuckling at the pants Minsheng was wearing. There
was, however, nothing he could do.
It was raining cats and dogs one Sunday, flooding the yard, while Minsheng was home for the holiday. He
caught a mudfish in the water and, with great excitement, brought it to show his wife. Shuzhen happened to be in
an unusually good mood that day.
“That must’ve been a lot of fun,” she said with a smile. “There’s nothing great about just catching it, though.
You’ve got to take this live fish and swallow it whole for a real kick.”
The suggestion brought him up short. Not daring to protest, he could only stand there shivering.
“So you’re not willing to do that?” Shuzhen said as her face instantly stiffened. “Aren'’ you going to listen to
what the person dearest to you tells you to do? Ai! If my husband won’t even listen to me, is there anybody on
earth I can rely on?”
Then she began to weep.
“But … but this is a live thing, and so long …” Minsheng muttered hesitantly.
“I’m not blind,” said Shuzhen angrily. “Don’t I know it’s alive? I just never thought you could treat me this
way. I was a fool to have married you. I can see now that you were anything but honest with me. I’ll just have to
get a divorce!”
Once the word “divorce” reached Minsheng’s ears, all color drained from his face. He shut his eyes and shoved
the mudfish down his throat. At that, Shuzhen clapped her hands and let out a hearty laugh.
“You do have a bit of a conscience after all!”
Minsheng, choking and gagging, fought off repeated attacks of nausea while she prattled and giggled, not
paying him the least attention.
Even though he had married her for money, poor Minsheng never received a red cent. All he netted was
Shuzhen’s abuse, meted out under the tyranny of all that money.
So many interesting incidents went on in their home that I can hardly recount them all. Suffice it to say here
that in the end, Shuzhen wound up treating Minsheng as a large wild beast would treat its tiny prey. She would toy
with him or torture him—amusing herself by doing with him anything her heart desired.
2
Fiction Material Wholesaler
“Advocating Art & Literature
Promoting Domestic Goods”
Litman Deng, Proprietor

Ever since this shop sign was hung out in the marketplace, which after all was a bustling part of town, the shop
seemed to do quite a good business, with people going in and out of its doors every day. One day, a person at the
door enquired:
“Is the owner in?”
In came a student of about twenty-seven or twenty-eight. On seeing the proprietor, he asked: “Would you be
Mr. Litman Deng?” and quickly produced a name card.
Looking at the card, the proprietor learned that the man's name was Tainted Fei. Fei went on to add that he was
eager to obtain material for a fiction competition at a certain daily newspaper.
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“Of course.” Litman Deng replied eagerly. “You must be quite passionate about literature.” To his surprise,
Tainted Fei replied:
“No. Not only am I not passionate about it, I’m actually quite indifferent.” Litman responded:
“You would at least have written fiction quite a few times, I suppose.”
“That’s even less the case,” Fei replied. “Write? I don’t even read the stuff. Fiction is the most worthless form
of literature—I detest it.” Surprised, Litman asked:
“If you dislike it so much, why bother coming here for material?” The other replied:
“I’m hard up for ten dollars, so I want to write a story. Thieving or fiction-writing—it’s one or the other if I’m
going to put ten dollars in my pocket. Since theft is illegal and fiction-writing isn’t, I—”
“Now hold on a minute,” Litman interrupted. “How can you lump fiction together with thievery like that? It’s
absurd! Literature is sacrosanct.”
“Don’t get angry, sir,” Fei replied hurriedly. “I’m just making an analogy. The truth is, I want to sit for this
year’s civil service examination. I’ve already prepared everything, but it requires a ten-dollar stamp tax, and the
tuition allowance my family used to send me was cut off long ago. And for good reason. I behaved too
outrageously before, so my relatives don’t trust me any more.” Litman replied:
“Now I understand: You want to write a story for this competition because you want to get ten dollars to pay a
stamp tax.” Fei clapped his hands and exclaimed:
“That’s right! You’re a clever one! Really, you’re not merely a man of letters; you've got the talent to be a
judge.” Litman laughed.
“Don’t poke fun. The fiction competition for that daily newspaper, is it for short stories?” Fei replied:
“That’s right, short stories of no more than 5,000 words. That means that for less than 5,000 words you can get
ten dollars. It’s really a type of ill-gotten gains: I write several examination essays and still have to spend ten
dollars on stamps. If I don’t pass, ten dollars goes down the drain, just like that. Isn’t it ridiculous? It’s exactly the
opposite of writing fiction. I get indignant just thinking about it.” Litman quickly responded:
“You’ve got a point, but all this is a bit off topic.” Fei nodded.
“You’re right. I shouldn’t go off on a tangent. It’s the same during the exam: if you go off on a tangent, you’re
sure to fail.” Litman drank a sip of tea and said,
“In that case, listen while I tell you the material:”
The daughter of a poor family was in love with the son of an official, and her neighbour’s wife told her that she
would act as matchmaker. The neighbour's wife was just saying it as a joke, but the girl took her seriously and ended up
falling ill. The neighbour's wife told her,
“I’ll ask the young man to visit you this evening. That will help relieve your illness.”
Little did the girl expect that during the night the neighbour’s wife would discuss this with her paramour, who then
charged into her room pretending to be the young man. In the dark the girl didn’t have the strength to resist and fell to
the ground. The man snatched one of her embroidered shoes and ran away, only to drop the shoe en route. A butcher,
seeing that the door to the neighbour's wife’s house was open at night, snuck inside and happened to step on the
embroidered shoe, which he hid under his clothes. Eavesdropping from outside, he overheard the paramour relating
everything to the neighbour’s wife. Hearing this, the butcher hurried over to the girl’s house, but he entered her father’s
room by mistake. When the father yelled, the butcher killed him and in his panic dropped the embroidered shoe on the
floor. The girl had to confess that the young man had visited her, and consequently he was thrown in prison.

“Great! Great!” Fei exclaimed delightedly. “Although the girl had no intention of killing her father, he died
because of her one fall from grace. One could really dig into this question. At this point, I’d probably figure the
girl was to blame. Although it’s a bit contrived, should I come up with an ingenious argument during the civil
service examination to wow the examiners, I’m sure to pass. There have always been a lot of discussion topics of
this sort: ‘A poisons B, but before B dies from the poisoning, C kills B. Is A guilty?’ Some said the murder was
accomplished, others say it wasn’t. I ruled not guilty, based on Article Two of the Penal Code. Ingenious, don’t
you think? Naturally, one could also judge that the crime was accomplished: you can’t say it wasn’t accomplished
because B died, and A indirectly achieved his purpose. Since it was achieved indirectly, however, his crime can’t
be labelled accomplished. As poisoning was not the cause of death, it’s hard to say that the crime was
accomplished. Thus, with regards to how to treat A’s crime, the law is incomplete, because it hasn’t envisaged this
type of scenario. Now, what about the girl’s crime?”
“Hold on a minute,” Litman quickly interjected. “I didn’t provide you fiction material to bring up a legal
problem.”Fei laughed.

46

“I apologize. This material is quite good indeed. Once I write it down, can I swap the manuscript for the
reward money?” Litman replied:
“No guarantee. You can’t be sure that you’ll win.”
“Of course I will!” Fei responded. “The material is great, and it makes for an interesting legal problem, too.”
Litman cautioned:
“The material may be good, but it’s all in vain if the writing is poor.”
“D’you mean to say it won’t do for me to just write down what you've told me and turn that in?” Fei asked.
Litman said:
“Naturally. Now suppose you have a pound of pork: it’s going to taste different if you cook it with vegetables
or tofu, even though the raw material is the same for both.”
“You’ve got a point!” Fei exclaimed in surprise. “Is fiction writing as hard as all that?” Litman replied:
“If it were as easy as you seem to think, everyone would be a writer. Famous writers sometimes labour a whole
day for just two or three lines. Others tour the places they write about before putting pen to paper. One author who
writes about conditions in the lower strata of society is celebrated for having spent nights hanging around the
hovels of the poor.” Fei laughed uproariously.
“That’s the stupidest behaviour I’ve ever heard of! As long as the main idea is entertaining, the writing is
unimportant. It wouldn’t matter if you put London in France or Mt. Tai in the middle of the Atlantic. How can
literature ever prosper if you waste precious time over such petty details? In my view, this sort of literature will be
the downfall of our country.”
“Did you come here just to attack literature, or did you come here for fiction material?” Litman asked in
irritation. Fei apologized:
“I’m sorry for having offended you. I came for material. The stuff you told me just now was great. While
you’re at it, why not develop it into a story for me?” Litman shook his head.
“No. My job is providing the raw materials. Polishing and the like are completely up to your own abilities.”
Hearing this, Fei stood up and said:
“In that case, I’ll do it. Thanks!”
“Please pay for the material,” Litman said anxiously.
“You mean it isn’t free?” Fei asked.
“This is my profession,” Litman replied. “How could I just give them away? I must take ten percent.”
“One dollar out of every ten?” Fei asked. “That’s too expensive. I can get all kinds of material just listening to
a storyteller tell tales of retribution, and that only costs thirty to forty cents.” Litman replied in annoyance:
“How can you view my goods as being the same as that junk? My materials are all first-class, nothing like that
type of commodity.”
“Can’t you come down a bit?” Fei asked. “How about this: I’m quite poor at the moment, so I’ll pay for half
now and settle up once I collect the prize money.” Litman said:
“Literature isn’t charity, but considering your situation, I won’t insist. For the time being, we’ll do as you
suggest.” Fei replied:
“Thanks for being so understanding, sir. If you were an examiner, candidates would have it much easier.” So
saying, he pulled a few coins out of his pocket and placed them on the table.
*
The second customer to enter the shop was a well-dressed young man aged twenty-two or twenty-three. He
exchanged a few words of greeting with Litman Deng, who learned that his name was Xiao Bolian\fn{ “Handsome
Xiao”}. Litman asked if he was here for material, and the man replied that he had recently submitted manuscripts
to several big bookshops.\fn{During the Republican Era (1911-1949) bookshops often doubled as publishing houses } Naturally,
Litman flattered him with a few compliments. The man went on:
“But those big bookshops told me that they had already accumulated stacks of manuscripts, and since they
wouldn’t be able to publish mine at the moment, they had to return it. So at this point I’m changing direction and
trying for prize money in fiction competitions.” Litman replied that he was sure to win.
“There was just one time—” the man began.
“Did you win?” Litman interrupted.
“I was commended,” the man said, “which is the same as not winning, so please help me come up with some
new material.”
“Excellent,” Litman said. “What sort of material are you looking for?” Handsome replied,
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“Ideally, courtesan fiction. There’s a reason for this, and I have no need to hide the truth from you. My friends
lured me into the world of courtesans, and before long I couldn’t live without them. There was one prostitute I
wouldn’t give up even if it meant dying a horrible death. Later my friends told me that this prostitute wasn’t
faithful to me, that she actually had another lover. When I heard this, naturally I switched to another one. This
one’s great! In her room she has the Fiction Compendium series displayed on her shelf. She knows how to read
and loves novels and stories. Everyone calls her the “Literary Prostitute”. She adored me when she found out I
was a fiction writer. To be honest, none of us are willing to spend a cent to fool around with these women. It’s
only worthwhile if the woman pays our way.”
“If that’s the case,” Litman asked, “are you writing fiction for the same reason?”
“That’s right,” said Handsome. “She insists I write her a story, so I need to find some kind of virtuous
prostitute-errant material. When she reads this story, she’s sure to love me like her dearest treasure. Once her
purse strings loosen, I’ll give you a thank-you gift. I guarantee, as soon as that story is finished, getting three or
four lovers will be a piece of cake. What with royalties and allowances from my lovers—being a fiction writer is
truly the best business! Fiction is more effective than any aphrodisiac.”
“How can you view literature like that?” Litman asked in annoyance. “Well, since providing materials is my
job, of course I can’t say no just because I don’t like your motives. I’ll agree. Here’s your courtesan fiction
material:”
A young scholar and his friend were on their way to sit for the civil service examination. Along the way, they
happened to stop in a brothel. The scholar fell in love with a prostitute at first sight and frittered away every last penny
of his travelling expenses on whoring. Now empty-handed, he was in a jam. Suddenly, he remembered that his fiancée
lived in the area and thought that he might as well go borrow money for travelling expenses from his father-in-law.
Little did he know that his father-in-law was a snob. Seeing his son-in-law in such shabby clothing, he decided to
repudiate the marriage contract. Not only did he not lend the money, but he also forced the young man to sign a
declaration breaking off the engagement and then kicked him out. The virtuous and kind-hearted young lady, upon
receiving the letter, killed herself. The scholar, having been subjected to such extreme ignominy, went to the river to
throw himself in. Just as he was about to jump, he was spotted by a woman in the window of an overlooking building
who sent someone to stop him. The woman turned out to be the prostitute the scholar knew, and after he told her the
reason for his distress, she provided him with money for travelling expenses to go sit for the examination. Later, after
he had passed and was on his way back, the father-in-law knew that trouble was brewing and thought of a way to get
hold of the prostitute and made her his adopted daughter. When the man returned to demand his bride, the father-in-law
saved himself by marrying the prostitute to him; thus the lovers were reunited.

“Wonderful!” Handsome exclaimed. “She’ll love it, and I’m sure to win the prize money. What’s the price?”
“The rule here is to charge ten percent,” Litman replied, “so if we set the story’s value at fifty dollars, the price
would be five dollars.”
“Five dollars?” Handsome asked. “How about three dollars, then?”
“You want a discount?” Litman asked.
“It’s not that,” Handsome replied. “Wait till I show it to her and see how much I can get out of her, then I’ll
come pay up.” With this, he pulled out three one-dollar bills.
“I suppose that’s how we’ll have to do it,” Litman said. The man paid up, said goodbye, and left.
*
The next customer was a female student named Floozie Yang.
“I submit new-style poems and the like all the time, but the pay is too low, so I want to write fiction. You must
have good material here, so I hope you’ll let me have some.”
“Absolutely!” Litman replied. “We have all types of material here. You’re looking to make a name for yourself
in literature?”
Floozie nodded. Litman went on,
“You’re sure to become a famous female novelist. Besides, you’re remarkably pretty. But enough of that. What
do you think of this material:”
There was a mean father who often maltreated his son. His daughter-in-law couldn’t stand it, so she killed him.
Having killed her father-in-law for the sake of her husband, she then killed herself.

“Quite deep, don’t you think?”
“It’s fine, but I’m looking for something purer,” Floozie replied.
“Then how about if we use the current fashion of relationships between male and female students?”
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“That’s the only way to express modern consciousness,” Floozie nodded. Litman went on:
“I’ve got it. This isn’t all that fashionable any more, but it’ll pass muster for two or three more years.”
There was a female student who was expelled from school for having had an affair with a male student. The boy
failed his examinations, and the girl’s family stopped sending her tuition money. The boy joined a gang of swindlers
and frequently pressured the girl to hand over her clothing and other possessions. Although the girl deeply regretted
having met the boy in the first place, she wasn’t willing to break with him and gradually fell into dire straits.

“That won’t do!” Floozie said in annoyance. “You’re just poking fun at us. Why do you have to slander us like
that?”
“What?” Litman asked in surprise. “I’m just providing fiction material, that’s all.” Floozie Yang said:
“How dare you! Is my relationship with Mr. Tao your business? Our love is pure. We support each other and
will grow old together. Although Mr. Tao isn’t in school any more, he’s certainly never joined a gang of swindlers.
Didn’t he always get top grades in school? Doesn’t a writer like you understand the sanctity of love? A wife
shares her husband’s humiliation. Why are you insulting me?”
“You’ve got me wrong!” Litman protested. “What I described just happened to be similar to your
circumstances. I would never insult you. These things happen all the time; it’s pure chance that they happen to
overlap with your situation.” Floozie said:
“Their love is despicable, but ours is pure. I have to save Mr. Tao no matter what. There’s no other way for me
except writing fiction and selling manuscripts. It’s an act of devotion! I’m relying on you to choose good material
for me. I want a good family drama.”
“Here you go,” Litman said.
A military officer engaged to a young woman was wounded in battle and ended up in a Red Cross hospital. The
young woman served as nurse and took care of her fiance. After he recovered, they married.

“How does that sound?”
“Too plain,” Floozie complained. “There are no waves.”
“Let’s make the waves billow, then,” said Litman.
The young woman was in love with someone else who became enraged when he learned of her engagement. It just
so happened that he was a soldier too. On the battlefield he shot the officer, who died of his wounds. The young woman
was so distraught she wanted to end it all. She became an unshaven nun and made daily offerings to his spirit at his
tomb. The soldier, still unable to attain his goal, suddenly repented of his error and committed suicide before the tomb.

Floozie shook her head.
“Too tragic.”
“Let’s change it again, then,” Litman said.
The officer was severely wounded, but the young woman did everything she could and ended up saving his life.
Even so, he had lost both eyes and a foot. Although they could talk, he could never again see his beloved wife’s smile.

“He’d be better off dead,” Floozie said.
“Let him keep one eye, then.” Litman suggested, “That way he’ll be able to see. Or you could make him deaf.
One set of materials can be changed at least ten ways.”
“Which of these options is best?” Floozie asked, “I can’t tell.” Litman replied:
“They're all about the same—all first-class goods. The price is the same, too. I’d never sell you crude
materials.” As the two were talking, a burly fellow came in and said to Litman:
“I’ve already completed my manuscript, sir. Let me read it to you.” As he spoke, he took out a few sheets of
paper. Floozie Yang hurriedly interjected:
“Let me go home and think it over. I’ll come back and make a final decision tomorrow. Whatever you do,
don’t give these materials to anyone else.”
With that, she said goodbye and left. The burly man said:
“I thought over the material you gave me for three days and nights before coming up with this piece. I’ve
changed the meaning a bit, however, working in both our ideas. Let me read it to you.”
*
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“A short story should begin by describing scenery.
Outside the azure glazed window, red and white balsam—known as the “phoenix immortal”—grew in scattered
clusters, setting each off in a pleasurable contrast. A servant girl opened the window and bent over to pick flowers,
which she placed in a vase with a slender neck and a wide body. Evenly arranged, they looked especially pleasing. The
lady of the house, who had just woken up with nothing to do and was lazily finishing her morning toilette, rubbed her
sleepy eyes and, noticing the flowers, said to the servant girl:
“Last night while I was enjoying the cool air, I saw that the flower petals were still enclosed in buds, but today
they've bloomed.”
“That’s right,” the servant girl answered with a smile. “Phoenix is the name of both flower and lady. Last night’s
flower was like the lady of twenty days ago. This morning’s flower is like the lady of these past seven days.”

“What do you think?”
“That’s not right,” Litman replied in annoyance. “Didn’t the material I gave you have the moon as its theme?
Why did you change it to a flower? Furthermore, my protagonist was also named Moon. How are you going to
finish the story?”
“Now, wait a moment,” the man said. “You don’t realize that I don't have a moon story in me. I searched for
several days before I found this flower story, so I made do with it. Listen to the rest:”
This lady was a radiant beauty of eighteen or nineteen. Were a writer to describe her appearance, he would tell
of her limpid eyes, her soul as clear and cold as the autumn river, her bones as pure as if made of jade, her face as
rosy as a hibiscus flower, and her eyebrows as thin and arched as willow leaves. Or he would speak of her bright
eyes and radiant white teeth, her cherry lips and slim waist. It was just as Miss Phoenix had sat beside her
dressing table and was about to gently open her toiletry case with her jade-white hand when she had heard the
servant girl speak. Pretending to glare at her, she said:
“Silly slave. Who told you to go prattling on like that? Come here and comb my hair.”
The servant girl stood behind Miss Phoenix to undo her bun and comb it out. After a moment, she spoke again:
“I have been here for seven days but never met the master. What does he look like? You said that the two of
you were parted just half a month after you married. How could the master treat being apart so lightly?”
Litman waved his hand.
“You’ve got it all wrong. In my material, the tragedy came from them being a middle-aged nun and an old
woman. It’s strange enough that you've made them younger. How could the nun also suddenly have a husband?”
The burly fellow listened to Litman, stared blankly for a moment, and then said:
“My story really isn’t that clever. I’ll just have to go back and rewrite it.”
*
The next customer who entered was a man in his forties, dressed in a dark gown with a skullcap slanted upon
his head. Despite the cold, he carried a folding fan. He coughed to announce his presence and identified himself
as being surnamed Ma. After exchanging a few pleasantries, he looked around and commented on how wellappointed the room was. In the centre hung a six-foot scroll flanked by a pair of couplets inscribed by a famous
hand. In the front of the room stood an ancient copper vase with a display of nandina and winter plum branches.
At the back of the room, the grandfather clock chimed twelve. The mahogany furniture was dusted clean and the
window panes had been wiped spotless. Bemused, Litman asked:
“Are you here to buy materials?”
“Yes, yes, my apologies,” the man replied, somewhat flustered. “I am obliged to entrust myself to you
gentlemen’s kindness.”
“What type of material are you looking for?” Litman asked.
“Everybody’s sick of the same old stories about Scholar and Beauty getting secretly engaged in the rear
garden, and Scholar then triumphing over adversity to come first in the Imperial exam, so I’m looking for some
new materials.”
“Here you go,” Litman said.
There was a depraved girl who had affairs with two students simultaneously. Fortunately, she managed the situation
with skill, hoodwinking both of them such that neither had a clue what was going on. One day, Student A told the girl:
“I need 1,000 dollars fast. If you really love me, please help me come up with something.” The girl hesitated for a
moment, then said:
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“Leave it to me.”
In fact, she already had a plan: Student B had repeatedly borrowed money from her to the tune of 1,000 dollars. The
girl originally wanted to use the money herself and had already pressed him several times, since she had her own debts
to repay. Now with Student A entrusting her with this task on top of everything else, she pressed Student B as hard as
possible.
The funniest thing was that the reason Student A was so anxious for money was that he owed money to Student B.
As Student B was pressed by the girl, he in turn pressed Student A, so that it became a circle of pressure. Student B
could only go console the girl.
Unexpectedly, Student A happened to show up at just that moment, and when the three of them saw each other,
everything became clear. The girl couldn’t deceive them any more, and the three were caught in an embarrassing
situation.

“How does that material sound?”
“Excellent!” the man replied. “It’s sure to be popular.”
“Do you intend to publish it in a magazine?” Litman asked. The man shook his head.
“No. I’m making a record—a storytelling ballad.”
“You’re not a writer?? Litman asked in surprise. 'Are you a tanci performer?\fn{A type of performing art with roots in
Suzhou, consisting of storytelling with stringed accompanyment } The man rapped his fan against the table and exclaimed:
“See here! I am Soaring Ma’s great-grandson. My name is Chicken Ma. I perform at the House of Uninhibited
Joy.”
“So that’s it,” Litman said. “No wonder you act so strange.”
*
At that moment, in came a rich young man who had a car parked outside. Upon encountering Litman Deng, he
didn’t bother with “sir this” and “sir that”, but spoke as if addressing the family accountant.
“Are you Deng?”
Litman told him his name with the utmost politeness, upon which he learned that this man was the scion of the
eminent Zhu family. The man said:
“I came here especially to get fiction material. I have always been a great fan of literature.” He went on:
“I do not write fiction for profit, nor do I engage in such base activities as competing for literary prizes. I plan
to put out a stand-alone volume, but to have it pass through the hands of a tradesman would make it vulgar and
worthless, so I plan on publishing it myself. Once my book comes out, naturally society will brighten
considerably.” Litman remarked:
“For your honour to condescend to write is already special. That you would even do your own publishing is
even more admirable. The printing and binding is sure to be nothing but the best. If so, you’ll “make the price of
paper rise in Luoyang”, astounding the world and leaving the doors of the bookshops deserted.” Master Zhu
enquired:
“What type of material do you have for me, then?” Litman replied:
“The material your honour chooses is no trivial matter, so it’s my duty to make a careful selection for you.
Here you go:”
There was a student endowed with both talent and good looks who sought a talented and beautiful wife. Yet he
disdained the young ladies and society beauties he came across, considering them all too vulgar. Instead, he fancied a
certain prostitute, who was indeed endowed with talent and beauty. She too was in search of a talented and handsome
husband, so each fulfilled the other’s wishes.
But how could a prostitute become a principal wife? To resolve this problem, the prostitute was willing to accept
concubine status and search on his behalf for another young woman of talent and beauty who could serve as the
principal wife. One rich household did have a talented and beautiful daughter, but she had one flaw: she was extremely
jealous. Upon receiving this news, this girl thought of a strategy: she invited a group of literary men to a writing party
as a means of choosing a husband. That day, the scholar was among the group, and as he was her target to begin with,
he was, of course, chosen. They agreed to marry and move into the bride’s household following the autumn
examinations. The woman said to herself:
“We’ll see what that prostitute can do now that I’m the principal wife.”
Little did she expect that this information would reach the ears of the prostitute, who, after searching for a long time,
found yet another girl of talent and beauty. On hearing of her, the prostitute prepared her living quarters and, as soon as
the autumn examinations concluded, welcomed the scholar to her place and saw to it that he married the other girl
immediately. From then on, she locked her gate and forbade the groom from setting foot outside.
At first, the rich family’s daughter failed to find her bridegroom. Later she realized that the other two had snatched
him away, but though she tried every possible method to get him back, they all were in vain. Suddenly, she realized
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what had happened and conceded defeat, vowing to the two other wives that she would never be jealous again. And
they lived … beautifully ever after.

“If you work with this material it should be good for two volumes and at least 300 pages. Your honour’s
writing is sure to get an excellent reception in society.”
“Good,” Master Zhu said. “What is your price for these materials?” Litman replied:
“There’s no standard price. Whatever your honour feels is appropriate.”
“I suppose about 1,000 dollars, then?” Master Zhu asked.
“No, no!” Litman exclaimed hastily. “Five hundred would be quite a lot.”
“I didn’t bring money today,” Master Zhu told him, “so I’ll have my chauffeur bring it around. When I write
my draft, I’ll come by again to discuss it with you. Sorry to have disturbed you.”
He departed, leaving Litman as dazed as if he’d been possessed.
*
Since opening his shop, Litman Deng’s business prospered and he considered opening branch stores in other
major cities. One morning, he was visited by a bespectacled man in his thirties with a moustache shaped like an
inverted “V” who said that his courtesy name was Swallowtail. After the two had chatted for a while, Swallowtail
asked:
“How did you come to invent this new profession? Nowadays, we already have the novelty of illustration
bureaux and news bureaux providing materials to newspapers everywhere, but what you’ve come up with is even
more novel.” Litman replied:
“That’s because fiction has been booming in recent years—everybody’s writing fiction. Bookshop owners are
only interested in publishing fiction, and readers of books and newspapers are only interested in reading fiction.
Even people with barely a passing knowledge of fiction—people with no conception of or taste for fiction—are
going around writing and editing it to make up the numbers. So fiction grows more abundant day by day, while
day by day it plunges deeper into crisis. The demand for fiction outstrips the supply, so the content of published
fiction these days is drying up, all due to lack of material. I opened this shop to tackle the problem.” Swallowtail
said:
“You appear to be the only one in this line of work. For starters, no one has quite your breadth of knowledge. I
also came here today to ask you for some material. I’ve come up with a few ideas myself before but never liked
any of them. I’m looking for material for a short, funny piece. Do you have any?”
“Of course!” Litman replied. “Just listen to this:”
One winter evening, a man braved the wind and snow to go knock on a doctot’s door seeking medical help. The
doctor was out, but a young boy opened the door and invited the man in, then said to him:
“You came from the north riding a donkey that you borrowed from someone else. Your surname is Wang. The illness
you are inquiring about is a difficult labour and the patient is your wife, am I right?” The man was shocked.
“You must be an immortal! How did you guess? Please come quickly and make a diagnosis.”
“No need,’ the boy replied. “Go home and put one penny in the mother’s hand and your son will arrive.”
The man returned home happily. The next day when the doctor returned and asked if any patients had come by
yesterday, the boy recounted in detail the previous evening’s events. Hearing this, the doctor became furious and asked
him:
“Are you crazy? What is this nonsense? How could you treat someone’s life like a game?” The doctor grabbed a
stick and was about to beat the boy when suddenly a group of people came in, exclaiming: “Doctor, you are a true
immortal!” as they bowed in thanks to the boy and showered him with gifts.
The doctor was utterly mystified. A moment later, when everyone had left, he learned upon inquiry that they had
followed the boy’s instructions in dealing with the previous evening’s difficult labour, and that the baby had been born
safe and sound. The doctor became even more perplexed and asked the boy to explain how this had happened. The boy
explained:
“I saw that his back had traces of snow and rain while there were none on the front, so I knew he had come from the
north. Seeing that his feet were not wet, I knew that he had ridden here on a donkey, and since he didn’t lead the
donkey into shelter, but left it standing in the snow and rain, I knew that it had been borrowed. Seeing the characters
‘Hall of the Three Scholartrees’ on his bag, I knew that he was surnamed Wang.

As Litman reached this point, Swallowtail suddenly interrupted:
“Hold on a moment!
There are no emergencies in winter, so he knew it was a difficult labour. The man looked worried, and he knew the
man wouldn’t be unless it was his own wife. The doctor, still angry, asked:
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“Where the heck did you hear that a penny could help force the birth? Did you make that up?” The boy replied:
“I didn’t make it up. In this world, money can make anything happen, so the baby was born.”

Litman paled in amazement.
“You know it already?”
“Of course I do!” Swallowtail replied. “How could you give me this kind of material? This was published
previously in Short Story Monthly.” Litman got flustered.
“I had no idea. Probably a coincidence.”
“A coincidence?” Swallowtail asked. “You’re a fiction writer. How could you not know Wofoshanren’s\fn{ A
pen name of the late Qing writer Wu Woyao (1866-1910), also known as Wu Jianren } ‘Doctor’s Intuition’?”
As Litman was struggling for an answer, four or five people burst in—Tainted Fei, Handsome Xiao, and the
others—and surrounded Litman Deng, all looking incensed.
Litman couldn’t escape. Tainted Fei spoke first:
“Great! What a rascal you turned out to be!” Handsome Xiao chimed in: “Why are you bent on harming people
this way?”
“What’s the matter?” Litman asked. Tainted Fei replied:
“The material you gave me won first prize in the contest, sure enough, but when I went to collect the prize
money, I discovered that what you gave me was pilfered! That material was from the story “Rouge” in Strange
Tales from the Liao Studio, so they found out immediately and the prize money was withdrawn. There’s nothing
else to say. Give me my deposit back!” Handsome continued:
“You tricked me, too! When I turned your material into a story and showed it to my sweetheart, she laughed at
me, saying, ‘I saw this before in an old issue of Fiction Monthly. The author is Cheng Dake. You have some nerve
plagiarizing and then showing it around.’ I feel so ashamed I dare not see her again.”
“You got off easy,” Tainted Fei said. “Not only was my reputation tarnished, but I borrowed my deposit from
friends. Just think what I’ve lost! I’m going to sue for sure.” Swallowtail piped up:
“Gentlemen! His crime is truly unforgivable. However, since each of you is engaged in writing, you also seem
to be guilty of negligence, since you are not even familiar with stories that have already been published. I suggest
that you not take it to court. Let’s make him close shop instead.”
With this, someone took down the shop sign.
“Gentlemen,” Litman said tearfully, “things being as they are, there’s not much I can do. But my profession is
providing materials wholesale, not manufacturing them myself. All wholesalers ever do is sell other people’s
ready-made goods. It’s completely up to the buyer to determine whether or not these goods have been previously
used. If you like what you see, you buy it. As for plagiarizing, these days everybody is copying each other’s works
and rushing them to press. Why pick on me? Besides, I’m a promoter of Chinese goods. I never use foreign
goods. Aren’t those people who translate foreign fiction just plagiarizing? Why do you let them plagiarize and not
me? Fiction writers these days are a thick-skinned bunch, let’s face it. Copying old works is a trifle in comparison.
Some people have the audacity to lift a passage here and a section there and piece them together into a comic
story to trick readers. Isn’t that even more absurd?”\fn{ A note here reads: Zhuodai comments: Uh oh! This Litman Deng is on
a tirade and might get aroud to cursing me. I dare not write another line, so it’s time I lay down my pen }
257.13 Excerpt from China’s Wartime Progress (1939)\fn{by Kung Hsiang-his (1880-1967)} Taigu County, Shanxi
Province, China (M) 9
Since the last recess of your august body three months ago, the international situation has undergone a
tremendous change. Internally, much progress has been made in various spheres of administration. Details of
international developments and of domestic progress will be given by various ministers in their reports to the
Council. I will confine myself to a summary of the whole situation, and in addition, will briefly explain the future
policy of the Government.\fn{According to a note, at this time Dr. Kung was President of the Executive Yuan, to the Third Session
of the People’s Political Council (the virtual Parliament of China) which met between February 12 and 21, 1939 }
First of all, I wish to refer to the change of the international situation in our favor. The friendly Powers and
their peoples now have a better understanding of the object and spirit of our resistance, and consequently, are
showing greater sympathy with us and are giving us a larger measure of assistance. This is the most gratifying fact
during the last three months.
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The 104th Session of the League Council resolved to give China continued moral support. The USSR has
helped us unceasingly, as a member of the League, and also in fulfillment of the spirit of the resolutions passed by
the League.
Both England and America have likewise materially aided us. The United States of America has purchased
much silver from us, thereby stabilizing our currency. Recently America and England have granted us commercial
loans. For these concrete manifestations of friendship for China I feel certain that all of you feel, as does the
Government, a strong sense of gratitude towards these Powers. I wish also to inform you that the Government is
continuing to promote trade between China and America, and between China and England; and is doing everyt hing within its power to remove obstacles to the development of full economic and commercial co-operation with
these and other friendly countries.
On November 3, 1938, when your Council was in session, the Japanese Government issued a statement; on
December 19, Mr. Arita, Japan's Foreign Minister, gave a press interview; and on December 22, Prince Konoye
delivered a broadcast speech; all disclosing in unmistakable terms Japan’s ambition for the conquest of China and
for the domination of Asia.
Our supreme leader, Generalissimo Chiang Kai-shek, at the memorial service on December 26, strongly
refuted these Japanese pretensions and defined our stand in international relations. On December 31, the
American Government, following up its first note of October 6, sent a second note to Japan upholding all of its
rights in China. On January 14 and 19, respectively, the British and French Governments dispatched to the
Japanese Government their notes of protest, taking the same position as the United States of America. The
American note to Japan firmly upheld the validity of the Nine Power Treaty. The note announced that China’s
political independence and administrative integrity, and equality of opportunity for all foreign Powers (Open Door
Policy) are inseparable. Certainly no nation in the world has been able to maintain its Open Door after losing its
independence and sovereignty. Those of us who have studied modern history are well acquainted with America’s
traditional policy of maintaining peace in the Pacific. The prerequisite for the success of this policy is China’s
independence and the validity of the Open Door principle. The American Government has in plain language reaffirmed its faith in this principle and the necessity for upholding the Nine Power Treaty. America’s open
reassertion of its traditional policy has already had tremendous influence upon world opinion.
Secondly, the United States holds that present treaties are subject to revision by orderly processes of
negotiation, but refuses to recognize unilateral abrogation or plain violation of agreements. We do not hold that
international conditions should always remain the same without change, but changes must be made by lawful
processes. The notes of England, America, and France were based entirely upon principles of justice. We agree
with the viewpoint of the three great Powers.
There are persons who hold that the nations of the world should be divided into two groups, namely, those
which insist upon the maintenance of the status quo, and those which desire a revision of present conditions. Such
an analysis of the world situation is misleading. As a matter of fact, nations are divided into those which believe
in the revision of treaties by peaceful negotiations and those which believe in the revision of treaties by armed
aggression. The dominance of one group or the other affects profoundly world civilization and the welfare of
mankind. Our answer to this problem was long ago known to the world. We are only too glad to support peaceful
negotiations in a spirit of sincerity and reasonableness, but there is a limit to such negotiations. Any matter which
concerns the existence of a nation and its independence cannot be made a subject for diplomatic discussions. In
the face of armed aggression we are resolved to resist and to resist to the end.
Some contend that the existing treaties cannot apply to a new international situation that has been created by
force. If such a contention is granted, then no code of international morality can possibly be established, and the
world situation will become steadily worse. Far-sighted men in many countries are aware of this fact and are
endeavoring to avert such a predicament by united policy and action. In Europe, the International Peace
Committee has been organized to combat aggression. In the United States of America there was organized last
summer a Committee for Non-Participation in Japanese Aggression, with the object of persuading the American
people to refrain voluntarily from supplying Japan with weapons for aggression. American merchants, it is true,
have not directly participated in Japanese aggression; but supplying Japan with war materials is really equivalent
to sharing in Japanese aggression. The Committee was organized by the people and has no relation with the
American Government. What prompted the people to launch this movement was the awakening of their
consciences and their moral indignation, not the obligations of treaties or any benefits which might come to their
country. Recently Colonel Stimson, former American Secretary of State, accepted the office of Honorary
President of the Committee, which has further increased its influence. Japanese militarists may scoff at such a
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moral protest, but we know that we are fighting for the sake of peace and justice. Our victory is not to be
determined by temporary gains or losses on the battlefield.
The moral triumph which has already been achieved will serve as the basis for our final victory.
The marked turn of the international situation in favor of China is the result of our solid unity and of the heroic
struggle being carried on under the leadership of our Generalissimo. The unmasking of Japan’s sinister designs,
especially following Konoye’s statement, has been another important cause.
When the Japanese occupied Mukden on September 18, 1931, we told the world that this was the beginning of
Japan’s programme to carry out her inordinate ambitions for conquest. Unfortunately, the world did not place
sufficient confidence in our estimate of the situation. People thought that we were merely spreading propaganda.
But when our troops withdraw from Hankow and the enemy monopolized all commercial interests in the lower
Yangtze Valley, and especially when Konoye and Arita openly disclosed Japan’s real intentions, the friendly
nations and peoples awoke to the facts, and their attitude consequently was changed.
Konoye’s statement of December 22 was assailed by the Generalissimo in his address of December 26, 1938.
It is not necessary to repeat what the Generalissimo said, but I wish to point out that the views expressed by the
Generalissimo happen to be very similar to those contained in the notes of England, America and France. For
example, the Generalissimo said:
“Actually, if we should recognize Japan's ‘new order in East Asia’ and the ‘co-operation of Japan, Manchukuo
and China,’ we should become a vassal state, if not a protectorate, which is equivalent to annexation by Japan …”
The British note said practically the same thing:
“His Majesty’s Government is at a loss to understand how Prince Konoye’s assurances that Japan seeks no
territory and respects the sovereignty of China, can be reconciled with the declared intention of the Japanese
Government forcibly to compel the Chinese people to accept conditions involving surrender of their political,
economic and cultural life to Japanese control, the indefinite maintenance in China of considerable Japanese
garrisons, and the virtual detachment from China of Inner Mongolia."
On November 3, Konoye in a broadcast speech declared that the Chinese-Japanese hostilities were a “tragedy
of mutual destruction.” True, but we may ask: Who caused this tragedy? And who is to blame for the continuance
of the tragedy?
Needless to say, the Japanese militarists.
In recent years the Japanese have claimed to be the guardians of Oriental culture and, in the guise of protector,
have been trying to create an Oriental bloc against America and Europe. But when we look at the objectives and
methods of Japan’s war of aggression, we can find no evidence of Oriental civilization or of the spirit of culture.
China is the real fountain-head of Oriental civilization. What civilization Japan has was given her by China, in
resisting Japanese aggression, we are fulfilling our responsibility for the maintenance of Oriental civilization. Last
month the senior professors of Oxford University in a joint letter to the Generalissimo said:
“In the past the British people have had their ignorant doubts as to the reality and significance of Chinese
civilization and culture. Today, instructed as we are on the one hand by the savage hates of narrow nationalistic
cults, and on the other hand by the dignity and self-control of Chinese feeling against Japan, we can have no
doubt as to whose hands bear the torch of civilization.”
These professors are world-famous and learned scholars. I wonder what is the reaction of thinking Japanese to
such a judgment. The Japanese propagandists who raise the question of Oriental civilization in the midst of war,
have evidently two objectives in mind. First, they want to expel American and European influence from China
under the pretext of promoting Oriental civilization, as against Occidental civilization: then they will be free to
create the so-called “new order in Asia” and to realize their dream of a China-Japan-Manchukuo bloc.
Do the Japanese not know that Oriental culture is a spiritual heritage from our ancestors? We should certainly
do our best to spread this culture far and wide, but in doing so we must not stir up a conflict between Occidental
and Oriental civilizations, nor must we become self-complacent. We firmly believe that the inter-change of
Occidental and Oriental cultures is of mutual benefit. The Japanese must not forget the history of the Meiji
Reformation, the significance of which was that Japan with a background of Oriental civilization accepted
Occidental civilization with its sciences, mechanical arts, constitutionalism, and the like. If the Japanese leaders
during the Meiji era had not been humble enough to accept Occidental culture, Japan would probably still be an
unorganized people and a medieval type of state. Now Japan is trying to ban the very Occidental culture which
has benefited her so much in the past.
Konoye added that the lack of peace between us has been due to the reactionary tendencies in China after the
World War. Is it China or Japan which has shown reactionary tendencies? Japan has been sinking deeper and
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deeper into the whirlpool of reaction and now seems unable to extricate herself. For the sake of the world and in
the interest of the peoples of the Orient, there should be close co-operation between the Orient and Occident, not
only cultural but also economic co-operation. Such co-operation will benefit both East and West, and as a result
Oriental culture will be more freely appreciated. Co-operation implies equality and inter-dependence; it does not
mean dependence on one side and oppression on the other.
The second slogan of the Japanese propagandists is “joint defence against Communism.” They think that by
raising the flag of anti-Communism or of defence against Communism they will be able to fool the world into
believing that their war of aggression is a war against Communism. However, people all over the world know
only too well that the Japanese militarists have forced this war on China in order to rob her of her resources, and
not for the sake of any political principles.
The Chinese people believe in the Three People’s Principles of Dr. Sun Yat-sen and do not subscribe to any
other political theories. The Three People’s Principles are rooted in China’s past and are suited to present
conditions in China. Everyone knows that the Chinese people have been working for years to put these principles
into effect. The Japanese propagandists, if they are not entirely ignorant, should understand the Chinese national
spirit and the history of the Chinese revolution. Why should they attempt to deceive themselves and others?
Arita’s statement in the Japanese Diet on January 21, that “the anti-Japanese policy adopted by the Chinese
National Government before the outbreak of the present hostilities was .instigated by the Third International,” is
laughable. Is it not possible for a nation like China, with her own history and political principles, to rise up in selfdefence without the instigation of an outside power? Before the war, China tried hard to avert the disaster, but it
was unavoidable. What can we do now but continue our resistance? Hiranuma, the new Japanese Prime Minister,
announces that Japan will prosecute the war of aggression to the end and thus carry out her fundamental policy.
We are just as determined to continue our policy of resistance to the very end.
What I have said summarizes the sinister designs of the enemy during the last three months, and the changes in
the international situation. Besides carrying out our national policy, we shall try through propaganda to awaken
the Japanese people to the danger that confronts them, and to make them stop their self-destructive policy so that
peace may soon return to Asia. As for our policy towards other countries, we will adhere to the Chinese ancient
teaching,
“Return good for good and answer injuries with uprightness.”
We shall continue to promote closer relations with all friendly nations so as to secure greater assistance from
those already on cordial terms with us, and also to strengthen our ties with those not so sympathetic with us. Our
aim is to promote international harmony and co-operation. We should insist that the repeated declarations and
resolutions of the League of Nations and Nine Power Conference be put into effect, as far as possible. We should
give our strong support to law and order which ought to govern all international relations and to the sanctity of
treaties, in co-operation with all the Powers concerned.
Although the international situation has changed for the better, we should continue to exert ourselves to the
utmost and should not show the slightest spirit of dependence upon others for help. The Provisional Assembly of
the Kuomintang last year adopted the principles for national resistance and reconstruction, emphasizing the fact
that they should be carried out simultaneously. There can be no national reconstruction if China does not put up a
determined resistance. This war of resistance will be known in history as a war for national reconstruction.
The second point upon which I wish to lay stress is that during this war of resistance what we are doing in the
way of national reconstruction should fit in with our plan for the next hundred years. We should not temporize.
During this epochal period, we must work for immediate objectives and also take the future into consideration. In
other words, what we do should benefit our campaign of resistance and likewise our programme of national
reconstruction.
Turning to the internal administration: the organization of the People’s Political Council will undoubtedly
increase China's strength for resistance and will speed up national reconstruction. We hope that the provincial
political councils will also assume these two responsibilities. During the last three months the Executive Yuan has
actively urged the formation of provisional political councils in the various provinces.
While we feel that this matter should not be further delayed, yet we must not be precipitate. The Government
had originally set January 1 of this year as the date for the inauguration of the People's Provincial Political
Councils. Owing to the lack of time for making adequate preparations and to difficulties of communication,
various provinces requested an extension of time for the inauguration. The Government complied with their
request, but set a time limit as follows: the provincial political councils in most of the provinces should assemble
in March or April. I had talks recently with quite a number of provincial chairmen who came to Chungking to
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attend the Fifth Plenary Session of the Kuomintang. They all felt that the members of these provincial councils
should be true representatives of the people and should be able administrators. In order to attain the object, it
would be the best for public functionaries now in office not to be elected, and even participants in political affairs
should withdraw from the elections, so that Chinese leaders living in retirement may have greater opportunity to
serve the Government. The spirit of solidarity has been amply demonstrated in the People's Political Council at
Chungking, and it is hoped that the same spirit will prevail in the various provincial political councils.
The last three months has been a period for general readjustment of party, political and military affairs between
the Central Government and local authorities. The object of this readjustment is to meet the needs of the second
period of resistance. In addition to the administrative programme for the second stage of resistance planned by the
Executive Yuan, there is now a Supreme National Defence Council, authorized by the Fifth Plenary Session of the
Kuomintang, to unify the party, the political and military command and, during the period of resistance, to take
the place, temporarily, of the Central Political Council. Various ministries and commissions of the Central
Kuomintang Headquarters and various ministries and commissions of the Five Yuans, as well as the National
Military Council, are subject to the direction of the Supreme National Defence Council. The Tsungtsai of the
Kuomintang (Generalissimo Chiang Kai-shek) will at the same time act as the President of the Supreme National
Defence Council. For the sake of efficiency, the Council need not follow the usual procedure but can issue direct
orders. From now on there will be even closer co-ordination of political and military affairs.
In local administration it is essential to strengthen the political machinery under the provincial government. In
our political system there is only one political machinery for the central and local governments. The old division
of the country into Chun, Chow, Tao and provinces was for the sake of administrative efficiency. The provincial
government should carry out orders of the Central Government and make known its wishes, counsel the people
within the province, and on behalf of the Central Government supervise the work of local administrators.
As to the war areas, since lines of communications have been severed by the Japanese, it has been necessary to
re-arrange the districts with national defence, military communications and economic conditions in mind. It is
now stipulated that administrative inspectors should not act concurrently as magistrates, that their own
organization should be strengthened and that they should be held responsible for the supervision of local
administrative offices. The magistrate is the most important local official in the district.
Particularly during the second stage of resistance, a system of civil service examinations for magistrates should
be instituted, and qualified persons should be given special training before taking up office. Once appointed, able
magistrates will be secure in the tenure of office and will be given freedom in the performance of their duties. One
good magistrate may accomplish more than a whole division of troops. A district with a population of more than
500,000 will be raised to the status of a special hsien or district, and the magistrate will receive the treatment of an
official of selected rank. This is an important feature in the programme of internal administration for the second
period of resistance.
Referring to military affairs, all I need to say is that our fighting strength is now much greater than before the
outbreak of the war on July 7, 1937, both from the spiritual and the material point of view.
I wish to say a word about the administrative conditions in the provinces where there is fighting. We are fond
of using the term “occupied areas.” This term is really unsatisfactory and may cause misunderstandings abroad as
well as at home. The areas where the enemy has set his foot are war areas regardless of the nature of the war that
is going on there, whether it be positional fighting, guerilla activities or mobile warfare.
A glance at administrative conditions in Kiangsu, Chekiang, Fukien, Anhwei, Kiangsi, Hupeh, Hunan, Hopei,
Honan, Shantung and Shansi, reveals that these 11 provinces have 941 districts (hsien) of which 583 districts, or
62 percent, are still intact. The magistrates in these 583 districts are carrying on their duties in their offices as
usual. Then there are 35 districts whose magistrates are functioning nominally in their offices, although portions
of their territory have been temporarily occupied by the enemy troops. There are 245 districts whose cities have
been occupied by the enemy troops, but whose magistrates are carrying on their duties in country places in the
same districts. These constitute 26 percent of the total number of districts in the 11 provinces. The magistrates of
24 districts have moved to neighboring districts to function, but they have not lost the power of directing affairs in
their own districts. Only 55 magistrates out of a total of 941, have been unable to discharge their duties as a result
of complete Japanese occupation of their districts. These districts are only 6 percent of the total number in the 11
provinces. Of the 55 districts, 42 are located in Hopei Province. And of this number, 22 are in eastern Hopei
where, before the Marco Polo Bridge incident, Yin Ju-kêng, Japan’s puppet, had already marked out the so-called
East Hopei Special Area.
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After one and a half years of sanguinary fighting, the districts freshly occupied by the enemy—with the
exception of Peiping, Tientsin, Shanghai, Nanking, Hankow and Canton—number only 33, and these districts are
subject to constant threats from guerilla units. From this one can see that the enemy has reaped a very poor
political harvest.
The readjustment of the political machinery in such an extensive zone of hostilities is a highly complicated
problem, and it is no less important than the reorganization of the troops. The method of readjustment is to divide
the war zone into primary and secondary front-line areas. The Government has organized a war zone committee in
the primary front-line areas in order to co-ordinate party and political affairs, unify the command, insure a larger
measure of efficiency in administration, facilitate rapid communications and meet other urgent needs during war
time. We are confident that in the future we will be able to deal more deadly blows at the enemy’s rear.
In the secondary front-line areas, the Government has worked out various plans based upon special conditions
in different parts of the country. We have increased the duties and powers of the magistrates or administrative
inspectors so as to facilitate their work and enable them to carry on resistance independently. In certain special
administrative areas which are situated too far away from the seat of the provincial government, and where lines
of communications are frequently cut by the enemy, the Executive Yuan has acceded to the request of the
provincial authorities for the establishment of special offices.
There are other domestic affairs which deserve our attention. One of them is the enforcement of the
conscription system. In this country the conscription system is a comparatively new thing. Formerly, as you know,
we experienced much difficulty in putting it into effect. It is necessary first to arouse the spirit of resistance
among the people, and also to improve the lower grades of political organization so that people will want to join
the army. It has taken other countries many decades of effort to meet these two conditions. The Government’s
present efforts at improvement of the conscription system include better treatment for able-bodied male adults
undergoing military training, special privileges for the families of the soldiers at the fronts, a broader educational
programme and reforms in the pao-chia (registration and mutual guarantee) system.\fn{ A note reads: In the pao-chia
system, all able-bodied men are organized by tens and hundreds }
If five percent of the 450,000,000 population of China join the military service, we would be able to mobilize
an army of 22,500,000 men. Compare this with Japan's possible mobilization of 3,000,000 men, and you see that
we can put up seven soldiers against Japan's one. Why then should we worry as to whether we can ultimately
drive the enemy out of our territory?
Recently there have been some criticisms, based on theoretical grounds, of the pao-chia system. We will not
discuss the rights and wrongs of the system, but without it, we would find it difficult to put the conscription
system into effect. Defects in the pao-chia system should of course be remedied, and the Government will
certainly improve the treatment of pao-chia leaders who should be more carefully chosen. A comprehensive
programme has been promulgated by the Executive Yuan. The Ministry of the Interior has been making plans for
the training of pao-chia leaders, as a means of strengthening the system. We hope that these reforms will soon be
put into effect in the various provinces.
The next domestic item which should receive our attention is the suppression of opium. The Government will
continue its earnest efforts to eliminate the opium traffic. Particular attention has been paid to the prohibition of
opium smoking in the hope of bringing an early end to the evil.
Another important item of work in the rear is the development of the southwestern and northwestern
provinces. You all know that back of Szechwan is Sikang, a very rich and fertile territory. For a number of years
the Government has been making preparations to organize Sikang into a province. On January 1 of this year the
provincial government of Sikang was formally set up. The first step in the development of Sikang is the
improvement of its communications. The Government has been responsible for all the finances necessary in the
first stage of such a development, and also for the supply of technical men. Besides the undertaking in Sikang,
promoted directly by the Ministry of Communications and the Ministry of Economics, the Central Government
has given the provincial government of Sikang a grant of $750,000 for this fiscal year.
The second point to which we have paid attention is the security of the people in Sikang. The Chinese people
under the National Government, regardless of race and religious faith, all enjoy the same rights and privileges. A
minority of people in Sikang observe customs different from those of other parts of China, and their cultural
standard is rather low. We should help them to raise that standard, and furthermore we should solve their
livelihood problems.
Behind Sikang is Tibet. Since the commencement of the present hostilities, the people in Tibet have
appreciated the significance of the war and have unanimously upheld the national policy. The Central
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Government, following the teachings of Dr. Sun Yat-sen, has worked for the consolidation of the various races
that form the Chinese nation on the basis of equality. We respect the traditional religion of Tibet. We consider the
welfare of Tibetans as the welfare of the entire nation. As to local administration, it should be left in the hands of
the Tibetan political and religious leaders who are acquainted with the local conditions. Neither the Central
Government nor the neighboring provincial government should intervene in their affairs. .
The successor to the 14th Dalai Lama will be selected within this year. In accordance with tradition, the high
officials in Tibet have discovered two divinely gifted children. In the vicinity of the Tahorhssu Monastery another
child has been found as a possible successor. The Government has instructed the Chinghai (Kokonor) Provincial
Government to escort the latter to Lhasa. There one of the three children will be chosen by lot in a grand
ceremony as the successor to the 14th Dalai Lama. On December 28 last year the Government appointed General
Wu Chung-hsin, Chairman of the Mongolian and Tibetan Affairs Commission, and Jechen Hutukohtu (living
Buddha), regent to Tibet, to preside over the function.
Turning to our Mohammedan brethren, what they have contributed to this war of resistance in man-power and
in material and financial resources is most gratifying. The enemy has not only occupied our territory by force but
has also tried unsuccessfully to incite divisions among our people. Since the beginning of the war of resistance,
the Mohammedan generals under the leadership of the Generalissimo have led their troops in fighting the
invaders. At the same time, the Mohammedan local authorities have mobilized the masses, contributed money and
man-power, organized propaganda corps to arouse the people and inspire patriotism, formed first-aid corps to
participate in the relief of wounded soldiers at the front, and have sent goodwill missions to various countries in
the Near East, thereby enlisting the support of our neighboring countries. These are well-known and gratifying
facts.
Another cause for gratification is the remarkable progress made in Sinkiang (Chinese Turkestan), a province of
complex races who have been welded into one solid bloc by General Shéng Shih-tsai, Pacification Commissioner
for Sinkiang. Recently the people of Sinkiang contributed funds for the purchase of airplanes as their part in the
war of resistance. Their patriotism is certainly worthy of praise.
Joining hands with the rest of the country in this new era are the Mongols. Changchin Hutukohtu, religious leader
of Mongolia, recently came to Chungking and attended the Fifth Plenary Session of the Kuomintang. Prince Sha,
political leader of Mongolia and President of the Yeghe Jo League, is another arrival from Mongolia. He has also
assumed the position of State Councillor in the National Government. The important contributions made by these
two Mongol leaders to our war of resistance are known all over China.
The Government is likewise highly grateful to our overseas brethren for demonstrations of their patriotism in
various ways. Since the war began, wealthy overseas brethren have made liberal contributions to the
Government's war chest and thereby have upheld the national policy. Most to be admired are those overseas
brethren who have had to practice rigid economy in order to make their contributions, or those who have traveled
tens of thousands of miles back to their motherland in order to take an active part in the war.
In the educational realm, although the enemy has talked much about Oriental culture, yet in his conduct of the
war he does not pay the slightest regard to the institutions of culture in China. He has made school buildings a
definite objective of bombing and destruction from the air. His sinister intentions are too obvious to require
explanation. Many of you who have been engaged in educational work know what the sufferings of educational
workers and the losses in educational institutions have been, since the war began. With regard to the removal of
schools from the war zones and the provision of accommodations for refugee students and teachers during the last
three months, the Ministry of Education has already made two full reports.
On account of the extension of the fighting areas, this work is still being continued. Since the advent of the
winter season, many young men in schools have lacked warm clothing. Last November the Government gave
$300,000 for the purchase of winter clothes and cotton quilts for poor students. Since the Chinese withdrawal
from Wuhan, many students have left the province of Hupeh. The Government devised plans for their
accommodation and gave financial assistance to two Hupeh Government schools so that they might increase their
capacity. In response to the request of the Hunan people, the Government has decided to open a government
middle-school for the accommodation of Hunan students; since the number of government middle-schools is
steadily increasing, the Government is planning a careful reorganization in order to reduce administrative and
teaching inconveniences to a minimum.
War can teach people much. We should avail ourselves of the opportunity war has offered us to examine our
educational system. Is the distribution of cultural institutions in various areas a reasonable distribution? Before the
war our educational system laid stress upon intellectual training and neglected moral and physical education. Can
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such a system promote the all-round development of youth? During the war the Government needs many able
persons, but on the other hand many who have received an education are still unemployed. Does this not show the
defects in our pre-war educational system? We should closely examine such questions with the object of finding a
fundamental solution, so that greater educational progress may be made in the future.
With regard to the economic phase of our work, the Government is actively pursuing the policy of exploiting
national resources and increasing production. The ministries concerned have no doubt submitted detailed reports
to you. I wish to comment briefly on a few points of larger policy.
In the past our industries were not developed according to a formulated policy. The requirements of national
defence were not considered, nor was attention paid to the natural resources in various areas. This proved to be a
wasteful period in our economic development. Since the war of resistance began, the Government has done its
best to avoid the repetition of such mistakes. The Ministry of Economics has assisted in the removal of factories
from cities along the sea coast and on the principal rivers to the interior. It has also started new in dustries. The
future development of industries in this country will not be haphazard, but according to a definite programme.
The Government, after studying the resources and communications of the southwestern provinces, has decided
to make the Tokiang and Minkiang valleys in Szechwan an important industrial region during the first period of
development. Within this region may be found the coal of Chienweihsien and the petroleum and gas of
Weiyuhsien which, according to experts, have great possibilities. In this region have already been established an
alcoholic distillation plant, a power plant and a chemical industrial plant. A paper mill and a sugar refinery are
being planned. This regional economic planning is the first of its kind in China, and it is placed in the hand of
experts. Success is assured.
Co-ordination of state-operated enterprises and private enterprises is a very important but also complicated
problem. Under Dr. Sun Yat-sen’s principle of “The People’s Livelihood” we shall have to devise means for
restricting capital and preventing monopoly of the market and control of finance by a few capitalists. Since the
successful enforcement of the new currency policy and the stabilization of the national banks we have had no
need to worry about private financial monopolies. The principal means of communications have already been
taken over by the Government. The larger mining areas, particularly those which are of vital importance to
national defence and the development of heavy industries have been set aside for State operation. Monopoly of
the markets by private individuals has been reduced to the minimum. In an undeveloped country like China the
scope of State-operated and private enterprises is immense, but if the scope is not clearly defined, or if the
Government constantly changes its mind, there will not be a bold investment of private capital in such enterprises.
The Government, therefore, is paying considerable attention to the amendment of the corporation law, the
encouragement of private enterprises, and co-operation between the Government and business leaders.
Prior to the war, our people were laying much stress upon rural economic relief. The Government, besides
promoting rural co-operation and agricultural experimentation, created a farm credit bureau to readjust rural
economics. This kind of work, essential in time of peace, becomes even more important during a war of
resistance. Before the war, however, the bureau limited its activities to the Lower Yangtze Valley. Since the war,
the bureau has shifted its attention to the various provinces in Southwest China.
In 1938 the bureau established 76 rural credit banks in the Southwest and subscribed $7,000,000 toward the
capital fund. At the same time it established 49 granaries, with capacity for storing. 1,000,000 piculs of grain,
invested $8,700,000 on irrigation projects benefitting 2,300,000 mu\fn{1 mu = one-sixth of an English acre} of
farmland; purchased and stored $1,100,000 worth of raw cotton, cotton yarn, cotton cloth and foodstuffs to meet
emergency military or civilian needs in the rear. Although the bureau is already doing satisfactory work, yet we
should continue to enlarge the scope of its activities.
However, it must be admitted that work in the villages is very difficult. Not only is the educational standard of
the farmers low, but also there is utter lack in rural cities of adequate financial machinery for the circulation of
capital. The progress of rural enterprises can therefore not be compared with the progress of urban enterprises.
In the field of communications, two major improvements have been effected during the last months. First,
since there were several different government departments in charge of communications, resulting in serious lack
of co-operation and wastage of effort, the Executive Yuan at the beginning of this year established a joint
commission for water and land transportation in order to unify the means of communication and distribute goods
more intelligently. When the British and American loans are concluded, the number of motor buses and trucks on
the public roads will be doubled.
Second, the Government has planned a network of railways in the Southwest. In addition to the Yunnan-Burma
Railway, the Government is planning to build a line linking Kunming and Ipin (Suifu) near the Yunnan-Szechwan
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border. There will be an extension of the line from Weining on the Kunming-Ipin line to Kweiyang where it will
connect with a railway to Liuchow in the heart of Kwangsi. This new railway system will link up closely the four
southwestern provinces of Yunnan, Szechwan, Kweichow and Kwangsi. As to the railway in the Northwest,
negotiations are proceeding with a friendly power looking forward to its eventual construction.
Again, the arrangement for air communications between England and China is worthy of notice. In accordance
with the present agreement, our planes can fly to Rangoon, while British planes can fly from Rangoon to
Kunming. At Rangoon we connect with the aerial highway between Asia and Europe. This arrangement will speed
mails and passenger traffic between the two continents of Asia and Europe.
You are receiving at another time a detailed report on military affairs. I shall have another opportunity to report
in full upon the financial administration, so I shall not discuss this now.
From the foregoing review of activities, we may conclude that our organization for the prosecution of the war
has been gradually improving. We have mobilized our man-power, financial resources, and material resources
more effectively than the enemy in his much publicized general mobilization. Our success has been due largely to
careful planning on the part of the responsible government agencies under the guidance of the Generalissimo.
War with a foreign power is a crucial test for any nation. One of our weaknesses disclosed by this war is that
we have not been sufficiently modernized. The enemy attacked us just at a time when we had begun to modernize
ourselves. He thought that we were not well prepared for resistance, and believed that quick victory would follow
a swift attack on China. But he misjudged the situation. In the midst of hardships and sufferings, the Chinese race
has demonstrated the great spirit upon which it has been nurtured for thousands of years. Therefore, we have faith
in China’s bright future. The war of resistance has increased our self-confidence.
By constant self-examination we can remedy our shortcomings as soon as they are found. The good qualities
manifested by our people should not only be conserved, but they should also be developed and given larger
expression. This meeting of the People’s Political Council gives us an opportunity to examine our past activities
and to plan for the future.
With all sincerity the Government wishes to discuss with you the important problems that face the nation.
Many questions relating to the present war of resistance and also questions regarding the long-term future policy
of national reconstruction demand your earnest consideration. You are men and women of rich scholarship, ability
and experience. We shall expect your deliberations to make a vital contribution to the welfare of our nation.
208.62 Excerpt from Western And Central Asians In China Under The Mongols: Their Transformation Into
Chinese\fn{by Ch’ên Yüan (1880-1969)} Shanghai, China (M) 6
The term Hsi-yü\fn{Western Regions} already existed during the Han dynasty.\fn{ 202BC-220AD} Its boundaries
varied from time to time with the progress of geographical knowledge and the extension of political influence.
Prior to the reign of Emperor Wu of the Han,\fn{ 140-87BC} its boundaries included generally the territory west of
the Yü-mên and Yang passes up to present day Sinkiang. Later, as knowledge of western lands increased, it came
to include territories west of the Pamirs, Samarkand, modern Russian Turkestan, and part of India. Still later, it
also included Persia, Ta-shih, Asia Minor, and the whole of India. The so-called “Western Regions” mentioned in
the writings of the Yüan dynasty are also very extensive, stretching from the T’ang-wu and Wei-wu-erh regions,
through the areas occupied by the three Mongol kingdoms of the northwest to Eastern Europe.
The natives of the Hsi-yu are the Sê-mu people.\fn{ A term which seems to have been used for the first time in a legal code
of the T’ang dynasty in 653AD and by the 13 th century came to describe a people racially different from Mongols, Han-jên and Nan-jên
(Southerners)} The practice of calling them Sê-mu instead of Hsi-yu was because, during the Yüan period, the

population was divided into Mongols, Sê-mu, Chinese (Han-jên), and Southerners. In official documents, the
natives of the Western Regions were referred to as Se-mu, but in general literature they were known as natives of
Hsi-yü.
In his book Cho kêng lu chüan, T’ao Tsung-i (c.1320-1401) listed seventy-two varieties of Mongols, thirty-one
varieties of Sê-mu, and eight varieties of Chinese. In his Tables of Tribes for the Yüan shih, Ch’ien Ta-hsin (17281804) criticized this classification as being full of mistakes and duplications; unfortunately no other authority is
available for correction. Nevertheless, from this\fn{ T’ao’s list} it is possible to gain some idea of the distinction
made by the Yüan between Mongols and Se-mu, and to learn that the distinction between Han-jên and
Southerners was made on the basis of whether they lived under the rule of Chin or Sung; it was because of the
latter fact that the Khitan, Jurchen, and Koreans were also known as Han-jên.
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According to the Treatise on Examinations of the Yüan shih, the population was also classified according to
the order of conquest; thus the people of Yunnan and Szechuan were known as Han-jên, while the people of
Kiang-Che, Hu-kuang, and Kiangsi provinces, and those of Kiang-pei and Huai-nan regions of Honan province
were called Southerners.\fn{Although some of these regions lie north of Yünnan and Szechuan } Kiang-Che so-called
comprises present-day Fukien and Chekiang; Kiangsi comprises present-day Kiangsi and Kuang-tung; Hu-kuang
comprises present-day Hunan, Kueichow, and Kuangsi; Kiang-pei and Huai-nan comprises present-day Kiangsu,
Anhui, and Hupei. In the local and provincial examinations, Mongols and Sê-mu constituted the right list, while
Han-jên and Southerners made up the left. According to the rules governing the compilation of biographical
sketches for the Yüan shih, Mongols and Sê-mu were classified in one category, and Han-jên and Southerners in
another.
As to Sê-mu people who were erroneously listed among the Han-jên and Southerners because they bore
Chinese names, such as Chao Shih-yen (1260-1336) and Ho T’ien-t’ing (1247-1313)—this was due to the
oversight of official historians. In his Kai yü ts’ung k'ao and Nien-erh shih cha chi, Chao I (1727-1814) stated that
in chuan 31 and 32 there were narratives concerning the martyrdom of Yü Ch’üeh (1302-1357)\fn{ He committed
suicide when the defenses at An-ch’ing were breached by the Chinese rebelling against their overlords } and other officials; while in
chüan 33 there were narratives concerning meritorious officials who helped to found the empire, such as Yeh-lü
Ch’u-ts’ai (1189-1243)\fn{A descendant of the Liao imperial family who served both Genghis Khan and Ogedei Khan } and other.
These narratives were in incorrect order. As they were submitted on two different occasions, they were not put
straight. This assertion is mistaken. Ch’ien Ta-hsin’s comment in Shih-chia-chai yang hsin-lu (chüan 9) and Nienerh shih k’ao-i (chüan 97) are correct.
As the discussions in this book are limited to the Western Regions, the Mongol, Khitan, and Jurchen peoples
are not touched. Because the civilization of these peoples was primitive in character, it is not surprising that they
should become sinicized. As regards the people of Japan, Korea, Liu-ch’iu, and Annam, who have been using the
written language and institutions of China for a long time, their sinicization is also not to be wondered at.
But the Uighur, T’u-chueh,\fn{The Turku} Persians, Arabs, and Syrians all had written languages and religions
of their own. Except for the Uighur, all the western Asiatic countries are a long way from China, and are not to be
compared with the countries of the south and east. Nevertheless, once their people came to China, they adopted
Chinese customs. Moreover, they attained considerable distinction in both literature and scholarship.
This was something unprecedented and the Yüan dynasty was unique in this respect. In his introduction to a
collection of ten Yüan poets, Hsü P’o\fn{ A bibliophile from Min-hsien, Fukien Province, who flourished at the beginning of the
17th century} said:
“T’ien-hsi (1308-1388) and I-chih were born in the desert, yet they composed poetry and prose of a high
quality and became outstanding writers. Does this not represent a special glory of the Empire ruled over by the
Ch’i-wu-wên family?”\fn{The family of Genghis Khan } T’ien-hsi was also known as Sa-tu-la, while I-chih’s other
name was Nai Hsien. This is something one cannot but record.
*
Before taking up the discussion of the sinicization of the people of the Western Regions, it is essential to know
the state of the civilization of the people of this area during the Yüan period. The civilization of the Hsi-yü had
developed successively under the influence of Mazdaism,\fn{ I.e., Zorastorianism} Buddhism, Nestorianism, and
Islam over a period of several hundred years. Then the people had been subjected to the rule of the Hsi Liao, and
had been introduced to Han culture through Ta-shih Lin-ya, (1087-1143) during the century just prior to Mongol
rule. Before this, Ta-shih Lin-ya had shown the excellence of Chinese civilization on the continent of Central
Asia. Yeh-lü Ch’u-ts’ai’s Huai ku pai yün includes this passage:
The Later Liao rose with Ta-shih;
Its rule in the Western Regions extended as far as Kucha.
Their prestige inspired awe over a myriad li.
For a hundred years they spread the Doctrine of Names.

[And in his Chan-jan chü-shih chi he says:]
Ta-shih Lin-ya … subjugated tens of states in the Western Regions, their total territory adding up to several hundred
of thousands of [square] li. There was a succession of rulers, whose ruling totaled more than a century. They stressed
education and culture, and are remembered in the Hsi-yü to this day.

62

Hsi Liao had five rulers, whose reigns came in all to eighty-eight years.\fn{ 1124-1211} Each had a Chinese title
for his reign, from which we may infer that they must have used the Chinese written language while in the
Western Regions. Eastern Europeans to this day speak of China as Khitan, which originated about this time.
This is similar to the practice of Yeh-lü Ch’u-ts’ai and Ch’iu Ch’u-chi, (1148-1227) who in their travelogues
spoke of Hsi-yü as Hui-hê.\fn{Another name for the Uighur} Both of them must have formed their opinions of distant
lands on the basis of their immediate contacts.
As the people of the Western Regions had received the civilizations of India, Judea, Persia, Greece, and Arabia,
and also had a glimpse of the civilization of China, their yearning for a personal view can well be imagined. The
Mongol armies first conquered the Hsi-yü and then occupied the central plain.\fn{ North China} The people of the
Western Regions who joined the army, prisoners of war, and traders closely followed in their train. The objects of
civilization, which they had long been looking forward to, were all before their eyes. Under the Yüan
administration, Sê-mu people mixed with the population; hence, as generation followed generation, they became
well versed in the culture of China. The purpose of this piece is to point out the extent of this movement.
*
As regards my definition of sinicization, it is limited to what is acquired and what the Chinese alone possess.
Hence, such qualities as loyalty, righteousness, filial piety, friendship, and political sense may not be called
sinicization; they are either inherited or are common characteristics of the human race. Even in the case of art and
literature, which are acquired after birth, we can speak only of their achievements as the literature and art of the
people of the Western Regions if these achievements are in their own traditions; we cannot call them contributions
to Chinese literature and art by the Hsi-yü people.
There are also people who lived for a long time on Chinese soil and were naturalized in China but who have
done nothing worth recording in Chinese culture. For example: in the memoir on geography of the Han shu it is
recorded that Kuei-tzu hsien\fn{= Kucha} is located in Shang commandery (Yü-lin hsien in modern Shensi). Shihku\fn{Yen Shih-ku (581-645AD), a famous exegete} added this comment:
The people of Kuei-tzu who came to this country were settled in this area, and the place was named after them.

In the K’ai-yüan shih-chiao lu,\fn{A work written by the monk Chih-shêng (668-740AD) } biography of the upasaka\fn{Devout lay follower of Buddha} Chih-ch’ien, (fl.early 3rd century AD) one reads:
Chih-ch’ien was a native of Ta Yüeh-chih. His grandfather, named Fa-tu, came to China with several hundred of his
countrymen, in the reign of Han Ling-ti,\fn{168-189AD} and they became naturalized Chinese.

Again Shih-ku remarks on the state of Wên-su, recorded in the Hsi-yü narrative of the Han shu:
North of Li-ch’üan hsien\fn{Located in what is today Shensi Province} of present day Yung-chou there is a
mountain named Wên-su ling. This was named after the people of the state of Wên-su, who settled there as farmers and
cattle breeders in Han times.

These citations tend to show that the people of Hsi-yü who settled in China were quite numerous in ancient
times.
But these people made no contribution to Chinese civilization; so nothing may be said about them. There were
also people who were thoroughly conversant with the Chinese language and literature, such as the monks from the
Western Regions recorded in the Kao sêng chuan,\fn{Completed about 530AD} who translated the Buddhist canon,
and the Jesuits at the end of the Ming and beginning of the Ch’ing who may be called sinologists but not sinicized
persons. The following are a few examples of sinicized people before the Yüan.
*
Before the Yüan, people of the Western Regions who served as officials in China were mostly military men;
very few distinguished themselves in cultural affairs. In the writings of certain Moslem authors, there are
assertions that Mi Fu\fn{A famous painter (1051-1107)} was a Moslem, but since there is as yet no definite proof, we
shall disregard this allegation and take up cases which are susceptible of definite proof.
At the end of the T’ang dynasty, there was Li Yen-shêng, a native of the country of Ta-shih.\fn{ Arabia} Li Yenshêng is a purely Chinese name. By glancing at the name, one can realize how far sinicization had advanced.
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In the Wên yüan ying hua,\fn{Compiled 925-996} pien tun wen\fn{Meaning: argumentation, debates} there is a
contribution by Ch’en Yen\fn{Fl. latter half 9th century} entitled Hua-hsin.\fn{Chinese heart} By Hua-hsin Barbarian in
form but Chinese in heart is meant. The text runs:
In the first year of Ta-chung\fn{ 847AD} the Lord of Fan-yang,\fn{Centered around modern Peking} a general of Taliang, came to know Li Yen-shêng, a native of the land of Ta-shih, whom he recommended to court. The Emperor
decreed that the Ch’un-ssü\fn{Minister of the Department of Ceremonial} should ascertain his ability through examination.
In the second year of Ta-chung\fn{848} Li Yen-sheng was awarded the chin-shih degree, and became better known
than those who had been recommended previously. The question was asked:
“The general received his appointment from the Emperor of China, and is dependent upon the people of China for
his emoluments; yet when he came to make recommendations, he sought for persons among barbarians. Do barbarians
alone make good servants of the state?” My answer is:
“The general recommended men of ability, but not men of his own acquaintance. In terms of geography, there are
Chinese and barbarians, but in terms of ethics, are there Chinese and barbarians? The difference between Chinese and
barbarians is to be found in the heart. To find out the difference in heart, one has to ascertain in what direction a man
inclines. Some people are born in the central state, but their actions are contrary to rites and righteousness. In such a
case they are Chinese in appearance but bnrbarians at heart. Some people are born in barbarian lands but their actions
are in harmony with rites and righteousness. In that case they are barbarians in appearance but Chinese at heart. In the
case of the revolt and failure of Lu Wan\fn{ Whose plot to overthrow the state was discovered by the founder of the Han dynasty
in 195AD} and Shao-ch’ing,\fn{The famous cavalry officer who was defeated by the Hsiung-nu in 99BC, surrendered to them, and
never returned} were they not barbarians? In the case of the loyalty of Chin Mi-ti\fn{ Who was captured at the age of 14 and
enslaved by General Ho Ch’ü-ping on the latter’s raid into Hsiung-nu territory, but who was in due course not only given his freedom
but also allowed to assume high office and rank } was he not a Chinese? From this, it will be seen it is only a question of

how a man tends. Now Li Yen-shêng came from beyond the seas. He was able to attract the general’s attention by his
character. This impressed the general, so he recommended him. This was done to inspire other barbarians, so that
wherever the sun and moon shine, people would turn to Chinese civilization. They were considered Chinese at heart,
and were not thought to be barbarians because of the land from which they came.

General Lu Chün, also known as the Lord Fan-yang, a general of Ta-liang, was the prefect of Pien-chou, and
the chieh-tu-shih\fn{Imperial Commissaire to the regional commandant } of the Hsüan-wu army. At one time he was chiehtu of Ling-nan\fn{The region of Kwangtung and Kuangsi } where the foreign colony consisted mostly of Ta-shih people.
That is where he made the acquaintance of Li Yen-shêng, whom he recommended to the court. The Emperor
decreed that the Ch’un-ssu should ascertain his ability through examination. He was awarded the chin-shih and
became well known.
He must have passed the examinations prescribed by the T’ang for the chin-shih. His qualifications must have
included knowledge of the Five Classics and familiarity with current affairs, because examinations for candidates
for the chin-shih degree under the T’ang included themes on current affairs and questions about the Five Classics.
The T’ai-hsüeh\fn{The national academy for sons and grandsons of officials of the fifth and third degree, respectively } during the
T’ang admitted the sons of barbarians, but no case has been reported in which the Hsi-yü people excelled in
Chinese studies.
The sons of such barbarian generals as Wei-ch’ih Sheng\fn{ The eldest son of a prince of Khotan, who succeeded his
father on the throne, first aided Kao Hsien-chih in one of his central Asiatic campaigns (747AD?) and then Emperor Hsüan-tsung against
the rebel An Lu-shan} and Ko-shu Han\fn{ A contemporary of Wei-ch’ih Sheng, whose father was a Turk and whose mother was a
Khotanese, and who was killed by an Lu-shan in 756AD } were not known to have distinguished themselves in Chinese
subjects. The cases of Wei-ch’ih Shu, who wrote Nan Ch’u hsin-wên, and Wei-ch’ih Wu,\fn{An official historian
(fl.937AD)} who wrote Chung-ch’ao ku-shih, are very rare. As a consequence, the recommendation of Li Yen-

shêng by Lu Chün was regarded as something out of the ordinary and Ch’en Yen felt called upon to write an essay
defending his action.
At the end of the Sung there was An Shih-t’ung,\fn{ Born c.1155AD} who I assume to be a native of Anhsi.\fn{An administrative protectorate established by the T’ang in the Tarim Basin area, now in the western partg of the Sinkiang-Uyghur
Autonomous Region} For a native of An-hsi to go to the Ch’ing-ch’eng mountains\fn{ In what is now the Southwest part of
Szechuan Province} to study the Tao is remarkable. The Yin-i narratives of the Sung shih include the biography of An
Shih-t’ung, which runs as follows:
An Shih-t’ung, a Taoist of Ch’ing-ch’eng mountains, was a native of the West. His father was a man of
resourcefulness and an army officer. He often approached his superiors with recommendations, but they were not
accepted; so he gave himself up to drinking to the end of his days. Shih-t’ung likewise lived in seclusion in the Ch’ingch’êng mountains. When Wu Hsi rebelled,\fn{ Which ended with his decapatation in 1207} An Shih-t’ung addressed a letter
to general Yang Fu\fn{A chin-shin of the year 1166} of Ch’eng-tu which read:
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“Living in the mountains I have suddenly heard of the disturbances beyond the barrier and I cannot help but feel
disturbed. Though a man from outside China, I have been shown the way to the Tao by the great teachers of our time.
In my humble opinion, as soon as you received Wu Hsi’s call for help to his cause, you should have summoned all the
officers and troops and people and organized a righteous army, and launched a punitive expedition against the rebels.
The average officials are merely consumers of food and wine. They do not understand the great principles of
righteousness, and merely make the lamentations of women-folk; and so allow time for the rebels to conspire further. I
am fifty-two years of age. The ancients said: ‘It is a blessing to live when one can honorably live; it is also a blessing to
die when one must die.’ One should certainly not live in this world with an ashamed face and share the odium of being
a rebellious subject.”

Yang Fu’s name carried great prestige and many of the scholars and officials of Szechuan urged him to raise
the standard of loyalty; among these, An Shih-t’ung’s appeal was especially urgent and appropriate.
Yang Fu was indecisive and went east to Chiang-ling,\fn{ In Hupeh Province} where he invited Wu Lieh\fn{Perhaps
1143-1213} to launch an expedition against Wu Hsi. Not long after Wu His’s rebellion collapsed, when Wu Lieh
became commissioner of Szechuan and recommended scholars, he put the name of An Shih-t’ung at the head of
the list.
The revolt of Wu Hsi occurred in the second year of K’ai-hsi.\fn{ 1206 AD} An Shih-t’ung refused to join him;
instead, he made vigorous declarations of loyalty. But this may not be called sinicization. The reason he is worth
citing is the fact that as a Westerner, he was able to “enter the Way” and to become completely sinicized.
Why should we suppose that An Shih-t’ung is a native of An-hsi? In the Han period, translators of the Buddhist
canon included An Shih-kao, also known as An Ch’ing, heir-apparent of the king of An-hsi. Travellers called him
Prince of An. See K’ai-yüan shih-chiao lu, chüan 1.
Adopting the name of one’s country as one’s surname is a very old practice. Chih-ch’ien was a native of the
country of the Yüeh-chih. Chu Fa-lan\fn{ According to tradition, one of two Indian monks who returned with Chinese envoys to
Loyang in the time of Emperor Ming (58-75AD) } was a native of central T’ien-chu.\fn{ One of several Chinese names for India }
An Shih and An Hsi are close phonetically. An Shih-t’ung is probably an example of this. The quotation: “It is a
blessing to live …, it is also a blessing to die …” is taken from the “Li-ming” chapter of Lieh-tzu.\fn{An Shiht’ung was a profound student of Chuang-tzu and Lieh-tzu.
Towards the end of the Sung period there was P’u Shou-ch’êng. He was a native of the Western Regions, and
was the elder brother of P’u Shou-keng,\fn{ Flourished in the 13th century} superintendent of trading ships at Ch’üanchou. Shou-ch’êng wrote poetry and served as magistrate of Mei-chou,71\fn{ In Kwangtung Province} where he
governed well. The local history of Chia-ying-chou, published\fn{ 1898} in the reign of Kuang-hsü, contains the
following quotation from an older gazetteer:
P’u Shou-ch’eng served as magistrate of Mei-chou in the 7 th year of Hsien-ch’un.\fn{1271} He took nothing from
the people, and lived a very simple life. When he noticed how the people of the region benefited from Tsêng’s Well he
dispatched a messenger to his own home to bring back some funds of his own; with these he built a pavilion above the
well. Every day he took two bottles of water from the well and had them placed on his official desk in the
administration building, the idea being that with the water constantly before him, he might emulate his predecessor’s
example. A local scholar named Yang Kuei, who held the degree of chin-shih, wrote the following inscription on pillars
on the hall:
“The spring in Tseng’s well has been clear for a thousand years; Marquis P’u’s heart is of equal clarity.”
Now sacrifices are made to him, and his name is recorded in the hall of celebrated officials.

Tseng’s well was built in the period of the Southern Han\fn{ 917-971} by Tseng Fang, when he was Magistrate
of Ch’eng-hsiang.\fn{During the reign of Liu Yên (917-942 } P’u Shou-ch’eng admired his reputation and wished to
follow in his footsteps, and the local people were very much of the opinion that P’u had done equally well.
Being a worthy official is admirable, but it cannot be called sinicization. The reason he is cited here is because
as a man from the Western Regions he was skilled in Chinese verse and hence was completely sinicized. Shouch’eng was the author of the Hsin-ch’üan hsüeh shih kao, which is no longer extant. Some Ch’ing scholars
salvaged six chüan from the Yung-lo ta-tien,\fn{A great encyclopaedic dictionary, of which a single copy was made in 15621567} and I possess these six in manuscript form. In the Ssu-k’u t’i-yao\fn{A collection of descriptive notices of each work
examined by the editorial board which supervised the collating of the imperial library during the third quarter of the 18 th century} (piehchi, section 18) there is this comment:
His poems are aloof and reserved, leisurely and suggestive. For Sung and Yüan times they should be considered as
elegant.
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As to people of the Western Regions who became Chinese poets, P’u Shou-ch’eng is the only one to qualify
before the Yüan. The Chiang-ts’un ts’ung-shu\fn{A collection published in 1922} contains the Hsin-ch’üan shih
yü in one chüan, which is the Ssu-k’u edition of the Supplement to the Hsin-ch’üan hsüeh shih kao. In the
writings of Ming authors there are criticisms of Shou-ch’êng and his younger brother. The Pa Min t’ung-chih
published in the period of Hung-chih\fn{A provincial history published in Fukien Province in 1490} records:
At the end of the Sung, when the two princes I and Kuang\fn{Brothers who became the last two emperors of the
Sung dynasty (1276-1278; 1278-1279)} reached Ch’lian-chou by boat from Foochow, the magistrate P’u Shou-kêng
was guarding the city and would not let them enter. Shou-kêng was a military man [but] his strategy was what his elder
brother conceived. Having devised the plan, P’u Shou-ch’êng dressed in rustic clothes and entered the Fa-shih
mountain, calling himself a private scholar, and intimating his intention not to serve another house.\fn{ Referring to
Sung and Yüan} Suddenly two literary men called at his dwelling. The doorkeeper reported that he was taking a nap.
Whereupon each left an unsigned poem. The poems ran as follows:
Plum blossoms fell and scattered over the moss;
Heaven seems to wish [the Sung] to take refuge by going out to sea.\fn{An allusion to the flight of the last Sung
emperor, Chao Ping, to the mouth of the West River and his drowning on March 19, 1279}
Butterflies did not realize that spring had gone.
And still came darting in pairs over the whitewashed walls.
Swords and spears were assembled in number for the support of the emperor.
While solitude reigned in the hills and woods and the door was shut,
The sound of water and the chirping of birds both proclaimed current affairs.
Do not say that the old man of the mountains is completely unaware.
They took their departure without signing their names.

The Ch’üan-chou fu chih shêng (chüan 5) of Ts’ao Hsüeh-ch’üan,\fn{ 1574-1646} the Ch’ien-lung edition of the
Fu-chien t’ung-chih,\fn{Published in 1737} the Ch’uan-chou ju-chih\fn{Presumably the edition of 1763} all contain a
similar passage. Although they indicate criticism of Shou-ch’êng, his knowledge of poetry may still be inferred
from these poems. If he had not understood poetry, what point was there in using the poems against him? The Min
shu\fn{An important work on Fukien Province, completed in 1640} and Hsin shih\fn{A book allegedly written by Chêng Ssu-hsiao
(1239-1316)} both have full accounts of the activities of the two brothers. The Jih chih lu\fn{A series of notes on a wide
range of topics by Kuo Yen-wu (1613-1682) } and the Chi-ch’i t’ing wai-chi\fn{A collection of writings by the historian Ch’üan
Tsu-wang (1705-1755)} both contain critical remarks about Shou-ch’êng.
But on the basis of the Tiao-chi shih-chi by Ch’iu K’uei\fn{A native of P’u-t’ien, Fukien Province, who apparently lived
into the Yüan period} these criticisms are unfair. Ch’iu K’uei, who lived during the last years of the Sung, was a
native of Ch’üan-chou and a pupil of Lü Ta-kuei.\fn{ A native of Nan-an, Kiangsi Province, who graduated as chin-shih in
1247} Ta-kuei died in connection with the disaster brought about by Shou-keng. Ch’iu K’uei’s Tiao-chi shih-chi,
chüan 3, preserves poems eulogizing Shou-ch’êng, while chüan 4 includes two poems mourning Shou-ch’êng, as
follows:
Once I received your poems as I fished in the autumn breeze.
Now I regret I have no way of attending your funeral cortege.
Though wishing to write an eulogy of the dead, I could not do it adequately.
I stood alone in winter beside a plum tree reflected in the rocks and water.
I thought of taking an offering of chicken and rice to spread before your tomb.
But I am afraid this would be vulgar and offend the immortal of the peak of blue clouds.
I should transform myself into an egret of the brookside
And fly with the wind to dance in the pure spring.

These two poems show that from first to last Ch’iu K’uei had no criticism of P’u Shou-ch’êng. The lines: “The
sound of water and the chirping of birds both proclaimed current affairs. Do not say that the old man of the
mountains is completely unaware.” are merely a criticism after the principles of the Spring and Autumn Annals.
Recently a Japanese, Kuwabara Jitsuzo, made an exhaustive study of the life of P’u Shou-kêng (Shigaku
Zasshi).\fn{Published in Shanghai in 1923} The Ssu-k’u t’i-yao maintains that the name of Shou-ch’êng does not
appear in history. Its editors did not know that in the annals of Shih-tsu,\fn{ The temple name of Kubilai Khan (12141294)} Chih-yüan 13th year, 2nd month, hsin-yu\fn{March 13, 1276} there is this passage:
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The commanding general Po-yen\fn{Bayan (1237-1285), who conquered South China for Kubilai Khan}
despatched Pu-po and Chou Ch'ing to summon the two brothers Shou-kêng and Shou-ch’êng of Ch’uan-chou.

An Shih-t’ung was a Taoist of the Ch’ing-ch’eng mountains. P’u Shou-ch’eng was a scholar of Fa-shih
mountain. These two people of the Western Regions, who lived during the Southern Sung, were pioneers in the
sinicization of such folk during the whole of the Yüan period. Having indicated the boundaries of the Hsi-yü and
made clear what sinicization means, we may now proceed to discuss how the people of the Western Regions were
sinicized during the Yüan.
1881

195.60 Autobiographical Statement\fn{by Hsieh Chüeh-tsai (1881- )} Ninghsiang, Hunan Province, China (M) 1
I was born in 1881 in Ninghsiang, Hunan, of a family of small landowners holding forty mu.\fn{About six
I studied the classics during my boyhood and was a hsiu-ts’ai scholar under the dynasty.
Toward the end of the dynasty I quarreled with the local gentry, who had formed into a party against reform.
Agitation for modernization was being led by Hol Hsü-nung—who became judge of the supreme court in the
Kiangsi soviets and later was killed, by Chiang Mêng-chou—who also later became a Communist and was killed
by the Kuomintang; and by Wang Lin-po—he was a revolutionary in 1927 but I have heard nothing of him since
then. All of these men were my friends.
In 1924 I joined the Kuomintaqng. When the Northern Expedition reached Hunan in 1926, I worked in
Changsha in the Kuomintang office in that city. I was a member of the executive committee of the provincial
Kuomintang, edited the Hunan Min Pao—the Kuomintang organ, and was counsel to the special court.
I was in the Left-Wing Kuomintang and had secretly joined the Communist Party in 1925, so I left Changsha
during the Hsü K’ê-hsiang massacre of liberals and Communists on May 11, 1927. T’ang Sheng-chih then
became chairman of Hunan. At that time Mao Tse-tung was secretary of the local Communist Party, and T’ang
Sheng-chih asked the Wuhan government for permission to arrest Mao. Communists in Wuhan warned Mao to
leave and he went to Kiangsi. In December I went to Hankow, and from there to Shanghai. That winter I traveled
to Mukden for the Communist Party, doing secret work, and returned to Shanghai in 1929. In 1931 I left Shanghai
and proceeded to the Hunan-Hupeh area, Ho Lung’s district in western Hunan, where there was a provincial
soviet. There I edited the workers’ and peasants’ newspaper and worked in the Party school, where peasant and
worker students were trained in Party history, tradition, organization, etc. Ho Lung’s army and the soviet district
were surrounded by the enemy in 1932, so we evacuated and headed for Hung Lake, where we were again
surrounded. I was arrested by enemy troops but they then lacked a definite policy for dealing with us, and I was
released because I “did not look in the least like a Communist but like an old scholar.”
I went to Shanghai and worked in the Party trade union secretariat, but when the secretary, Lo Tung-hsien, was
arrested, the organization was destroyed. I then went in 1933 to Kiangsi where I became secretary of the Central
government.
I walked during the Long March with no serious trouble, arriving in Shansi in 1935 in good health. I am
married and have a son and daughter, but I have not seen them or had any direct contact with them since May
1927. My family property in Ninghsiang was seized by the Kuomintang. My son is a peasant. My daughter is a
teacher. I have an older brother and a younger brother but have lost contact with them.
Before I joined the soviets I used to think that the struggle for liberation would be very difficult. Now after my
experience with the Red Army and the soviets, I know it will not be so very hard—especially now that the people
are being organized on an anti-Japanese basis. I have written many articles on revolutionary theory and politics,
on popular mobilization, and on Soviet Russia. I am at present secretary of the government, as I have been for
many years past.
acres:H}

150.8 A Little Incident\fn{by Lu Hsün aka Chou Shu-jen aka Lu Xun (1881-1936)} Shaoshing, Chekiang Province, China
(M) 1
Six year have gone by, as so many winks, since I came to the capital from the village. During all that time
there have occurred many of those events known as “affairs of state,” a great number of which I have seen or

67

heard about. My heart does not seem to have been in the least affected by any of them, and recollections now only
tends to increase my ill temper and cause me to like people less and less as the day wears on. But one little
incident alone is deep with meaning to me, and I am unable to forget it even now.
It was a winter day in the Sixth Year of the Republic, and a strong northerly wind blew furiously. To make a
living, I had to be up early, and on the way to my duties I encountered scarcely anyone. After much difficulty, I
finally succeeded in hiring a rickshaw. I told the puller to take me to the South Gate.
After a while, the wind moderated its fury, and in its wake the streets were left clean of the loose dust. The
puller ran quickly. Just as we approached the South Gate, somebody ran in front of us, got entangled in the
rickshaw, and tumbled to the ground.
It was a woman, with streaks of white in her hair, and she wore ragged clothes. She had darted suddenly from
the side of the street, and crossed directly in front of us. My puller had tried to swerve aside, but her tattered
jacket, unbuttoned and fluttering in the wind, caught in the shafts. Fortunately, the puller had slowed his pace,
otherwise she wold have been thrown head over heels, and probably seriously injured. After we halted, the
woman still knelt on all fours. I did not think she was hurt. No one else had seen the collision, and it irritated me
that the puller had stopped and was apparently prepared to get himself involved in some foolish complication. It
might delay and trouble my journey.
“It’s nothing,” I told him. “Move on!”
But either he did not hear me or did not care, for he put down the shafts and gently helped the old woman to
her feet. He held her arms, supporting her, and asked:
“Are you all right?”
“I am hurt.”
I thought, “I saw you fall, and it was not at all rough. How can you be hurt? You are pretending. The whole
business is distasteful, and the rickshaw man is merely making difficulties for himself. Now, let him find his own
way out of the mess.”
But the puller did not hesitate for a moment after the old woman said she was injured. Still holding her arm, he
walked carefully ahead with her. Then I was surprised as, looking ahead, I suddenly noticed a police station, and
saw that he was taking her there. No one stood outside, so he guided her in through the gate.
As they passed in, I experienced a curious sensation. I do not know why, but at that moment it suddenly
seemed to me that his dust-covered figure loomed enormous, and as he walked farther he continued to grow, until
finally I had to lift my head to follow him. At the same time, I felt a bodily pressure all over me, which came from
his direction. It seemed almost to push out from me all the littleness that hid under my fur-lined gown. I grew
weak, as though my vitality had been spent, and thought the blood had frozen in me. I sat motionless, stunned and
thoughtless, until I saw an officer emerge from the station. Then I got down from the rickshaw as he approached
me.
“Get another rickshaw,” he advised. “This man can’t pull you any more.”
Without thinking, I thrust my hand into my pocket and pulled forth a big fistful of coppers.
“Give the fellow these,” I said.
The wind had ceased entirely, but the street was still quiet. I mused as I walked, but I was almost afraid to
think about myself. Leaving aside what had happened before, I sought an explanation for the fistful of coppers.
Why had I given them? As a reward? And did I think myself, after my conduct, fit to pass judgment upon a
rickshaw-puller? I could not answer my own conscience.
Till now that experience burns in my memory. I think of it, and introspect with pain and effort. The political
and military drama of these years is to me like the classics I read in childhood: I cannot recite half a line of it. But
always before my eyes, purging me with shame, impelling me to better myself, invigorating my hope and
courage, this little incident is re-enacted. I see it in every detail as distinctly as on the day it happened.
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Chinese and Manchu archers, late Qing Dynasty

Manchu officer, about 1900

69

China 1.191 Qingmo De Buchanzu Hu\fn{by Kang Tongbi (1880/81-1969)} Nanhai County, Guangdong Province,
China (F) 3
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205.145 1. The Present Political Outlook In China 2. The Needs Of The Christian Movement In China: Two
Essays\fn{by David Z. T. Yui (1882-1936)} Wuchang, Wuhan Island, China (M) 6
1
Political phenomena in China today are appearing in such a kaleidoscopic fashion that it is exceedingly
difficult for us to comprehend their real significance and understand their relationship. We propose, therefore, not
to treat the phenomena as such but to try to get at the powerful forces or influences behind them; and, then, from
that vantage ground, to gain a clear vision of the present political outlook.
In the first place, we wish to point out that militarism in China, which was at one time all-powerful, is now
sinking down by its own weight. Many militarists are men who have no love for their country and who have been
doing everything to enrich themselves and to extend their influence. What is the result? Not a few of them, one by
one, have fallen in disgrace and ruin in rapid succession before our eyes. It is true new militarists have already
arisen to take their places, but they do not begin to exert the same influence.
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There are a few militarists who seemingly are patriotic but who are wrong in their conviction that China can be
unified by force. Unfortunately for them and for China, their repeated attempts have been abortive and have
proved harmful to the country. These failures inevitably weaken and discredit militarism in the country, and give
us hope that better days are immediately ahead of us.
In the second place, it is positively incorrect for us to say that China is divided, for her people are not. On the
other hand, we do admit the fact that the militarists and the politicians in China are not only divided but also at
one another’s throats. Are not the people as a whole far more important than a very small number of militarists
and politicians? Centuries ago, Mencius most clearly enunciated the principle:
“The people are of great value and the sovereign of slight value.” As long as the Chinese people are united, can
we not honestly say that China is a united nation?
This important point will enable us to see that, after all, the political situation in China is not as hopeless as we
imagine. Would not the present confusion and danger be much enhanced if the Chinese people were as sharply
divided and bitterly opposed to one another as the militarists and the politicians? Fortunately, they are not. On the
other hand, they are essentially a homogeneous people and their spirit of unity is steadily growing in strength, and
is in full evidence in various national conferences and movements, commercial, educational, industrial, political,
religious and student. The programme before us is so further to strengthen this unity that at an early date the
people will assert themselves by compelling these military and political factions to capitulate completely and to
offer their best contributions on our national altar for the welfare of the entire nation.
In the third place, by national unity, we do not mean centralisation of authority in one dictator in Peking or
Canton or any other place in China. Such centralization failed even during the monarchical days. There are two
ways to make centralisation a reality: either by keeping the people in ignorance and inculcating in them some
superstitious belief in the divine right of an emperor or a dictator, or by evolving a leader of most extraordinary
personality who will be accepted throughout the whole country. In China today, the former method is antiquated
and impossible, and there is plainly no one leader acceptable to the whole country. It is futile, foolish and
extravagant for us to hope to achieve our national unity by centralization under the present conditions.
On the other hand, the political tendency in China today is clearly to decentralize by giving back to the
provinces the rights and responsibilities which are their due, and to the districts such rights and responsibilities as
properly belong to them, while the central government will retain only those which cannot be adequately handled
by any one provincial government or even a combination of several of them. Instead of looking to any one man
for the supply of national leadership we should select our leaders and organise them in a group. The faith of the
whole country in Provincial Autonomy and a Federal Government as a solution of its political problem is steadily
gaining in strength.
In the fourth place, some people are still asking,
“Are the Chinese people ready for Democracy?”
What people in this world are truly ready for Democracy? It is important to state definitely that the Chinese
people have permanently done away with the monarchical form of government and are earnestly experimenting
with the Republican form. Oftentimes, we are dissatisfied with the slow progress we are making, and with the
results which we have thus far attained. But this does not in any way lessen our determination to continue the
experiment until we have succeeded.
Public opinion is an essential force in the growth of democracy. The growth of public opinion in China since
the establishment of the Republic has had a most wonderful record. In all the different political movements and
military operations of the past decade, without exception, that side has succeeded which has had the approval and
support of public opinion, however weak its strength and disadvantageous its position; whereas the side which has
not had such approval and support, despite its money, position, and superior force, has lost and been crushed. The
single voice of General Tsai-Au in distant Yunnan, which was immediately reinforced by public opinion, turned
Yuan Shih-kai’s “monarchical dream” into a fatal nightmare. The several civil wars after that event more than
amply illustrated the efficacy and power of public opinion in China.
We frankly admit that as yet public opinion in China does not show the strength it ought to have. Nevertheless,
by means of popular education, the percentage of literacy is steadily rising; through citizenship-training our
people are beginning to realize their own rights and responsibilities; by suffering tremendously from the hands of
militarists and politicians for these many years, our people’s patience is nearing the exhaustion-point and their
desire for peace, order, and unity is gradually expressing itself in no uncertain terms; and, by the successes which
public opinion has so far achieved, our people are gaining a distinct consciousness of their own power in the
political life of our nation. Indeed, the ascendancy gained by public opinion in China now is a conclusive
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evidence of the real progress of our Republic. More than that, as its strength increases, the foundation of our
Democracy will be made all the more secure.
In the fifth place, parallel to the wonderful growth of public opinion, we should call attention to that of
nationalism in China. It seems only yesterday that we heard the denunciation of the Chinese people as lacking in
patriotism or national spirit. What do we hear today? The same people are being charged as being too nationalistic
or too narrowly patriotic. They are indeed in a dilemma; they are criticized for both expressing and not expressing
their patriotic sentiments. What should the Chinese people do?
We wish emphatically to point out that both charges are without sufficient grounds of justification. China’s
long history as the most highly-civilized nation in the world and her comparative freedom from the harrowing
experiences of the close and intense international struggles among the European nations naturally did not develop
in her people the kind of patriotic feeling which has been developed in the West. What is the difference? Are we
not right when we say that the patriotic sentiment of the Chinese people is more for their family and for the
highest ideals and achievements of their race, and that in a self-complacent way, while that of the people of the
West is more for their respective governments, and that in an aggressive manner, which is a natural result of
mutual exploitation and oppression? It is, therefore, more true to the facts to say that the Chinese patriotic feeling
is different from that of the Western peoples and it has by no means been absent.
For the past century or more, the same intense international and inter-racial struggle which at once developed
and devastated Europe has uufortunately been finding its way to the Far East. Because of this, Chinese patriotic
feeling has been gradually taking on a new complexion. We can hardly criticise the Chinese people as being too
nationalistic or narrowly patriotic when they try to resist the inroads of foreign influences, the imperialistic
designs of the foreign Powers, and the inequalities imposed on China by sheer force. If we could lay this charge
against the defendant—China—what should we say about the offenders—the foreign Powers? Anyhow, the
growth of nationalism in China today is a fait accompli and is already a powerful factor in the political
development of our country. The question is:
“Should it be broad or narrow?”
China and the foreign Powers concerned will have to answer this question together, and it is fully within their
power to decide. Will the peoples of the West themselves from now on develop a patriotism on a broad basis? Will
they assume a generous and sincerely friendly attitude towards China? If they do, their influence here will be both
healthy and profound. Will they substitute co-operation for exploitation, friendliness for hate, justice for force,
sincerity for diplomacy? Will they try to cultivate international and interracial understanding and good- will? If
they do, there needs to be no anxiety about the growth of nationalism in China on a broad basis. The Chinese
people as a whole, being broad-minded by tradition and habit, will do their part.
In the last place, is it not true, in China as well as in other countries, that the love and misuse of money,
position, and force is the root of all evil? The “checking-system” in other countries is perhaps in better working
order, and hence we see comparatively less evidences of graft and oppression. On the other hand, during the past
decade, the old Chinese moral code has been broken down—to say nothing about any “checking-system”—and
no new code has yet been established. The result is what we see happening today.
Fortunately, our bitter experiences have caused, on the part not only of the people in general, but also not a few
of the militarists and the politicians, a faint but distinct realisation of the undependableness of money, position,
and force. What a healthy change this is! Yes, these things, if we abuse them, become fire which often is strong
enough to burn, or water which not infrequently is weak enough to drown. How different from a superstitious
belief in these things as being almighty and the consequent headlong rush to possess them!
This realization is still rather weak. An earnest effort should be made to convince the militarists and the
politicians that, for their selfish ends, even money, position and force will be of no avail. True, many of them do
achieve temporary successes, but such successes simply lead them to a more steep precipice from which to fall,
never to rise again. After all, is not our attitude towards money, position, and force a sure test of our lives? Will
not the present realisation of the undependableness of money, position, and force exert a strong influence upon
our attitude towards life? Will not the attitude of the militarists and the politicians towards life in turn affect the
political life of our country?
Indeed, we should lay stress on the undependableness of money, position, and force; and, more than that, we
should point out that these things, if consecrated, can be used to accomplish great good for China and for the
world. We shall gain new hope from the realization of the undependableness of these things; and new strength
from their consecration to the service of mankind.
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In conclusion, we wish to add that, while sounding a most optimistic note which is fully supported by facts, we
are not blind to the exceedingly great difficulties. Among these, we may mention the selfishness of the militarists
and the politicians; the inertia of the people in general; pressure and veiled intervention on the part of the foreign
Powers, and the urgency from the standpoint of time. Despite these things, we are really making greater progress
in every way than we can possibly realize. With so many excellent qualities in the character of the Chinese
people, and their rapid awakening and acceptance of greater responsibilities for their national welfare than ever
before, we are confident that a new China is already steadily unfolding herself before us.
2
One of the real dangers to the growth of any organisation or movement is without doubt a sense of selfsufficiency or a conviction that it has no more needs to be met. The Christian Movement in China is much alive
and keenly conscious of its shortcomings and imperfections, and is eagerly desirous of attaining further
development and improvement.
Its needs are many and varied in character. We shall confine ourselves to two or three which should, in our
judgment, receive special attention.
We shall mention first the need for more profound Chinese scholarship. Does not Christianity to date\fn{ This
essay was pusblished in 1927:H} remain largely as something introduced from outside, and show very little growth
from within? Was not Buddhism introduced from India? Why do not our people look upon it still as a foreign
religion? Why do they have such respect and love for it? Really, it does not matter much whence Buddhism or
Christianity came. It is of fundamental importance that, having been introduced into China, they should start to
grow from the best nutriment they can get from Chinese soil.
Our study of the growth of Buddhism in China leads us to the important fact that those who had to do with the
introduction of this religion were profound Chinese scholars. They had an intimate knowledge of China’s ancient
religion, philosophy, ethics, history, literature, customs and manners, and rich experience in Chinese life on the
one hand; and, on the other hand, they were thoroughly versed in the Buddhistic religion. Moreover, as they went
on with their studies, translations, research and experience, they were rewarded with new and fuller revelations by
which Buddhism became almost a new religion in China. Its teachings brought a distinct contribution into the
religious thought of the Chinese people and became thoroughly blended with the highest and best in China’s own
heritage.
From this vantage ground, do we not see clearly the reason why Christianity is still looked upon and even
attacked as a foreign religion? One fundamental reason is that our missionary friends who have the responsibility
of introducing Christianity to China, as well as the Chinese who help in this effort, are both seriously lacking in
profound Chinese scholarship. Hence, figuratively speaking, Christianity in China up to the present has been
feeding on bread and butter and not on rice. In appearance, it is dressed in foreign and not in Chinese costume. Is
this not true?
What do we know of the Chinese scholarship of our missionary friends? There was a small number of good
Chinese scholars among the older missionaries, who in their days did excellent work. With all respect, even their
Chinese scholarship was by no means profound nor could it compare favourably with that of the monks from
India. How many missionary sinologues do we find today? We are not critical in raising this question. We fully
realize the difficulties, handicaps and demands confronting missionaries and we sincerely admire their courage
and perseverance. We wish, however, to point out that Christianity might occupy a different position in the minds
and hearts of the Chinese people from what it does now had we a few more profound Chinese scholars among our
missionary friends, who, because of their thorough grounding in Chinese culture, philosophy, ethics, history, etc.,
could interpret Christianity in more intelligent and elegant Chinese language, spoken and written, and with a
richer blending of Chinese and Western civilization as both foreground and background.
How many profound Chinese scholars have we among the Chinese Christian leaders? Thank God, we can
perhaps say that we have a few today! But they are altogether too few. How justifiable is the criticism that many
Chinese Christian leaders have a much better Western education than Chinese education, and hence they can
express themselves with greater facility and effectiveness in some foreign language than in Chinese? Is it not true
that they know more of the history, philosophy, ethics, culture, geography, etc., of the West than of those of their
own race? Or is this gross exaggeration? If not, what special contribution to the understanding of Christianity
from the Chinese standpoint do these “Westernised” Chinese Christian leaders have to offer? As to the mass of
Chinese Christians, they are mostly uneducated, and we cannot rightly expect too much of them.
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In order to clarify the point before us, let us suppose that some Chinese missionaries were to try to introduce
Confucianism into Great Britain or America. What do you think the result would be, if these missionaries, in
addition to a smattering of “pidgin” English, were to do their work mostly in Chinese and to depend very largely
upon interpreters, and if the leaders among the British or American converts were much better educated in
Chinese civilisation than in their own? What would be your opinion of this Confucian movement even if we were
able to produce numerous arguments to justify our position?
If the Christian Movement in China is to go forward and to enter more fully into the life of the Chinese people,
we cannot exaggerate the importance of requiring from both our missionary friends and Chinese Christian leaders
a more profound Chinese scholarship. Some definite plan should be evolved, either independently or within some
existing institutions, whereby the missionaries who have special aptitudes for languages and cultural subjects will
have a real opportunity of achieving a profound Chinese scholarship. For the development of Chinese Christian
leadership, our Christian educational institutions, from primary school to college or university, should not fail to
place greater emphasis on Chinese studies than on anything else. We must avoid the danger of educating to
denationalize. Better grades of teachers and professors of Chinese should be called; more Chinese subjects should
be offered in the curriculum and more subjects should be taught in the Chinese language. When we have a good
number of missionary friends and Chinese Christian leaders of profound Chinese scholarship, the progress of the
Christian Movement in China will be greatly accelerated and will also be given a depth in Chinese thought, life
and experience which may mark the beginning of some real contribution from Christianity to China and likewise
from China to Christianity.
Next, we shall speak of the need of higher statesmanship. By the Christian Movement in China, we are
referring, we presume, to all Christian agencies, such as missions, churches, schools, colleges, universities,
hospitals, associations, societies, unions, leagues, clubs, etc., now at work in this land. If so, are we truly a
Movement? What is a Movement? It is, according to Webster’s Dictionary, a more or less connected series of acts
and events tending towards some more or less definite end. Is it not clear that if a Movement wishes to succeed at
all it must have the following requisites: definite objective; thorough organisation; convincing programme;
adequate finance; sufficient mobility; team spirit and work; and, above all, the highest type of statesmanship. It is
this statesmanship of which the Christian Movement in China is in sore need. With it, the Christian Movement in
China can more readily approximate to the position of a movement.
In the Christian Movement in China, we already have much excellent leadership for special lines of service,
for sectional or departmental responsibilities, and for denominational administration. Each is large-hearted,
constructive, thorough and consecrated in his own way, and our Movement cannot go on without them. Many of
the leaders, however, are sadly lacking in the proper perspective and vision of the Christian Movement as a whole.
The more each becomes attached to his own special job the more he loses in the movement- consciousness. He
sees everything through his own spectacles. He is apt to become indifferent to Christian work outside his own
sphere; jealous of those making greater success in the same field; intolerant of or even hostile to those who differ
from him in convictions or methods of work; obstructive to the proper growth and development of the Movement,
and this with the best of intentions. If a Movement is dominated by this type of leadership, what hope is there for
it to succeed?
By higher statesmanship, we mean a type of leadership which thoroughly understands what the movement is,
with all its implications and complications. It takes a long view of things—not only where and how a Movement
is to start but also where and how it will develop and culminate. It views the situation also broadly, so as to
understand and appreciate all different and differing elements and their rightful and useful places in the whole
Movement, to effect harmony among them and to heighten their effectiveness. It shows much depth in its views
by constantly and painstakingly acquainting itself with the deep things in life, and introducing special emphases
required at each stage of development. It also lifts its gaze upon God on high, always seeking to know and
earnestly endeavouring to do His will.
Under this higher statesmanship, there can be no theological disputes, for it will stimulate all Christian
believers to tell one another of their beliefs and experiences for the purpose of mutual edification. It will
recognize denominational differences, not as reasons for separation, but as means of enriching our fellowship with
God and with one another. The existence of many nations and races, great and small, is, according to its belief, not
intended for exploitation and aggrandisement but for mutual assistance and betterment. This Christian
statesmanship will not hesitate to recognize and receive into its own faith and experience the best contributions
from other religions and civilisations which may even be hostile in their attitude towards Christianity, and will not
brand them with such words as “heathen” or “pagan.”
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Is not this type of higher statesmanship greatly needed by the Christian Movement in China at this hour?
Under this leadership; the Christian forces in China can be better unified and consolidated into one Movement;
our differences in convictions, organisation, denominations, methods and experiences will be the cause not of
regret, strife and jealousy but of mutual enlightenment and enrichment; proper emphases in policy and
programme will be introduced as we enter into each stage of development; and the best in the Chinese civilisation
and the highest in Christianity will be brought together and commingled for the complete fulfilment of God’s
purpose for mankind. If we already have some statesmanship of this order, let us commend it to our Father in
Heaven for further growth in wisdom and strength, and do our best to co-operate with it and to increase its
amount. If we do not have it, then is it not high time for us to pray to God for the development of this higher
statesmanship and to work hard and unsparingly until it finally appears?
Last, we shall most earnestly appeal for greater spirituality in the Christian Movement in China. Are the
missions, Churches, schools, colleges, universities, hospitals, associations, unions, leagues, clubs, etc., within this
Christian Movement much alive in the Spirit? Are they always truly seeking to know and do God’s will in all their
undertakings? Are the individual members of the Movement, especially the Christian leaders, pure in heart, so that
they can see God face to face? Can the non-Christians see God in them? Is their one sole and single purpose to
enable China to find Christ, to partake of His life, and to do His will? May we pause a moment and apply these
questions to ourselves and to the institutions to which we belong? How do we measure up to this test?
Oftentimes we attribute the success of Buddhism in China to its wonderful literature in Chinese, which at best
is only a partial truth. To me, it is the deep spirituality, both in knowledge and in experience, expressed in,
between and behind the words of that literature, that has produced the result. It is true that we are lacking in good
and helpful Christian literature in Chinese, which need should be met adequately as soon as possible. At the same
time, we should remember distinctly that mere elegant, classical style will not succeed unless a deep spiritual note
runs through each line.
What is the general favourable impression which Christianity has made upon China? To the Chinese mind,
Christianity is synonymous with schools, hospitals, asylums, preaching, Church worship, evangelistic campaigns,
relief work, etc. We are not using the word “activity” in any disparaging sense at all, except that we wish to point
out that it is the activities of Christianity rather than its teachings and spiritual experiences that have arrested the
attention of our people and have won their respect. We do not suggest necessarily any reduction in activities,
especially if we take care that they do not overburden or crush us, but we do appeal for putting greater spiritual
content into them. In other words, we do plead for the spiritualisation of our activities.
What is our criterion in regard to the so-called Chinese independent Churches? Speaking plainly, do we not
usually centre our thoughts on finance and control? As long as a Church cannot support itself financially, or
receives its support entirely or in part from any mission, it is not independent and can have no control of its own
affairs. A Church is given full control immediately upon showing its financial ability. Is this a true or desirable test
of the life and capacity of a Church? Would not Christ use His whip again and overturn our tables, if He were to
face such a situation? Why do we not stress the spiritual life and its sustaining and propagating power to test the
standing and capacity of a Church?
In the present agitation for the abolition of extra-territoriality and the so-called toleration clauses in China,
what are some of the oft-repeated questions on the lips and in the writings of not a few of our missionaries? We
shall try to name a few in the order of importance given. Property! Personal safety of missionaries! Protection of
Chinese converts! These are, doubtless, important questions which we should not ignore. We must study them and
find out proper and adequate provisions. But there is a notable absence of any concern about the spiritual life of
the Christian Movement under the new conditions. Should we not ask whether the abolition of extraterritoriality
and of the toleration clauses would offer greater opportunities for the spiritual development of the Christian
Movement in China or hinder it? How can we best avail ourselves of the new situation to deepen the spirituality
of our Movement? Instead, we loudly ask about property, personal safety, protection, etc. Will not these questions
at least create wrong impressions on the Chinese, both Christians and non-Christians? Would Christ Himself raise
them under similar circumstances?
Last year, after the sad event of May 30 th, the Christian Movement in China revealed a certain situation which
saddened our hearts. We are referring to the fact that for quite some time our respective nationalistic feelings rose
so high that they almost completely submerged any spiritual life that was in us and in our Movement. Many
missionaries and Chinese Christians were citizens of their respective countries first and stood for their own
national interests, right or wrong; and their Christian citizenship took a secondary place. Have we forgotten the
charges of the Anti-Christian Movement against organised Christianity as the “fore-runners of Western
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imperialsm,” and as “the hounds of foreign capitalism”? We are not admitting that we are; but the attitude of
many last year was dangerously near confirming these charges.
Cannot we place first things first? Cannot we exemplify in our lives that we are first and foremost citizens of
God’s Kingdom, and next, citizens of our respective countries? Can we not live up to our belief that these two
types of citizenship do not in any way conflict? Even if they did, should we not sacrifice our national citizenship
for the sake of our citizenship in God’s kingdom?
We are fully conscious of the very important position which the leaders who are responsible for higher
Christian education in China are occupying in the Christian movement. It is in their hands to create, nurture and
develop the highest leadership in our Movement. Among other qualities, we should do everything we can to give
this leadership a profound Chinese scholarship, to develop a higher statesmanship, and to inculcate a greater
spirituality, which are absolutely needed for the extension of God’s kingdom in this great land.
181.41 Leaves From The Life History Of A Chinese Immigrant\fn{by Elizabeth Wong (1882-after 1936)} “in a small
crowded village, a few miles from Hong Kong,” China (F) 3
Lucky come Hawaii? Sure, lucky, come Hawaii. Before I come to Hawaii I suffer much. Only two kinds of
people in China, the too poor and the too rich. I never can forget my days in China.
In a small crowded village, a few miles from Hong Kong, fifty-four years ago I was born. There were four in
our family, my mother, my father, my sister,\fn{ She means brother} and me. We lived in a two-room house. One was
our sleeping room and the other served as parlor, kitchen, and dining room. We were not rich enough to keep pigs
or fowl, otherwise our small house would have been more than overcrowded.
How can we live on six baskets of rice which were paid twice a year for my father’s duty as a night watchman?
Sometimes the peasants have a poor crop, then we go hungry. During the day my father would do other small jobs
for the peasants or carpenters. My mother worked hard too for she went every day to the forest to gather wood for
our stove.
Sometimes we went hungry for days. My mother and me would go over the harvested rice fields of the
peasants to pick the grains they dropped. Once in a while my mother would go near a big pile of grain and take a
handful. She would then sit on them until the working men went home. As soon as they go we ran home. She
clean and cook the rice for us two. We had only salt and water to eat with the rice.
Today when I hear my children grumble about the food I wish they could experience what I went through and
what the children in China are doing to relieve their hunger.
Father was suffering from dysentery so my mother went out to look for herbs. My father told me to take the
baby out to play and not to come back until late. Being always afraid of him I gladly took the baby out. We were
three houses away watching a man kill a chicken.
Pretty soon a man came to call me to go home for my father is dead. I ran with my brother on my back and
stopped at the door of our house. I took one look at my father dangling from the ceiling and started to run to
where I don’t know.
Poor people are buried in mats, but mother bought a coffin for my father. She had asked the carpenter to give
her a few weeks to pay for the coffin and the man agreed. My mother called me to her and put me on her lap.
“Do you want me to remarry or will you be a good girl and go to stay with a certain lady,” she said.
I told her that I do not want her to remarry but I will go with the lady so that she will have money to pay for
my father’s coffin. If she did marry again I would have a hard time looking for her when I came big. I leaned my
head against her breast and if I knew that was the last time I would be so near to her I would have let my brother
cry alone.
I heard my mother tell this go-between lady that she wants me put in the hands of a lady or man who would
come to Hawaii because she has heard Hawaii is a land of good fortune. All the other people who went to Hawaii
sent money home every time. (My mother has never told me that I was being sold as a slave until I came to
Hawaii my mistress called me names.)
My mother took off my mourning robes, dressed me in a colored dress with a red string on my hair. I went
with this lady to the big house of Mr. Chin, two miles from our village. He was to look me over and I seem to be
his choice for he took out ninety dollars to give to my mother. Every year in my age was worth ten dollars. I
wished I were older than nine so that my mother could get more money.
Before the actual parting I was happy and glad to go because I knew I was helping mother. When my mother
and me went out of the house I took one look behind and did not want to go. I cried and begged and asked to stay
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at home.
For once I had the sympathy of the neighbors. They cried and told me that I must be a good girl and go so that
my mother can get the money to pay the coffin. I quickly wiped my eyes and went with my mother.
When we got to this place we went to give our offerings to the temple god. It was eleven o’ clock when we
came to the gate of Mr. Chili’s house. We stayed outside until it was twelve. It is said that it is bad luck to enter a
master’s house when the time is odd, it must be even time.
Again the parting was hard. I ran after my mother but my master held me. He gave me a silver spoon, a jade
bowl, sweets, and cakes—all that I always longed for. I was glad to stay forever. Next time when my mother came
I did not care to go with her. I was so poor for a long time that those sweet and pretty things took a great hold on
me.
A lady in that house told me that Hawaii had big, fat, very sweet sugarcane—it was better than honey. I crazy
for cane that I just waited for the day to come to Hawaii. She also told me that there was hardly anything to do but
after I came I found out that this was not true.
*
In 1891 my master and me sailed on the Billy Jack to go to my new mistress in Hawaii. We slept on canvas
cots and had cheap meat and cabbage for every meal. We could not land in Honolulu because there was a small
pox on board ship. We went directly to San Francisco and stayed there for two months. I never saw the shape of
the land for I was below the ship.
When we came back to Hawaii I was locked in the immigration office for three weeks. How happy I was when
my boss came to me. I went to meet my mistress who was never pleasant to me.
The first thing I asked my master was a piece of sugar cane. He said that there is none around the place where
we live. How sad I was for I expected cane to be all around.
Mr. Chin was the owner of a large carpenter shop on Nuuanu street. He had many workers. They cooked our
meals and they ate in the shop. I always took the meals home for the family.
We lived behind the shop. I had to wash clothes, clean the house and the basin. I also waited on the table and
when the family was served then I took my bowl to my master for food. I always ate separately from the family
table. Whenever I go back for a second helping my mistress would glare at me. Being afraid I used to press the
rice in my bowl so that I had my fill and avoided her glance.
Although she called me a “slave girl,” a good for nothing girl, and beat me unmercifully, I was happy to be in
Hawaii. At least I had food in my stomach and ate with a silver spoon.
*
Being a “China Jack” I was tempted by the good taste of the first cookie my mistress gave me. I saw her hang
the can on the kitchen wall. As soon as she left the house I helped myself to a cookie and a cup of tea. In my little
party she caught me. She took the ruler and beat my fingers to and fro, to and fro. They were all black and blue
and she kept on until the ruler broke.
One day after I had swept the house, washed the clothes, I went out to play with the neighborhood children
who wanted to have some fun with the “China Jack.” I was having a good time when my mistress yelled “slave
girl” at me. I went into the house expecting and prepared for the outcome. Afraid that the children outside would
hear she stuffed my mouth with a dirty rag and beat me with a bamboo rod. I struggled but of no use. After her
anger or jealousy was satisfied she made me clean the house again. .
Before I was real dumb. I was afraid to go to school on account of my mistress not giving me money to buy
tablets and pencils. I didn’t know how to explain to the teacher that my mistress would not give me money for
books. I used to hide from the teacher. My mistress said that a “China Jack” like me need not go to school. I sorry
I no go before.
I used to go to a shoe makers and take needles from him, for my mistress refused to let me use her needles.
Behind her back I learned how to sew. When I was sixteen she went to China for four months. I made sure I
learned how to sew dresses for myself. Every ten cents that I earned for sewing button holes for the neighboring
tailor I saved to buy materials. When my mistress returned from China she wanted me to sew for her. I wasn’t
very eager because she, herself, wanted to stop me from learning.
The following year the plague invaded Honolulu. Chinatown was burned down.\fn{ On December 12, 1899, a death
in Chinatown was diagnosed as caused by the bubonic plague. The Board of Health ordered a sanitary fire, which got out of control, and
resulted in the Great Chinatown Fire of January 20, 1900 } All I can remember is that we went to live at Kalihi, then to

Vineyard. We had little to do.
*
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I believe the turning point of my life came when I was eighteen. One morning I overheard my master scold my
mistress for wanting to marry me off to a man not of my same group. He said that long ago my mother made him
promise that I be married to someone of my own group—Pun Dee [Punti].\fn{ The original inhabitants of Guangdong
Province prior to the arrival of the Hakka, a sub-group of the Han } He said that it is onlyfair to present the recent
case\fn{Suitor} to me.
I hurried away from the door and waited to be called any minute. I went before them. My master who was
always nice to me said that my mother would be happy to know that I am married and on my own. He said that a
merchant, a Mr. Teng, from Wailuku, Maui, is looking for a bride. He is well-to-do but is forty years old. You are
only eighteen. I leave the matter up to you.
If he told me that the man was sixty I would have gladly said yes. Here was my chance to escape from the
harsh words of my mistress. Better than suffer some more, I accepted. How he looks like I did not know but with
that thought of freedom in mind I slept peacefully for the first time.
As a fee for my master’s successful matchmaking my future husband sent him one hundred fifty dollars, a
roast pig, five hundred cakes, a half dozen bottles of wine, and.a half dozen chickens. All day I was buying things
to take up to my new home. A lady took me down to the boat and when I landed at Kahului I was met by my
brother-in-law who took me home to my husband.
I became Mrs. Teng. My husband was almost bald but he was very nice to me.
*
Right after my marriage I asked my husband to write back to my village in search of my mother. Lucky he
asked my former boss for help. I told him of my hard times and how I came to Hawaii. He sent my mother fifty
dollars along with that first letter. I was very happy that I cried when I received my mother’s letter telling me that
my brother is eleven and is watching cows. I wrote home and sent her money to send my brother to school. I only
longed to see my mother again. I think I would fall in her arms and cry for days but I never had that chance. She
died a year after my husband’s death in 1921.
*
The young people of today are very much changed. I cannot understand my daughter-in-law who never trusts
me with her son. I am his grandmother. She is so afraid that I might put germs on him. When I have a slight cold I
cannot go near him. How can I put germs on him? If he is healthy he gets no germs. The small children in China
don’t have enough to eat and no clothing and yet they don’t die. The children in Hawaii have all the good food
and clothing so why should they get sick?
*
Today, my mistress lives in a one-room house on Vineyard Street. Her husband, three sons, and two daughters
are dead leaving a son-in-law who told her to get out of his home. Now she know what poor means. She gladly
calls me her “daughter” and even if she was mean to me I let that be forgotten. When I see her in town I give her a
dollar or two. If she was nice to me maybe I would have been a little more glad to help her.
My children call me a “jew” because I do not spend for clothes or other unnecessary luxuries. It is not that; I
shudder at the thought of being poor. I was poor for a long while, that much suffering is enough for me. I can not
spend here and there because someday I want to buy new refrigerator, pay for doctor’s bills, and pay for any
emergency. I must save so that I may have money on hand.
I am proud of my children. They are very good children and have helped me lots. I am looking forward to the
day when I will have my sons, daughters, and in-laws, and grandchildren with me. At present they are scattered on
Maui, Kauai, and Oahu.
I lucky come Hawaii.
205.1 Extraterritoriality In China\fn{by Wang, Ching-chun (1882-1956)} Luanhsien, Hopei Province, China (M) 9
Until very recently foreigners of all nationalities, sojourning in China, enjoyed extraterritorial privileges,
according to which these foreigners were subject not to the laws of the country of their sojourn but to their own
national laws as administered by their own governments’ officials. After acquiesing in this arrangement during
more than eighty years, China now demands its abolition. On .the other hand, some of the most important powers,
once having made the arrangement with China, decline to give it up. Consequently, the question of
extraterritoriality has become the most important, as well as the most irritating, issue between China and these
powers today. To understand this complicated arrangement of extraterritoriality, which is as difficult to define as it
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is awkward to pronounce, one must exmine the circumsta1!ces under which it was introduced and analyze its
modus operandi.
The principle of extraterritoriality was first established in China by the Russo-Chinese treaty of 1689. But in
this early case, the privileges were reciprocal. In their early years of intercourse, both China and Russia found it
troublesome and irritating to exercise jurisdiction over the neighbor’s subjects sojourning within their boundaries.
Therefore, each agreed that such subjects of its neighbor should be controlled by the neighbor’s own officials
according to the neighbor’s law.
This form of reciprocal extraterritoriality was changed by the Sino-British treaty of Nanking, signed in 1842,
and the consequent General Regulations of Trade of the next year, as a result of the “opium-war,” according to
which the principle of “unilateral” extraterritoriality was vaguely introduced, whereby British subjects in China
should be subject to the British law and Chinese subjects in Great Britain 5hould also be subject to British law, an
arrangement which Young China now considers as being “heads the foreigners win and tails the Chinese lose.”
The stipulation contained in the British treaty, however, was crude in form and ambiguous in language. The
clear and definite establishment of the principle was made in the Wanghia treaty which Caleb Cushing\fn{ 18001879) appointed Commissioner to China by President John Tyler } secured for the United States in 1844. Therefore, it has
been widely asserted that extraterritoriality was introduced by the United States, which, of course, is not correct.
In defending his action, High Commissioner Cushing pointed out that since Portugal and Great Britain had
already got such privileges, America could ill afford to do otherwise.
Within a few months, France secured a treaty which closely resembled the American document. The next year,
Belgium got the same treaty rights. Three years later, Norway and Sweden concluded treaties with China which
also followed the American model. Therefore, while the basic principle was introduced by the British treaty of
Nanking, gained only by a successful war, the master text was produced by the Cushing treaty, secured without
conflict.
The principle was further amplified by the Chefoo treaty of 1876 with Great Britain, which stipulated that “so
long as the laws of the two countries differ from each other,” extraterritoriality should remain. The example, as set
by Great Britain and the United States, was invariably followed by all foreign Powe!s which came into diplomatic
relations with China thereafter—Japan being the last to acquire such privileges in 1896, while she herself did not
get rid of the shackles until 1899.
Thus, without realizing what they were doing, the mandarins concluded, one after another, these one-sided
treaties and signed away China’s birthrights without getting any adequate compensation in return. What made
China’s position worse was the insertion, without proper safeguards, of the most-favored-nation clause in the
early treaties. By this clause it was generally understood that “should His Majesty the Emperor, from any cause
whatever, be pleased to grant any additional privileges to any foreign Power, the same privileges and immunities
will be extended to, and enjoyed by all the other Powers having this clause in their treaties with China.” Besides
other effects, this clause at once induced the treaty Powers to form a blôc in facing China, which has played such
an important part in China’s international relations and accounted so much for China’s loss of extraterritorial and
other rights. Whenever any nation raised a cry for some special privileges, there usually echoed the support of a
number of other nations, for the latter well knew that the most-favored nation clause would entitle all to whatever
privileges any one of them could get—it made little difference the method used or the circumstances surrounding
the case. This, to a certain extent, explains why so many nations, big and small, strong and weak, all obtained
extraterritorial and other privileges from China, which no nation in the world would have surrendered without a
fight.
The cause for these “unequal” treaties was simple. In the first place, the Manchu Dynasty was then on its
down-hill course of dissolution, as a result of its own impotence and the widespread revolutionary movement.
During these years, the whole purpose of Chinese statesmanship vis-a-vis the West was to close the door of the
nation and have as little do do with the foreigner as possible. Moreover, the mandarins, being trained only in the
classical school of Confucian philosophy, had no clear idea of the western nations. Not only were the
consequences unrealized, but the meaning of the clumsy word “extraterritoriality” itself, was perhaps not
understood because it was never expounded in the Analects of Confucius. As the extraterritorial stipulations were
to govern the bad behaviors of a handful of troublesome “barbarians” at a few spots on the fringes of the sea, no
Chinese dreamed that such stipulations would or could be used in the future to curb China’s independence. As the
number of Chinese who went abroad was small and China’s policy was rather against emigration, the mandarins
did not think it worth while to demand that such Chinese should likewise carry with them Chinese law. Indeed, it
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was perhaps considered good policy to leave to their own fate those few Chinese who ventured to leave the shores
of the Middle Kingdom.
On the other hand, when the Westerner first met the Easterner on equal terms at shorter than a lance’s length,
he found the laws of the East radically different from those of his own. The natural assumption was that the
traveller should carry his own law with him. Therefore, as a sovereign travelling in foreign countries or a
diplomatic agent residing in the country to which he is accredited, the Westerner, on landing in Asia, considered
himself free from all local jurisdiction. This appeared to be the general attitude of the West toward China, Japan,
and all other non-Christian countries in the East, and it was considered quite within the precepts of the Bible and
of civilization that every advantage should be forced out of those heathen countries.
Therefore, Young China\fn{A popular euphamism for the Republican, Kuomintang (Nationalist Party) government which was in
power in approximately 1931 when this essay was printed:H } feels that in China’s troubled, backward days, the West seized
its opportunity to seek its own benefit out of China’s misfortune. The West, however, says that China’s misfortune
was entirely due to her own fault.
“All the system of unequal treaties was not of our own choosing,” said Sir Austen Chamberlain.\fn{ 1863-1937)
British statesman} “We did not desire it; it was the minimum which we could ask of a China that repelled the
foreigner and would not give him justice in its own courts.”
This cumbersome system of extraterritoriality, in spite of its inherent defects, worked no great harm when the
number of foreigners was small. Even then, however, one serious objection soon became apparent, for the various
systems of foreign laws have to be administered by the consuls, most of whom, being commercial agents, have
neither legal training nor court experience. Incompetence is the natural result. Great Britain and the United States
have partially remedied this difficulty by establishing special courts in China to assume jurisdiction over more
important cases and to hear appeals from local consular courts. But this has not removed another defect due to the
djfficulty in bringing witnesses from long distances, for the places where the cases occur may be hundreds of
miles away from the courts.
Until recently, nineteen countries\fn{ The Austro-Hungarian Empire, Belgium, Brazil, Denmark, France, Germany, The United
Kingdom, Italy, Japan, Mexico, The Netherlands, Norway, Peru, Portugal, Spain, Russia, Sweden, Switzerland, The United States of
America} enjoyed extraterritoriality in China; therefore, nineteen different systems of laws were in operation at the

same time. In any lawsuit, if a number of defendants of different nationalities are involved, which is quite
common in such cosmopolitan centers as Canton and Shanghai, not only must they be proceeded against in
different courts, but their rights and responsibilities must be determined according to the large number of different
systems of laws involved. In addition to the confusion, cost, and inconvenience, one immediate result of this
multiplicity of laws is that many foreigners can engage with immunity in all sorts of illicit business, either in
defiance of law or because there is no law of their own countries that would cover the case. Thus, Italians engaged
in the opium trade before October I, 1921, might have met with no punishment, because no Italian law penalizing
such trade had been passed bcfore that date.
Under this system, the consular judges are under constant pressure to favor their own nationals. For instance,
some years ago there was a case in which a British sailor pushed a Chinese into the river where he was drowned.
Two Chinese witnesses swore that they saw the crime committed, while one English witness swore that he saw
the Chinese slip and fall into the river. It took the British Court no more than five minutes to return a verdict of
not guilty. As appeal from the decision would have had to go to London, of course the plaintiff accepted the
judgment.
Another inherent defect is that when foreigners carry their own laws with them into China, they usually carry
only those laws that are convenient and leave behind those that are not. Take the American prohibition law for
example: judging from what one sees in China, one can hardly believe that there is such a thing as prohibition in
the United States. It seems almost humanly impossible for many Americans to keep “dry” in China, in spite of the
protection of extraterritoriality. When laws are carried to a far-away country, where adequate machinery for
enforcement is impossible, they cannot but lose their dignity.
One of the worst forms of abuse is the misuse of extraterritorial privileges for shielding fraudulent Chinese
from Chinese law. In-stances have been known where some foreigners, without a penny, would open chain stores
and run steamers in his name and under his flag, without any share or other interest in the business except when
he was called upon to remove a case from the Chinese court. Needless to say that compensation for such service is
generous.
This limitation of Chinese jurisdiction manifests some of the most objectionable features of the extraterritoriality system when applied in the so-called “concessions” or “settlements,” within which foreigners have
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their own police and their own municipal governments. As Chinese culprits are practically free from Chinese
jurisdiction once they manage to get within the concession limits, these concessions are frequently used as places
of asylum by fugitives, especially corrupt officials, politicians, and soldiery, who rush there for safety, and who,
from within the concession boundaries, indulge in political intrigues. Political “outs” also find refuge in the
concessions, pending the change of fortune. It is well known that the existence of these areas has been an
important factor in preventing the solution of China’s political problems. Indeed, a number of the nationalist
leaders, who are endeavoring to effect the retrocession of the concessions, know this fact by their own experience,
for they have, perhaps on more than one occasion in the past, sought shelter in the concesssion. It has been
pointed out that some of the leaders today\fn{ About 1931} may not be altogether certain in their hearts that they
might not find the concessions convenient in case of some political upheaval. But the evil of the system is such
that they endeavor to abolish it, in spite of possible personal inconvenience.
Extraterritoriality also deprives China of her power to deport any foreigner from her territory, no matter how
offensive he may be. The only way China can get rid of any foreigner, even a lunatic or a desperado or something
still worse, is to bring suit against him in the foreign courts. The result is that practically no foreigner has ever
been deported by China throughout all these years. Consequently, foreigners, including the host of newspaper
correspondents, sometimes feel it quite safe to indulge in broadcasting outright falsehood against the Chinese
Government. Perhaps that is one reason why we hear so often such bad news from China.
This system, with its inherent and other defects, at once becomes, not only inconvenient, but dangerous when
an increasing number of foreigners come into the country whom China is practically powerless to control. Take
the Koreans for example—when they are in Korea they are Koreans, but once they cross the Yalu River, they at
once become Japanese, and for all practical purposes, enjoy all the extraterritorial and other privileges of the
Japanese, Britons or Americans. This is, perhaps, one of the reasons why over 500,000 Koreans have migrated
into the Three Eastern Provinces (Manchuria) during recent years. As such immigrants increase and take up more
land, so does Chinese territory become Japanese, for the Korean carries Japanese law and Japanese police
protection with him when he comes to China.\fn{ Japan seized Korea in 1910, and ruled the country until 1945 } This
immigration serves a double purpose: it makes room in Korea for the Japanese and extend’s Japan’s domain in
China. This state of affairs is rapidly building up a state within a state, and will soon create another Balkans in the
Far East, with all its minority and other dangerous complications. It is bound to prove an additional spark that
may sooner or later set off the powder magazine in the Far East.
So offensive and complicated is the extraterritoriality system that some even think the foreigners themselves
should demand its abolition. This, however, is not so simple, for the alternative of extraterritoriality is the judicial
system of China, which many foreigners consider as something that is still worse. To them, therefore, the situation
is like bejng “between the devil and the deep blue sea.”
One of the outstanding reasons against the abolition of extraterritorialjty is the oddness, as it is called, of
Chinese Jurisprudence. It is sometimes claimed that in cases of personal assault, the Chinese assailants often are
not arrested at all, or the real criminals are allowed to escape and substitution is made of other friendless wretches.
Another frequent complaint is that the administration of Chinese law is often subject to interference and dictation
at the hands, not only of the military chiefs, but of groups and associations who either set up arbitrary and illegal
tribunals of their own, or attempt to use legal tribunals for the furtherance of political objectives.
The oddness of Chinese law is even shown by its attitude toward the medical profession. According to
tradition, doctors in China are paid for the benefit or healings effected instead of the time spent by the doctors.
Moreover, Chinese custom holds the doctor strictly accountable for the deaths of patients, and Chinese law, to a
large extent, upholds the custom in this respect. To suggest that foreign doctors in China should be subject to such
Chinese law quite naturally creates an apprehension among the foreign medical profession that is at once genuine
and formidable. On the other hand, China, in spite of her intentions, cannot easily modify her laws to satisfy the
foreign doctors, for the Chinese people generally consider the laws of some foreign countries as being unduly in
favor of the doctors, many of whom seem to be able to get big fees for work done on patients that apparently get
worse or die as a result of such work.
Other specific charges are that Chinese laws are unjust and too harsh, that they do not discriminate sufficiently
between accidental and wilful homicide, and that there is much maladministration of the law due to corruption
and bias. In short, it is claimed that the system of Chinese law is so different from that of the West that it is
altogether unsuitable for the Westerner. Therefore, the foreigners maintain that before China can abolish
extraterritoriality, she must so modify her laws as to meet with the general approval of all the Powers con- cerned.
China, naturally, cannot accept this contention, because, as Minister of Justice Wang Chung-hui has said, the
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Chinese laws are primarily for the 400,000,000 Chinese and not for a small group of foreign visitors. Moreover, if
the foreign guests find China’s laws and conditions unsuitable, as Minister Wu Chao-chu has remarked, they are
always free to depart. China certainly will not emulate the example of Russia in placing obstacles in their
homeward way.
The foreigners then charge that the Chinese judges would accept bribes and that Chinese torture would make
any innocent person admit his guilt; similarly, the Chinese retort that they are not at all convinced that foreign
consuls or magistrates do not take bribes and that the famous “third degree” is not much less hideous than Chinese
torture. Moreover, the foreigners’ system of trial by jury or courts-marshal, as practiced in far-away China when
Chinese are plaintives, often appears like a farce.
The Chinese contention, in a nut-shell, is that if Chinese law is as bad as psittacosis,\fn{ Parrot fever} then
extraterritoriality is no better than parrot-fever; the Chinese have just as much reason against the one as the
foreigners against the other. The only difference is that psittacosis, in this case, can only affect some thousands of
transients, while parrot-fever infects millions who have no place to escape. Young China feels that so far as law
and law enforcement are concerned, all nations more or less live in glass houses.
To make a long story short, both sides have been putting forth arguments that can easily fill a library and both
sides can produce ample proof to support their arguments. But as the question is not one to be settled by debate, it
remains for statesmanship to solve it.
*
So long as His Majesty the Manchu emperor held on to the dragon throne at Peking, the “foreign devils” had
no difficulty in holding on to His Majesty for special privileges. But the moment the dragon throne was
overturned, that ominous accident not only spoiled the djvine right of His Majesty, but also brought bad luck to
the “foreign devils” who constantly tormented His Majesty for privileges, as if by the irony of fate, the fortunes of
the two, who politely hated each other, were at the same time mutually dependent. Ever since the Revolution of
1911, the Chinese people—no longer His Majesty or a few mandarins—began to take an interest in China’s
affairs. They felt, with an increasing sense of bitterness, the injustice of what they call the unequal treaties, of
which extraterritoriality forms an important part, and endeavored in every way to free China from the shackles of
the one-sided restrictions, even to the extent of forgetting China’s own faults in the matter. Their agitation against
the unequal treaties in general, and extraterritoriality in particular, has lately grown almost to the proportion of a
nation-wide revolt.
The earliest result of China’s efforts to abolish extraterritoriality was obtained in 1902, when Great Britain
agreed to relinquish her extraterritorial rights “when she is satisfied that the Chinese laws, the arrangement for
their administration and other considerations warrant her in so doing.” The next year Japan and the United States
made similar agreements with China. These noncommittal promises, of course, neither added to nor detracted
from the aspirations of the one side or the privilege of the other. Nevertheless, they show that the system is not
permanent, and they set a goal for China to strive for.
In 1919, China raised the extraterritoriality question in Paris. As the peace conference was overwhelmed with
the post-war problems, and President Wilson had more than his hands full in trying to deliver the League of
Nations, which was repeatedly threatened with a miscarriage, the cry of China, the enfant-terrible, went no further
than being lost in the Versailles records.
The fruitless efforts at Paris disappointed, but did not discourage China, so, at the Washington Conference, she
again brought up the question, when her delegates asked the Powers to cooperate with her in “taking initial steps
toward … abolishing the existing system, which is admitted on all hands to be unsatisfactory both to foreigners
and Chinese,” and urged that a definite date be fixed for such abolition. Considerably discussion took place and
finally the Conference passed a resolution expressing sympathy for China’s aspirations and providing for a
commission to inquire into the practice of extraterritoriality, as well as the laws and their administration in China.
This commission, on China’s invitation, met in January, 1926, and made its report in September of the same year,
recommending the gradual release of the old rights in measure as the Chinese are able to afford adequate
protection to foreigners and their property.
The half-way or rather half-hearted measures agreed upon at Washington were regarded by China as not going
far enough, and the long delay in putting the Washington treaties into effect further intensified China’s feeling that
she must look elsewhere for help. Therefore, she went to try at the League of Nations. As Article XIX of the
League of Covenant provides for the revision of obsolete treaties, China’s delegate proposed, in September, 1929,
that ways and means should be adopted for the application of that article.
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The Chinese diplomat said not a word about extraterritoriality, but it is evident that he intended to attack the
extraterritorial question under the cover of treaty revision, by way of proving that the eighty-year old
extraterritorial treaties are obsolete. The German delegation supported the Chinese proposal especially heartily,
because, perhaps, it either believed in the abolition of extraterritoriality or had some treaties of its own to revise
which might well be pushed forward in the wake of the Chinese move, or both.
But these inner details at Geneva are not an immediate part of our story. After weeks of endeavoring to solicit
support among the League members and a final threat to create a “serious situation,” the Chinese delegation
succeeded in inducing the assembly to adopt a resolution recognizing that Article XIX of the Covenant gives any
member the right to request consideration of any treaty which the member regards as no longer applicable and,
hence, dangerous to world peace.
No other development has been since heard of.
China, naturally, expected the United States to be more tolerant and encouraging, for that is the traditional
policy of that nation toward countries which are endeavoring, no matter in the face of what difficulties, to be free
democracies. As the result of a series of exchange of notes begun early in 1928, the State Department replied, on
August 10, 1929, in restrained and temperate but, at the same time, conclusive terms that the United States, while
sympathetic to help, could only
participate in negotiations which would have as their object the devising of a method for the gradual relinquishment of
extraterritorial rjghts, either as to designated territorial areas or as to particular kinds of jurjsdictjon, or as to both,
provided that such gradual relinquishment proceeds at the same time as steps are taken and improvements are achieved
by the Chinese Government in the enactment and effective enforcement of laws based on modern concepts of
jurisprudence.

Feeling this reply could not be the last word, China again appealed to the United States with a note which did
not produce more arguments, but rather emphasized the historical policy of the United States in proffering a
strong, helping hand to struggling republics. It was pointed out in certain cjrcles that the United States had
provocation, time and again, not only to initiate extraterritoriality, but, perhaps, to declare war outright upon its
neighbor Mexico. But instead of an eye for an eye, and a tooth for a tooth, she had always adopted a tolerant
attitude even in cases where some Americans undoubtedly were being victimized. In return for that tolerant
attitude, Mexico today is, to a large extent, upon a firm foundation and is facing the future with reasonable
confidence. China is struggling in a similar manner and is also a neighbor, the difference being only in distance,
which is itself diminishing rapidly.
Replying to China’s second appeal, Secretary Stimson\fn{ Henry L Stimpson (1867-1950) Secretary of State (1929-1933)}
reiterated the United States’ attitude as expressed in the note of August 10.
Chinese leaders were naturally disappointed, because they had expected that America would again take the
lead as she did in restoring China’s tariff autonomy. But disappointment was not accompanied by any ill feeling,
and the Chinese Minister at Washington has since continued negotiations with the State Department.
The result of China’s negotiation with Great Britain concerning the major issue is somewhat similar to that
with the United States. Great Britain, however, is in a happier position in the matter of details, because she
possesses certain “side” rights in the form of concessions which she has been returning to China in a far-sighted
manner, thereby creating pleasant impressions. Besides voluntarily returning to China the concessions at
Chinkiang, Kiukiang, Hankow, she also agreed that all British subjects, residing within the former Kiukiang
concession, should pay taxes according to Chinese law. Recently, she also voluntarily returned to China the
concessions at Amoy and Weihaiwei.
These steps of Great Britain are considered most significant and are well appreciated by Nanking, to which
must be added the personal advantage of Sir Miles Lampson, the British Minister at Peiping. Being six feet four
inches in stature, well-balanced in all other respects, with a heart adequately in proportion to stature, Sir Miles, an
old China hand of the magnanimous type, has proven a great representative of Great Britain in winning good-will
for the Britons, which had been approaching rather low marks up to recent years.
The American representative, Mr. J. V. A. MacMurray—scholar, statesman—has been an equal to Sir Miles in
every way except in thc physical respect. But that difference was well made up by the charming personality of
Mrs. MacMurray, who spent many of her youthful years in China, where she captivated the then Secretary
MacMurray of Legation. Mrs. MacMurray appeared perfectly at home in Peking, and revealed a sympathy and
understanding that can only be acquired with time and intelligence. I digress in speaking of Mrs. MacMurray,
because in the China of today, the daughter of Cathay has already abolished men’s extraterritoriality in her
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domain, and hence the hostess of a legation can easily prove to be a helpmate as never before. Unfortunately, the
young American Minister to old China recently decided to start a new professional career at Johns Hopkins.
But the United States has such a wealth of able and well-trained men to fill the vacancy and President Hoover
certainly made an ideal choice for a sensitive post, in the selection of Mr. Nelson T. Johnson, Assistant Secretary
of State in charge of Far Eastern affairs. Having spent many years in China, Mr. Johnson has a host of friends
there. He also speaks the Chinese language and knows Chinese conditions. Being one of the “babies” of the
foreign service, he is thoroughly conversant with the ins and outs of the difficult job which confronts him. With a
warm soul, as evidenced by tlie red tinge of his hair, and a sense of humor well known in China, Mr. Johnson took
no time in finding himself perfectly at home in the commodious American Legation at Peking, where as chief of
the mission he will find perhaps no other change in the place than when he was there as a member of the staff.
Whatever may be the reason for the delay in abolishing extraterritoriality, one of the unfortunate effects is that
the Chinese are led to question the sincerity of the foreign Powers in their dealings with China. In view of Japan’s
experience, where the foreign Powers hung on to their extraterritorial privileges long after Japan had done all that
could be expected of her, and did not actually give up such privileges until three years after her victory in the
Sino-Japanese war of 1895, Young China began to feel, as Japan then did, that the East cannot expect justice from
the West and must find her solution by other means besides negotiation.
The immediate result is that Young China has begun to pay undue attention to the way in which Turkey and the
Russians got their freedom from such shackles. The laws of Russia and their application under the Bolshevik
regime did not appear to the Chinese to be much more suited to the nationals of the foreign Powers than those of
China, if the criticisms of the press of these nations had any foundation, and yet not a word was heard from those
nations in demanding of Russia either extraterritoriality or any other special privileges. Young China began to
puzzle over this glaring difference in the attitude of the foreign Powers towards Russia and China, and to ask if
this difference is due to racial prejudice or the red army, or both. Any conclusion from such meditating inquiry is
not healthy.
The case of Turkey is no less glaring. For years, nationals of the foreign Powers enjoyed extraterritoriality in
that county, obviously for similar reasons as in China. For years arguments were advanced against relinquishing
such special privilege in Turkey, which were identical with those advanced for the same purpose in China. But
soon after the young Turks drove the Greeks into the Aegean, these objections of foreigners in Turkey against
Turkish control suddenly disappeared, indicating, as it seems, that the Turkish laws and law courts have been
reformed and raised, overnight by magic, to ther level of those of all modern nations. The Powers not only failed
to demand that the capitulations could be abolished “only after the state of Turkish laws warrant them in so
doing,” but the treaty of Lausanne was actually signed three years before the promulgation of Turkey’s new codes.
Indeed, the “advice” which the Japanese tendered to the Turks concerning the question of extraterritoriality at the
Lausanne Conference was worded in almost identical terms with that which they tendered to the Chinese at the
Peking Conference of 1925, and yet the attitude of the foreign Powers is so different in the two cases. These
mental suggestions are neither healthful for Young China nor complimentary to the foreign Powers.
After Egypt, Persia and Siam have got rid of extraterritoriality and with the cases of Turkey and Russia vividly
in view, the Chinese feel increasingly humiliated by the fact that China should remain the only important country
in the world to be subject to this nineteenth century bondage. They become impatient in waiting for all the slowmoving vested interests to unanimously pass a favorable judgment on China’s jurisprudence. In so far as
extraterritoriality is unilateral in character, they conclude that it must require unilateral action for its removal.
Therefore, the approach of the end of 1929 was being watched with keen anxiety by most foreigners in China, for
Nanking made it known that it would, in one way or another, abolish extraterritoriality on January 1, 1930.
The balon d’essai at once met with an uproar of protest and criticism. The attitude of the United States, as
reported by the United Press, was that the extraterritorial treaties were signed by a recognized Chinese
Government and should be respected by the present Government until abrogated legally—which is interpreted in
certain circles as meaning when the United States gives its consent. Therefore, any unilateral action is to be
opposed.
To this criticism, the Nationalists called attention to the fact that China is not the first nation to resort to such
unilateral action. As early as 1870, Russia abrogated the provision of the treaty of Paris of 1856, forbidding her to
fortify or navigate the Black Sea with war vessels. In spite of protests, the abrogation\fn{ The text has: abrogated}
stood and was duly legalized at the Conference of London the next year. Eight years later, Russia again repeated
the experiment by abrogating Article 59 of the Berlin treaty of 1878, which invoked only a feeble protest from
London, while all the rest of the signatory Powers failed to utter a word.
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When China was advised not to emulate the example of Russia, she again called attention to the fact, as voiced
by Minister Wu Chao-chu, that the United States not long ago also indulged in such unilateral action, when
Congress, in contravention of the 1880 treaty, passed an act in 1890 to prohibit the entry of Chinese laborers.
When the case was contested, the Supreme Court upheld as a matter of law the action of Congress by saying:
It is an accepted maxim of international law that every sovereign nation has the power … to forbid the entrance of
foreigners within its domains or to admit them only in such cases and upon such conditions as it may see fit to
prescribe. … The provision of an act of Congress must be upheld by the Courts even in contravention of express
stipulations in an earlier treaty.

Therefore, the Chinese argue that if it is permissible to stop foreigners from coming into a country altogether,
contrary to treaty provisions only ten years old, then it would seem at least equally permissible to take the less
drastic measure of exercising jurisdiction over them, when treaty provisions are more than eight times out of date.
After much deliberation, the Chinese Government issued a mandate on December 28, 1929, to the effect that
beginning January 1, 1930,
all foreign nationals in the territory of China, who are now enjoying extraterritorial privileges, shall abide by the laws,
ordinances, regulations duly promulgated by the central and local governments of China.

This is definite and emphatic. So far as China is concerned, territoriality is no longer recognized after January
1. But it is followed by the following paragraph:
The Executive and Judicial Departments are hereby ordered to prepare as soon as possible, a plan for the execution
of this mandate, and to submit it to the Legislative Council for examination and deliberation with a view to its
promulgation and enforcement.

This measure, although long expected, created a mingled feeling of dismay and indignation among a
considerable section of foreigners in China. “Disastrous complications and serious incidents,” as.the New York
Times correspondent predicted, “are bound to follow Nanking’s\fn{ Nanking was the capital of China from 1928-1949:H }
declaration, even though it is meant to be only a declaration on paper issued for ‘face-saving’ purposes.” The
general opinion among foreigners was that the decree will result in abolition of extraterritoriality in all parts of
China except those treaty ports which actually can be protected by foreign battleships. It was suggested by certain
foreign elements in China that formal recognition of the Nationalist Government should be withdrawn, if China
persisted in her policy.
On the other hand, Chinese extremists also proposed reprisals. First of all, the strict and annoying formalities
pertaining to the admission of Chinese, as practiced in Canada and the United States, should be adopted to
inconvenience the entry of the privileged foreigners, who should also be denied the freedom to travel in the
interior. A general boycott was also mooted. These Chinese radicals believed that if the stand-pat foreigners chose
to humiliate China, there was nothing left but to return the compliment. They also considered it worth while to see
if the “imperialist” nations would dare to resort to nineteenth century methods to preserve extraterritoriality,
which is not only out of date but can hardly be defined by their own citizens.
France at once lodged a protest against the execution of the mandate. Washington also recognized that a
serious question had arisen, but deprecated suggestions that gunboats might have to be employed to enforce
extraterritoriality. The Chinese action, as viewed in Washington, meant merely that the Nationalist government is
determined to adhere to the principle of abrogation of extraterritoriality, but is willing to enter into negotiations
directed toward eventual, gradual relinquishment of the rights on the part of foreigners.
Great Britain took a similar attitude and informed the Chinese Minister in London that she was willing “to
agree that January 1 should be treated as the date from which the process of the gradual abolition of
extraterritoriality should be regarded as having commenced in principle …” In spite of the cynical comments by
the conservative press, China seems to have liked the British reply, for it has narrowed down the whole
complicated controversy to the single question of finding some device that will assure justice to the foreigners
under the laws of China.
The psychological effect of having a date fixed in the case of abolishing extraterritoriality, as it was in the
recovery of tariff autonomy, is the feeling that general statements must give way to specific action. Moreover,
there is no denying that Nanking seems to have seriously contemplated unilateral abolition, and that at the last
moment Nanking replaced the “teeth” of the mandate with the clause of ordering the departments concerned to
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adopt ways and means to carry out the mandate. This loophole for negotiation was inserted evidently because
Nanking is eager to avoid the unpleasantness of unilateral abolition, whatever the legal and practical justification
may be. It is clear, however, that the milder course was adopted reluctantly, and, hence, that it may not at all
insure that, when further pressed by public opinion, Nanking will not take stronger action in the future. The
writing on the wall seems quite clear that if the Powers move too slowly in the matter, they may yet be confronted
with an ending of the system by China’s denunciation of the extraterritoriality clauses in the treaties, whether
internal conditions justify it or not. As the abolition of extraterritoriality was disclosed by the late Dr. Sun Yatsen’s dictum and has become a sine qua non of any Chinese government, if the present center party at Nanking
fails to do it in amicable ways, the Left Wing may do it in other ways. In the meantime, extraterritoriality will
probably remain the rankling sore in the relations between China and the friendly Powers.
*
In spite of internal difficulties and external opposition, China has made much progress toward the goal of
freeing herself of extraterritoriality. The first God-sent opportunity came, when Germany, Austria, and Hungary
approached China to negotiate new treaties after the war. A second opportunity arrived when the Soviet
government approached China for a similar purpose to replace the old treaties, which became null and void with
the dissolution of the Czarist regime. As these nations realized unmistakably China’s attitude in such matters, they
did not waste any time in asking for the extraterritorial privileges which they had enjoyed before the war. So
treaties on the general principle of equality and reciprocity were soon concluded.
Then followed the new treaties and agreements with a number of South American and new-born nations of
Europe,\fn{Bolivia, Chile, Czechoslovakia, Finland, Greece, Persia and Poland } which, as a matter of course, claimed no
extraterritorial rights.
A number of other nations, such as Cuba, Uruguay, Panama, Hungary and Bulgaria, are also conducting their
business with China without extraterritorial privileges, while Mexico, whose treaty concerning extrality expired in
1928, declared on November 12, 1929, that she
has no intention … to demand in the future extraterritorial privileges

To this group of nations without extraterritorial rights, must be added a second group, such as Belgium, Italy,
Spain, Denmark, Portugal, Norway, Sweden and Switzerland, which still enjoy such privileges, but agree to
surrender them as soon as “all the other Powers will do so.”\fn{ Treaties abolishing extraterritoriality with Belgium,
Denmark, Italy, Portugal and Spain were signed in 1928; and with Sweden and Switzerland in 1908 and 1918 respectively. Norway said in
1929 that she “is prepared to abolish the same when all the other Treaty Powers will do so.” }

Thus, out of a total of thirty nations having diplomatic relations with China, only six—Brazil, France, Great
Britain, Japan, The Netherlands, and The United States—are left in the third camp. Of course, it must be remarked
that the interest of this small group of nations, which show a stronger disinclination to give up the special
privileges, is considerably larger than that of the other nations. Nevertheless, the fact that four-fifths of a total of
thirty nations are willing to give up such privileges is, in itself, significant. As the nationals of so many nations
have already been amenable to China’s jurisdiction during quite a number of years, the “abolition of extrality,” as
Dr. C. T. Wang recently declared,
is today neither so radical nor so revolutionry an innovation as may appear.

The significance of these developments goes far beyond the mere fact that China at last has abolished
extraterritoriality of such a large number of nations. What is of greater importance is that the pre-war\fn{ Pre-World
War I} concert of nations, which accounted so much for China’s loss of extrality and other rights in the early years,
is broken up into three camps. Besides the concrete recovery of her lost sovereignty, as measured by the number
of the new treaties, China began to get the moral support of the nations in the first camp, and the neutrality of
those in the second camp, in her struggle against the nations in the third, for complete freedom. The fact that the
nationals of the countries without extraterritoriality, such as the Germans and Austrians, seem to be getting along
more smoothly in China than those with such protection, and that experience under Chinese law does not at all
justify the horrors anticipated by the conservative elements, is another bright augury.
Therefore, once either Great Britain or the United States decides to show the same generosity as in the case of
China’s tariff restrictions, then extraterritoriality will end, because it is not likely that either of the two will long
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hold out as soon as one of them gives in; and the moment the Big Two lead the way, the rest of those nations in
camp three—Brazil, France, Japan, and The Netherlands—will certainly follow suit.
*
Another favorable factor is that, since 1907, China has been making steady and continued reforms in her
judicial system. The reforms, however, have met with many difficulties. China’s conception of law and
punishment differs radically at some points from those of the Occident. Yet efforts have to be made to produce in
and for China a body of laws which will meet with the approval of all of the important treaty Powers. The
inevitable result is that the new codes contain many provisions which are not an outgrowth of Chinese thought
and experience. If these new laws satisfy the foreigners, will they also be suited to the Chinese, and vice versa?
Can there be produced a system of laws that can be applied equally with justice and satisfaction to the Chinese
and the nationals of some nineteen foreign Powers?
These obvious difficulties have long been recognized by Chinese and foreign publicists. Consequently the
progress in law reform has been slow. Moreover, it may be expected that some of the new laws may appear to
some foreigners just as odd as the old laws. Those who expect to see China turn West in her laws and law courts,
are bound to be disappointed, because China will never do that as long as the Orient remains in the East.
In spite of tremendous difficulties, the penal code, the penal procedure, and the civil procedure codes have all
been promulgated. Company laws and laws concerning commerce, mining, copyright, and patents, prison
administration, and navigation, have all been revised. In order to provide an efficient judiciary, a college has been
established for the training of judicial officers, with a two-year course in practical court work, which only admits
graduates of accredited law schools. Over 140 modern law courts have been established, including a supreme
court, which have given general satisfaction.
Reforms in prison adm,inistration have also been going on steadily. Over seventy modern prisons, with
accommodation for 2500 convicts, have been established in various parts of the country, while more are being
remodelled every year. While it is a matter of opinion as to whether or not China’s laws and their administration
have attained the standards to which she is expected to conform, it is impossible to deny that she has made great
progress along the path of legal reform. Even China’s severest critics admit that much improvement has been
made.
With the whole picture before us, we can readily see that there is much to be said both for and against the
abolition of extraterritoriality in China. While recognizing that the exemption of foreigners residing in China from
Chinese jurisdiction is a direct infringement of China’s sovereignty, yet the Chinese must remember that the fault
for the introduction of this principle does not entirely rest on the nations which claim the privilege. Young China
must realize that disorder and recurring civil wars, perhaps, have as much to do as foreign opposition in
preventing the abolition of extraterritoriality, while a strong, united government will be a shorter cut to China’s
goal than anti-imperialist slogans and anti-foreign demonstrations.
The Chinese must also recognize that the abolition of an institution of such long standing as that of
extraterritoriality, will inevitably involve certain inconveniences for the foreigner in China whose business is built
on the foundation of that institution. On the other hand, the foreigners must also recognize that the inconvenience
to the Chinese, resulting from the continuation of the regime, is not only equally real but decidedly more
extensive.
Therefore, both sides must be open-minded in trying to find some reasonable means for solution concurrent
with the legitimate interests of all concerned and conducive to better understanding. Between nations, as between
individuals, there is a marked tendency since the World War for neighbors to adjust their intercourse on the basis
of equality and reciprocity. For better or for worse, the world has changed considerably since 1842, and China is
no exception. Therefore, nations will have to look forward instead of turning backward. Just how the desired end
is to be reached it is for the statesmen to devise. But the world hopes that good faith and good grace, instead of
arbitrary action, may accompany the final settlement of this knotty problem, which has been disturbing the
friendly relations between China and the Powers during nearly ninety years.
China 1.74 Excerpt from Qing Gong Suo Ji (Memoir Of My Life At The Manchu Imperial Court)\fn{by Yu
Rongling (1882-1973)} Tianjin Municipality, Heping District, China (F) 23
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1883

269.108b 1. Excerpt from My Religious Views 2. Stirred By Thoughts 3. Excerpts From Her Essay In The
Student Class Register Of The Beiyang Women’s Public School (1909 or 1910) 4. From A Note In The Lü
Bicheng, ji 5. Qin yuan chun 6. Visiting The Ice Mountain Mont Blanc 7. Feng die ling 8. In The Colophon To
The 1932 Edition Of Xiaozhu ci 9. In The Colophon To The four-juan Printed Edition Of The Xiaozhu ci ||| 10.
Excerpt from Describing My Thoughts 11. Expressing My Thoughts 12. To Chen Yingning 13. From Random
Things On Contemporary Women’s Circles 14. Excerpt from Random Thoughts From The Spring Boudoir\fn{by
Lü Bicheng (1883-1943)} Jingde, Anhui Province, China (F)
1
… Tanggu is quite close to Tianjin. One day, the wife of my uncle’s secretary in the government office, Mr. Fang,
was going to Tianjin to visit a girls’ school and invited me to come along. As I was about to leave, my uncle stopped
me and reprimanded me severely. I was extremely angry and decided to break with him. The next day, I ran away
and boarded the train, where I met the Lady of the Pavilion of Buddha's Light who took me along to Tianjin. I had
neither traveling expenses nor any luggage with me. …
*
… Quite a few people came from the capital to meet me. Qiu Jin was among them. I had heard that she also had
the style name Bicheng. When people in the capital read my writing, they thought they came from her hand. She
thus decided to come visit me in Tianjin.
After our meeting, she nobly stopped using that style name. She gave it up because my name was already wellknown. I still remember her name card with the three characters Qju Guijin on red paper, which the office clerk held
up, announcing,
“A gentleman with a chignon has come.”
At that time, Qiu still had her hair done up in a bun while wearing man’s clothes. She was tall and handsome, her
eyes shone, and her bearing was different from ordinary people. The host invited her to stay and we slept in the same
bed together.
The next morning, opening my sleepy eyes I was shocked when I caught sight of a pair of official-style leather
boots on her feet and thought there was a man [in the room]. She was applying powder to her nose by the head of the
bed. Alas, I never could have guessed at the time that the person with whom I shared a bed would one day meet with
the blade at the marketplace!
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She had tried to persuade me to go with her to Japan to work for the revolution. I upheld cosmopolitanism and
was sympathetic to governmental reform. However, I did not have a view of [opposition between] Manchus and Han
Chinese. The result of our exchange was that she went by herself while I carried on with editorial work.
When she started up the Nübao in Shanghai, the inaugural piece had my signature. Later because of this I almost
met with the same calamity but was fortunate to have got off.
2
Dark is our country—
I rejoice in the ray of dawn shooting up in the distance.
Who will sing loudly of women’s rights?
Joan of Arc.
Eight thousand feet of snow-capped waves—I am saddened by a sea of sin,
If you hear mad words and weeping coming from my boudoir,
Don’t be surprised.
Isolated and confined,
Like the eternity of night.
Fettered and bound,
With no end in sight.
Knocking on Heaven’s door—no response,
How can I pour out my angry feelings?
Far and wide I summon the departed souls to no avail,
Nowhere to let out my hot-blooded zeal.
Alas, a frog at the bottom of a well, my wish always denied.
In vain emotions are stirred.
3
… At the time, since there were not many students, they were divided into only two grades. The main subject,
National Learning was supplemented by General Studies; most other subjects were still not set up. …
*
… Seeing that the public praised us unanimously, the students made rapid progress and increasingly others came
to attend. Consequently, in the spring of 1906, I selected the best among them to take the course on teaching.
I carefully collated the course materials to aim for progress and acquisition of skill. In the seventh month of 1909
we held a graduation ceremony.
After seven terms, only ten students completed satisfactorily. This was because women’s education did not thrive
in the north. Those who study the profession are mostly gentlewomen accompanying their male kin in official
postings. They are already ahead having benefited from customs in the south.
The local lineages here are holding onto old practices, unwilling to look ahead. They each set up family schools
to teach them there. As a consequence, this school bears general similarities to a Chinese women’s school in Japan.
As official families came and went frequently, those who interrupted their studies midway were the majority.
This is the reason why so few were able to reach graduation. But as the number of students has reached one
hundred, they planned to make a class register and asked me to write a preface. …
4
… After my father passed away, we brought disaster to the family because of the property. I did not receive
even a penny. A deed was drawn up with public witnesses. My habits are extravagant. The huge sums of money I
spend all come from my own savings. This is due to the fact that I am quite versed in the art of Tao Zhu. …
5
Such an immortal source—
In the human world
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The secluded dwelling is naturally hidden.
Listening to hoary pines in the myriad valleys
They turn into the sound of heaven even with no wind.
Locked in on all sides by mountain mist,
Though there’s no rain it is always cloudy.
By the winding railing, a flowing rainbow
Where the high tower rises like a piece of jade.
At times I see the lovely shadow of a startled wild goose.
In the peaceful night
I faintly hear the sound of the phoenix flute
Come flying across, so cool and clear.
*
How often can I come here in this floating life?
Let me gather the misty vines into my demanding verse.
Let the recluse come and go
For none is host and none guest.
While idle clouds drift
There is no past or present.
Hard to summon the yellow crane
Still lingering among beautiful red blossoms.
Looking back there is no limit to heaven or the world.
Feeling rueful in vain
How can I prove my past karma?
I want to beg the mountain spirit.
6
The Goddess Lingwa at play
Took a twelve-fold crystal screen
And arranged it into dangerous gorges.
Massed angular tips extending thousands of feet,
An amazing dark and majestic barrier.
Rain smoothes the bejeweled branches,
Light bewitches the silvery knots,
The luan-bird and crane grieve that they cannot possess it.
Xihe’s wheel ceases to approach
Its blazing might looks on in vain for eternity.
*
A picture unrolls all over the lake and the mountains
Startling my heart at first sight,
But the immortal realm will keep on transforming.
I just fear that the noble spirit of Heaven and Earth will be exhausted
And its form will shed its gentle beauty.
Shainanka Gorge barren of clouds
A cold moon over jasper terrace
A dream ends with its spring-like face.
Where are the travelers’ footprints?
The flying carriage bound to the end of the sky.
7
In mist and vapor the three mountains are distant,
The blue sea hazy for a myriad li.
Though I am not a winged phoenix,
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I am already intimate with Heaven and distant from man.
*
It is difficult to dye the robe with gold powder,
Should I doubt the dream of flowers in the breeze?
How many times can I pace the void?
Except for the light from the immortal hill and its hazy reflections—
Who would know me?
8
The above two juan of song lyrics were published at the end of the year 1929.
When I turned to follow Buddhism in the spring of 1930, I stopped writing literature. However, my former works
already circulated both at home and abroad.
It is commonly said that song lyrics in general transgress the Buddhist discipline. I felt ashamed of them inside.
Yet I revised them slightly for printing again. I still preserve them even though they are profane expressions. They
too store evidence of my intention.
Beautiful sentiments are generally entrusted to metaphors. I write about flowers and moon over the ocean or the
emotions regarding the vicissitudes of m homeland. In recent years I have wandered the continents. I have been to
look at extraordinary landscapes all around. Therefore in the realm of song lyrics I gradually grew tired of what is
haughty and expansive, preferring what is straightforward with thoughts of transcending the world.
I heard that some low fellow tried to make up slander by [reading into them] mundane feelings. On this account I
provide explanations to avoid their being misread. The Xikun style is obscure and I composed my own “Zheng
Commentary” and only regret that I cannot be more detailed.
The lyrics at the end of the volume are ones that I wrote when I was idling in treatment in the hospital this
summer, to express my thoughts as well as to study the Way. They reflect the fact that my former worldly existence
was but “a dream, a fantasy, a bubble, or a reflection.” They are none other than the first sign of prajna spreading the
sound of the scriptures to the garden of pleasure. I suppose this can also be of some help to the efforts of literary
scholars. …
9
… For years I have been studying diligently Buddhist books and have long stopped writing song lyrics.
After I returned from Europe I concentrated on translating Buddhist canons from the ancient writing of Kharosthi.
It took three years to complete. My body and spirit were utterly wornout.
So I picked up writing song lyrics again as light amusement to nurture my faculties. But as I returned to my former
addiction, I just gave myself up to the pleasure. I finished more than sixty lyrics in a hundred days. I then arranged
them together with my old drafts into four juan and copied them out without much care.
From now on I will stop writing. I deeply regret that this floating life is limited and I have not succeeded in
attaining the Way.
The song lyric is the best [medium] for conveying feeling and taking hold of a state of mind or aesthetic realm.
Like “the wind rippling the water in the pond,” if one plays with it one will end up obsessed with it. How terrible! So
it cannot be kept around.
However, although the song lyric is a trifling art, it will serve to express the heart’s sincere feelings of love and
loyalty in insignificant phrases when one is moved, and to fulfill the purpose of the Odes to unburden sorrow and
resentment.
As the songs accompanied by strings change notes, they will arouse the morale of the scholars. I can only vacate
my seat to worthy poets of the past and make haste to welcome the wise of the future and be an onlooker. …
10
In this world, I sigh over the affliction of women;
Cloistered for a lifetime, they are like white cranes.
How could I carry a three-foot sword
To break through multiple passes for those of my kind?
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Let some laugh at me as purely mad;
Deeply pitying all the people, my concerns are constant.
11
Right in front of me the vast sea has actually become dust.
Wretchedness locks the deserted corner; all kinds of feelings are frequently stirred.
Folks are waiting to see the old evil practices eradicated;
The one in the secluded boudoir wishes to be a new citizen.
I place my surplus interest in the world beyond rivers and lakes;
Amidst rouge and powder I rest this body.
Who is going to initiate equal rights and advocate independence
So that all the crouching looper caterpillars can stretch and rise.
12
Troubled, she was unable to grasp your wonderful ideas as soon as she heard them;
She tried hard to discuss issues of “difference, sameness, hard and white.”
The arguing talent regrets being misled by her cleverness,
Begging you to forgive the red boudoir for her wildness and ignorance.
13
… With regard to ci verses, many often criticize women’s works as mostly tailoring the red silks and inscribing
the green jades, writing about resentments and expressing romantic sentiments, all written in the same style, and
unable to transcend the voice of those of the inner chambers.
In my opinion, expressing nature and feelings should follow their own ways. One must produce the new out of
the old, not fall into the old ruts. We should especially value works that are profound and elegant in meter and
express genuine nature and feelings; these should be considered as fine pieces.
Wen Tingyun and Li Shangyin in the shi genre and Zhou Bangyan and Liu Yong in the ci are all good at
depicting tender love and beauty. If men can write like this, what’s the harm for women in expressing their own
nature?
If words and expressions must be concerned with people and thoughts should never be separated from state
politics, I would be privately sick of their artificialness if they were written by men and wonder: how can this be
proper for the ones of the inner chambers?
Women love beauty and are full of emotions and feelings and are feminine in nature. Why on earth do they
have to admire the virtue of masculinity? If they deeply efface themselves, they must be self-abasing and feel
ashamed to be women. …
14
Tired of embroidering, I seek only the reason beyond the material world;
Hoeing jasper grass by myself, I lean against the root of clouds.
Now the sojourner is clothed in lotus leaves and belted with orchids.
Who would recognize this body rising from the fall of heavenly flowers?
195.75 & 207.56 A. Two Commanders B. Excerpts from China’s Problems And Their Solution: 1. Revolution
Still In Progress 2. The Communist Bandit Problem 3. On The Alternative To Civil War\fn{by Wang Ching-wei
(1883-1944)} Sanshui City, Guangdong Province, China (M) 10
A
1
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For two years I have been away from our country, and now I am delighted to be back, and again in close touch
with public opinion at home and with China’s own critics. First I have read Dr. Hu Shih’s Rights of Man and
When Shall We Have a Constitution? and then Mr. Kao Cheng-Yuan’s Reply to Dr. Hu Shih. in the 90th issue of the
Blue-Sky-White-Sun Magazine.
In his paper Mr. Kao pointed out three essential things: 1. Democratic Constitution; 2. Constitution during the
Educative Period; 3. the necessity of Educative Government. Mr. Kao expressed his ideas with such a lucidity and
fullness that Dr. Hu Shih could not but be satisfied with the explanation given.
Now what exactly is a Yueh Fa or Bill of Rights? In his Rights of Man Dr. Hu wonders why the term “Bill of
Rights” does not occur in the Programme of National Reconstruction, and in his When Shall We Have a
Constitution? he rashly concludes that Dr. Sun has discarded long ago the ideas concerning the Bill of Rights he
formerly advocated.
This I deem a great misunderstanding on the part of Dr. Hu, but to explain away this misunderstanding: the
question of what a. Bill of Rights is must be first answered.
Dr. Sun’s ideas on the Bill of Rights were first made known in the second issue of the Min Pao, in an article
written by me under the title of Citizenship and the Nation. One paragraph of that article runs thus:
I once heard Dr. Sun say the following: ‘When the Revolutionary Army has succeeded in bringing an entire hsien
(district), say hsien A, under its control, the Military Government must make an agreement with the people of that
hsien with regard to the rights and the duties of the Government and of the citizens. If later another hsien, say hsien B,
where the obstacles to the Revolution have been completely removed, is also brought under the control of the
Revolutionary Army, its people will abide, together with those in hsien A, by the agreement made between the Military
Government and the people. The same procedure applies to counties or provinces or still larger units of territory. If the
people refuse to honor the agreement and carry out their duties, the Military Government can force them into it and
de:mand specific performance. On the other hand, the people of several hsien may combine and boycott the
Government and pointedly refuse to recognize its rights. Now such an agreement entered into between the Military
Government and the people is called a Bill of Rights, which may later form the basis of our Constitution.

At the end of my article, I added a note stating that since Dr. Sun was in Tokyo at the time of writing, it could
not be submitted to him for approval and that I was not sure whether my interpretation of his ideas was correct.
Afterwards Dr. Sun read the article and passed it without making any adverse comment. In Chapter VI of the
Theories of Sun Wen written in 1919, he said,
The Military Government should rule by the Bill of Rights and train, and co-operate with, the people in preparing
for the introduction of local self-government.

Again he said in the History of the Chinese Revolution (1923),
Directly a hsien has been cleared of all reactionary influences, the Military Government should promulgate a Bill of
Rights and establish local self-government.

All this points to the fact that for twenty years Dr. Sun had always maintained the same attitude towards the
Bill of Rights, as the following considerations will prove.
(1) A Bill of Rights or Yueh Fa is like a Constitution or Hsien Fa in the sense that both are agreements entered
into between the Government and the citizens. A Constitution may arise in two ways. Firstly, an absolute monarch
may, for the purpose of pacifying his discontented subjects, grant a Constitution, limiting the royal prerogative
and guaranteeing to the people certain privileges. In the place of absolutism then comes a Constitutional
Monarchy. Or, an indignant people may put an end to arbitrary despotism by overthrowing the Dynasty, and set up
a democratic government which, with their co-operation, promulgates certain fundamental rules governing the
interrelationship of the Government and the citizens. These fundamental rules form the Constitution of a
Republic. The Bill of Rights contains, as mentioned above, rules made between the Military Government and the
people governing their respective rights and duties during the Military Period. Thus a Constitution and a Bill of
Rights are in essence alike; they represent two stages of one and the same thing.
In this background, the mandate concerning the Rights of the People issued by the Nanking Government,
which puts limitations on popular rights and liberties without at the same time specifying the duties of the
Government .towards the citizens, cannot therefore be called a Bill of Rights at all.
(2) The Bill of Rights is an agreement entered into between two parties, the Military Government and the
people. Both have duties to fulfil and both have rights to enjoy. It is not a one-sided bargain. A genuine Bill of
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Rights can never tolerate a magistrate setting other people’s house on fire, while prohibiting the people to light
their own lamps. The obligations of the Military Government increase in direct proportion with its powers and
rights. And as the people’s duties increase, so do their privileges.
The personal dictatorship of Mr. Chiang would never I have been tolerated by Dr. Sun, had he been still alive.
As for Mr. Wu Chih-Hui’s advice, “Let us hand the Party over to our military comrades,” it could only have been
despised by Dr. Sun.
(3) Dr. Sun maintained,
As soon as the Revolutionary Army has conquered one hsien, a Bill of Rights must be proclaimed in that hsien.

Here lies the difference between a Bill of Rights and a Constitution. According to Dr. Sun, the promulgation of
a Constitution will take place only when a majority of the provinces have reached the constitutional period.
(4) A Bill of Rights is not necessarily a written document.
The moment a hsien is occupied by the Revolutionary Army, a Bill of Rights should come into existence.

It is clear that a complete and perfect set of rules cannot be codified within such short time, and therefore the
Bill of Rights may take the form of unwritten law. But written or unwritten, the Bill should have the same effect
on the people and the Government.
(5) A Bill of Rights, unlike a Constitution, is more subject to modification. It is much less rigid and may admit
of frequent amendments and changes, and adjust itself to varying circumstances.
*
From the foregoing five points, we see that a Bill of Rights, according to Dr. Sun, cannot be taken, as Dr. Hu
Shih erroneously did, to mean the Provisional Constitution of 1912. It was a great mistake that Dr. Hu made,
when he rushed into the conclusion that Dr. Sun discarded the Yueh Fa, because Dr. Hu found that at the time of
the promulgation of the Programme of National Reconstruction, Dr. Sun was no longer in favour of the
Provisional Constitution, or the Lin Shih Yueh Fa, of 1912.
Dr. Hu Shih maintained that Dr. Sun long ago discarded the Bill of Rights on the ground that the term Yueh Fa
does not occur in the Programme of National Reconstruction. But Dr. Hu overlooks the fact that the contents of
the Programme cover almost all the essential points of a Bill of Rights. A Bill of Rights is mainly for defining the
exact relationship between the Government and the people; the Programme of National Reconstruction contains
nothing but rules pertaining to the relationship between the Government and the people.
Again, a Bill of Rights should contain rules regarding the political system and governmental organisation, and
Articles 17 to 24 of the Programme are all rules by which the Central Government should be formed. Before the
Great War,\fn{World War I} more emphasis was laid on the legal aspects of a Constitution, little or no emphasis on
the social and economic aspects. After the War, in the Constitution of the German Republic, equal emphasis was
laid on all these aspects. Thus Articles 10 to 13 of the Chien Kuo Ta Kang, in accordance with the Principle of
People’s Livelihood, deal with the national revenue, public finance as well as the incomes of individuals. The
Chien Kuo Ta Kang thus contains in outline all that a Bill of Rights ought to contain, and only lacks the necessary
technical details which will make it a workable constitutional instrument.
Granted that Dr. Sun never dropped the Bill of Rights out of his mind, how is it that he produced the Chien
Kuo Ta Kang instead of the Yueh Fa? The answer is not far to seek.
A Bill of Rights cannot be produced by the government alone. According to the spirit of Article 14 of the
Chien Kuo Ta Kang, the Bill of Rights must be promulgated by the National Delegates’ Congress and ratified by
the People’s Convention. When he despatched the punitive expedition up North in September 1924, Dr. Sun
promulgated the Chien Kuo Ta Kang which he drafted the previous April, while in October of the same year he
issued the manifesto advocating the calling of the People’s Convention. Had Dr. Sun not died soon afterwards, I
can swear upon my life that he would,. without any delay, have called the People’s Convention, which in turn
would have produced a Bill of Rights.
It is clear then that Dr. Sun would have been no more in favour of the personal dictatorship of Mr. Chiang than
any of us are. Dr. Hu Shih is right in finding fault with the Nanking Government, but he is wrong in charging the
crimes perpetrated by Mr. Chiang Kai-Sheck\fn{The text has: Kai-Shih} to the account of Dr. Sun Yat-Sen.
2

119

I do not approve of the way in which the Nanking Government treats Dr. Hu Shih—a warning today, a threat
of arrest tomorrow. My attitude towards remarks made by non-Party men on, or about, the Kuo-Min Tang is this:
if the criticism is sound, I feel thankful to the critic and shall cheerfully accept his advice; if it is unsound,
sometimes I ignore it and sometimes I make a counter-criticism, pointing out why and how the criticism is wrong;
but I never try, so to speak, to gag the critic’s mouth.
The other day I read Dr. Hu Shih’s The Rights of Man and When S'hall We Have a Consitiution? and
accordingly I wrote a commentary in which I tried to show his misunderstandings and mistakes. I concluded my
article by calling Dr. Hu Shih’s attention to the following: “You should not charge the crimes perpetrated by Mr.
Chiang and his Government to the account of the Kuo-Min Tang and still less to the account of our leader Dr.
Sun.”
When I finished the reading of Dr. Hu Shih’s recent essay To Know is Difficult, to Act is Not Less Easy, I felt
all the more that the concluding words of my last mentioned article had hit the nail on its head. In this essay Dr.
Hu Shih said:
The real meaning of Dr. Sun’s To know is difficult, to act is Easy is to convince us that acting is within the ability of
everybody, but only the chosen few are truly capable of knowmg—of understandmg. Dr. Sun’s idea of this Knowingdifficult-acting-easy theory is a powerful doctrine, because taking for granted that to act is easy, his followers will not
hesitate to take action, and taking for granted that to know is difficult, they will not bother themselves about the why’s
and how’s of what they do, and will shift the responsibility of knowing that to their leaders, or rather to their Leader,
whom they will follow with blind obedience. Now such a teaching may serve its useful purpose in the cause of the
Revolution, but Dr. Sun did not realise the two great dangers that would necessarily follow.
First, young men will get into the habit of thinking that to act is always easy, without in the mean time feeling that to
know is difficult. ‘Since to act is easy, why should we trouble to know?’ The natural result of this attitude on the part of
modern young men is the neglect of learning, and the popular cry of ‘Down with the Intelligensia.’
Secondly, Party leaders and those in power will, with their greed and selfishness, take great advantage of, and abuse,
this view of Dr. Sun on Knowledge and Action and tell us poor law-abiding citizens, ‘Your duty is merely to act when
we tell you to act; you need not know Why and How, nor need you find out, for we do all the knowing for you as Dr.
Sun has done all the knowing for us. Your job is just to obey, to carry out our commands.’
Thus obedience becomes the order of the day; so much so that expressions, suggestions, discussions on government
policy, public finance, public administration, on which every man in a democratic country is entitled freely to utter his
thoughts, are absolutely forbidden.

I am greatly astonished at the way Dr. Hu Shih criticized the Kuo-Min Tang and our Leader. To take advantage
of, and abuse, Dr. Sun’s preaching in order to suppress public opinion is the work of the Nanking Government
which the genuine Party-men are striving to overthrow. “Down with the Intelligentsia” is the slogan of the
Communists who are as like the Kuo-Min Tang as fire is like water. The war cry of our Party has always been and
still is:
“Farmers, Workers, Traders and Students! Let us join hands, and work together for the salvation of our country!”

Dr. Hu Shih has clearly charged others’ crimes to the account of our late Leader. Criticism is based on
judgment. Before I pronounce Dr. Hu Shih’s criticism wrong, I wish to show where and how his judgment is
unsound.
Dr. Sun’s Knowledge and Action is preached to the man of the street in general and to the Kuo-Min Tang
members in particular. Before one joins and gives his whole-hearted support to the Revolution, he must needs
realize the necessity of a revolution. Such a realization means Knowledge, and to work according to this
realization means Action. Revolution is a bloody affair. The revolutionist may lose his own life and meanwhile
cause others to lose theirs. If he does not know the cause for which he dies, and blindly makes a sacrifice of his
and others’ lives, what act is more devoid of sense than this?
There are of course men who act without ever questioning the cause of their actions. An ordinary employee is
one. He does what he is told to do by his employers and quietly works for his pay. He asks no questions; all that
he cares for is his salary or wage-money.
The subject of a despot is another. The Emperor Shih Huang Ti of Tsin orders 700,000 of his prisoners to build
the imperial tomb. These chained creatures did not bother to inquire why they should build the tomb and how they
should build it. They did not even get any wages, in this case. They blindly stuck to the drudgery carefully
mapped out for them.
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Why? Because they were cowed by the Emperor’s cruelty, and it was for the preservation and prolongation of
their miserable lives that they acted without daring to know.
However, the Kuo-Min Tang can neither be bought with money nor be intimidated by the threat of capital
punishment. A true Party member should know the cause of all his actions, and there is nothing to prevent him
from knowing it. Dr. Sun wanted to do a right thing in the right way. Unlike Mahommed, who preached his
sermons with the Qur’an in one hand and a sword in the other, Dr. Sun hoped that all his followers should
convince themselves as to why they were following him. It is their hearts that he wanted to conquer, not their
bodies. He wanted no obedience that did not voluntarily come from his followers. Dr. Sun’s teaching of
Knowledge and Action is not to prohibit men from finding out the truth, nay, it is just the opposite. Knowing is a
subjective process; it comes from within one’s inner self. One has to do quite a good deal of original thinking ere
he sees the true light and views events under their real perspective. That is why knowing is difficult.
Dr. Sun hated no persons more than the “half-filled bottles”—as he so wittily called them—that is, those who
do not know much and pretend to know all. It was particularly to encourage the craving to know and to
discourage undue readiness to follow that he preached to know is hard, to act is easy. The word “hard” or
“difficult” is used in a relative sense. Both knowing and acting, according to Dr. Sun. are not easy; but Dr. Sun
laid more emphasis on the search for truth.
Much as we want to know, we cannot make Knowing a pre-requisite of Acting in all cases. The brain of man is
a very tiny little thing, and at its best it cannot hold more than the essentials of a few branches of human
knowledge. A teacher knows a lot about books, but may know nothing about medicine. When he is ill, he has to
consult a doctor. No sensible person would advise him to study and know medicine before he ventures to take it.
Here he has to rely on the physician who has studied medicine and knows more about it than he. The trader who
wants to build a warehouse must consult an architect. It would be equally silly to tell the trader to delay the
building until he has learned architecture himself.
Let us do everything in our power to get the truth, to know whatever is possible for us to know; let us by all
means be inquisitive. But when there are things that are absolutely beyond our apprehension, when there are
things about which others know infinitely more than we do, let us do away with our pretending masks, and quietly
listen to those who do know. That, I think, is the true meaning of Dr. Sun’s idea of Knowledge and Action.
B
1
In putting together these views of mine on current political and social problems I am assuming—perhaps
incorrectly—that some of those into whose hands this book will come may not be very fully or accurately
informed upon contemporary conditions in China. For example, it should be clearly understood that the
Revolutionary movement, which started long before the organisation of the Tung-Meng Hui in 1905,\fn{Sun Yat
Sen’s revolutionary party:H} is still going on. Dr. Sun Yat-Sen assumed office as Provisional Prcsident of the Chinesc
Republic in 1912, but the Revolution is still going on. The present Republican Government of China was
established in Nanking in 1927, but the work of the Revolution does not stop with the formal recognition of the
lawful authority of that Government. Those of us who are proud of our early association with the movement led
by Dr. Sun are under no illusions as to the amount of progress made toward the end we had in view, and we
realise that the goal is not likely to be reached in our lifetime.
China’s advance has been slow—too slow for many of us—but perhaps it is as well to hasten slowly in these
matters, though it is humiliating to think that so many of the difficulties encountered in our efforts to win for
China her rightful place among the great nations of the world have been the result, direct or indirect, of acts of
aggression from without. But we are determined to battle on, and at moments when circumstances are most
discouraging and events occur which are disheartening, it is stimulating to look back on some of the outstanding
incidents of the Revolutionary movement, and ponder upon the dauntless spirit shown by the pioneers in the
struggle which is still in progress.
For the benefit of those who may be unfamiliar with the early history of the Revolution in China, and in order
to provide a little political background before coming to present-day problems and their solution, I propose to
devote this chapter to an outline of certain tragic happenings nearly a quarter of a century ago, and to show how
the influence of those events continues to inspire the Chinese people today, giving them courage and hope in the
face of difficulties which at times seem almost too overwhelming in their devastating volume and variety.
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No other single event throughout the three or four decades of the Chinese National-Revolutionary Movement
can vie in glory and in poignancy with the insurrection that took place at Canton, on March 29, 1911, and which
resulted in the death of its participants, seventy-two in all—the flower of China’s youth and the most noble
examples of Revolutionary China’s spirit of self-sacrifice. Every year, therefore, on the occasion of the
commemoration of this saddest and withal most glorious page of our revolutionary history, we cannot but gather
new inspiration and encouragement from the message left by these most famous of the revolutionary heroes.
*
According to authentic records, those who took part in the uprising had been well aware that from the very
start they were doomed to failure. The late General Huang Hsing, for instance, testified that certain important
details in connection with the preparations for the rising had leaked out and been brought to the attention of the
Manchu authorities. Many who had intended to participate in the movement had been either prevented from
concentrating at Canton or placed under surveillance. The Imperial authorities were almost as well acquainted
with the entire scheme as most of the Revolutionists themselves, and were therefore fully prepared to meet the
situation. Every move on the part of late comrades had been anticipated before they had even completed the
necessary arrangements for concerted action.
It is, therefore, of great historical importance to know the reason why this attempt was made even after it had
become known, that it could not be successfully carried out, for in the explanation of this singularly pathetic event
is to be found the secret of the strength of the National Revolution as revealed by the wholehearted support given
by our overseas comrades.
It must be recalled that generous contributions from Revotionary enthusiasts in the South Seas had made it
possible for our late comrades to prepare for the uprising. The corruption among the Manchus and the general
incompetence of the ruling officials were pulling the country deeper and deeper into the mire of misery, and
patriots both within the country and abroad were convinced that only immediate action could save the country!
The plan had been carefully worked out, and great hopes had been pinned upon its success. To abandon the
attempt at the eleventh hour, therefore, would not only prove a bitter disappointment to those who had contributed
towards the movement, it would also discourage the supporters and jeopardise the reputation of the Revolutionary
Party, probably making it very difficult obtain further outside assistance in the future.
In the face of certain death, therefore, the gallant martyrs carried out their plighted word and died willingly for
a cause which they believed would be finally crowned with success. There was a selfless and death-defying spirit,
the true Revolutionary spirit, which will ultimately bring the National Revolution to successful conclusion.
The question as to when the present Revolution will realize its goal thus depends upon the willingness of the
comrades to emulate those who made the supreme sacrifice in order that the movement might be placed on a solid
foundation. The true Revolutionist is confident of the strength of his cause, and of its ultimate success. He does
not, and should not, expect to live to see the Revolution accomplished. He should frankly dedicate his life to the
task undertaken by the Party, contributing in whatever way possible towards the final success of the Revolution.
In other words, he should simply carry out his task, be it ever so small, satisfied in the knowledge that whatever
he contributes is part of the Revolutionary structure.
A Revolution is just like the construction of a highway. Before the surface can be laid there must be prepared a
solid bed of small stones and pebbles. The sacrifices made by our late comrades are comparable to this bed of
stones and pebbles, and it is on these series of sacrifices that we are today paving the way for the ultimate success
of the National Revolution. Every true Revolutionist hopes to be one of the stones and pebbles, and sacrifices his
flesh and blood in order that the way of the National Revolution may be paved.
*
Twenty-three years have elapsed since the death of the Seventy-Two Revolutionary Martyrs who lie buried on
the Sun Flower Hill, Canton. During this period the country has passed through many crises, but from every one
of them the Revolutionary movement has emerged stronger than before. Each step forward has meant many a
sacrifice, but each occasion has found our comrades equal to the situation. The same indomitable and self-effacing
spirit shown by our late comrades in laying the foundation of the National Revolution will carry us through in our
present efforts to reach the final goal. It is not for us to consider whether we shall live to see our efforts crowned
with success, for what we shall leave unfinished will be taken up and completed by those who come after us. The
important point is that we should never stray from the Revolutionary path, but single-mindedly carry on the work
of our forbears so that those coming after us will not lose sight of the mission of the Seventy-Two Martyrs.
*
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Ever since the establishment of the Republic in 1911 our country has been exposed to, and has suffered from,
foreign aggression.
Immediately after the birth of the Republic there was the invasion of Outer Mongolia by Russia.
In the 4th Year of the Republic Japan presented her Twenty-One Demands.
During the 6th and 7th Years Japan assisted the Peiyang militarists in undermining and destroying the work of
the revolution in China.
In the 17th Year there was the Tsinan Incident, and in the 18th the Sino-Russian conflict concerning the Chinese
Eastern Railway.
*
For twenty-three long years China has never been entirely free from foreign aggression and domination, but
the present crisis confronting the nation is more perilous and serious. Yet the very fact that we are faced with a
most critical situation, upon which depends our survival as a free nation, should make us the more determined to
show in 1934 and years to come the same bold and unselfish spirit which marked the conduct of the Martyrs of
1911.
In the first place, we may usefully dwell on their spirit of sacrifice. As already mentioned, extensive
preparations had been made to start a general uprising on the 29 th Day of the 3rd Moon of 1911. It had been
arranged that the Min Chun (or Peoples’ Army) and part of the regular forces would openly join the revolutionists
the moment they started action. The capture of Canton was regarded as almost an accomplished fact, but the
secret leaked out, with the result that the Government forces could no longer revolt, not the Min Chun mobilise, at
the pre-arranged time. On the 26 th and 27th Day of the 3rd Moon it was already apparent that all chances of success
had vanished, but our leaders, doomed to failure as they were, did not hesitate to take action at the appointed hour.
According to Huang Hsing, the coup had to take place as planned, lest continuance of revolutionary work should
become impossible. Months had passed since preparations for the coup were first taken in hand; the revolutionary
comrades throughout the country and abroad had been notified of the plans; those in the Straits Settlements\fn
{Now part of Malaysia} had even sold their houses, property, and all, to finance the scheme. Had the coup been
postponed, confidence in the revolutionary cause would have been shaken and the revolution given a most serious
setback. That was why our leaders went ahead with their plans in spite of realisation of certain failure and sure
death. This is the spirit of self-sacrifice.
Some people had insisted on the futility of making what they considered to be unnecessary sacrifices; they did
not realise, however, that such sacrifices were indeed necessary and indispensable. The plain failed; Canton
remained in Manchu hands; but the spirit of the Kuo-Min-Tang was ablaze and the whole country aroused in a
way that no amount of propaganda could have ever achieved. Thus in the 3 rd Moon they sacrificed their lives to
the executioner but on the 19th Day of the 8th Moon (October 10) the Wuchang Revolt took place, which in a few
months’ time overthrew the Manchu regime and gave birth to the Republic—the fruit of their sacrifices.
*
The spirit of self-sacrifice, however, is only one aspect of revolutionary virtue; the other aspect is the spirit of
self-confidence.
Long before the fateful 29th Day of the 3rd Moon, the Martyrs realised that, under the oppressive government of
the Manchus, there was little or no prospect of immediate success of the Revolution. While fully prepared to make
the supreme sacrifice whenever necessary, they were also confident that their venture would eventually be
crowned with success. This is the impression everyone derives from a perusal of their letters.
Take, for example, the letter of Lin Tso-min to his wife, and that of Fang Sheng-tung to his father. Every page
shows their confidence in the cause for which they so nobly fought and finally gave their lives. They knew that
their strength was limited, but they never had any doubt that a Republic of China would be established. This spirit
of self-confidence strengthened their revolutionary convictions and accounted for their courageous attitude even
when faced with the most disappointing and trying experiences.
Now these two noble qualities—self-sacrifice and self-confidence—are what we need most in this period of
national crisis. Self-sacrifice alone will not be sufficient to pull our country out of its difficult situation; we must,
in addition, be inspired with the spirit of self-confidence, for without these two revolutionary virtues both our
Party and our country will perish. Our strength today is far greater than at the time of the Martyrs, but confidence
in our cause and our programs must be correspondingly greater.
Conscious of the wishes of our late Leader, Dr. Sun Yat- sen, as well as of our duties, we must show both selfconfidence and self-sacrifice, and be constantly guided by the exemplary conduct of the early revolutionary
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leaders, whom we shall do well to imitate in our endeavour to carry on the work they have so well begun but left
unfinished.
2
One of the most serious problems with which the National Government has had to contend is the suppression
of the Communist movement in China, and the extermination of large forces of bandits who are associated with
that movement.
Great publicity has been given in newspapers abroad to the activities of these marauding bands, but probably
few foreigners really understand what the position actually is, and I propose briefly to review the history of the
Communist movement in China, and the steps taken by the Government to deal with this grave menace to the
well-being of the nation and the safety of the State. The material damage which has been done is appalling, the
loss of life and destruction of property incalculable, and the National Government is determined to persevere in its
campaign for the suppression of the Communist movement and the extermination of the bandit hordes which have
for so long been preying upon the peasants in many parts of the country, reducing their homes to ashes and
destroying their crops and carrying-off their livestock. In order that the nature and extent of this problem may be
better understood, it is necessary to give an outline of the origin of the Communist movement, and show how it
came about that agitators, foreign as well as Chinese, were able to establish themselves so strongly in this country
in spite of the fact that the principles of Communism are entirely alien to Chinese sentiment, custom, teaching,
and training.
Disappointment among the Chinese people at the results of the Versailles Peace Conference led to a movement
being started among the students of Peking University with a strong Left tendency, and discussions of Marxian
philosophy soon led to the birth of a definite Communist movement. In 1921 there was a very sharp cleavage in
Chinese politics between the reactionary group in power in Peking and the more progressive element in Canton.
This split eventually led to the election of Dr. Sun Yat-Sen as President of a Government in the South which
challenged the authority of the Administration in the North which had been established by Yuan Shih-Kai.\fn{ Who,
in the event, was to proclaim himself emperor:H}
These developments were closely watched by Russia, and before long a representative of the Comintern
arrived from Moscow to propose an alliance with the Kuo Min Tang, but Dr. Sun did not approve this idea. He had
no sympathy with the “class struggle,” and disapproved the principle of “dictatorship of the proletariat.”
In 1923 the Joffe Mission came to China from Moscow in the hope of obtaining formal recognition of the
Soviet Government, but without success. At an interview between Dr. Sun and the Russian diplomat the domestic
political situation was discussed, and a joint declaration was issued declaring that neither Communism nor the
Soviet system was acceptable to the Chinese people, but that Russia would give China support in achieving
national unification and independence in her own way. This was regarded as equivalent to a pledge that Russia
would refrain from participating in, or encouraging, Communist propaganda in the Republic of China.
During the following autumn Borodin and other Russian advisers arrived in Canton to assist Dr. Sun Yat-Sen
in the reorganisation of the Kuo Min Tang and the Kwangtung army, and Borodin assured tee Leader of the Party
that Communists who sympathised with Dr. Sun’s movement and were admitted into the Kuo Min Tang would
take no part in trying to bring about a proletarian revolution.
On this understanding—which Dr. Sun regarded as a “gentleman’s agreement”—the Party which he led
allowed the Communists to form their own groups and committees, which were not under the control of the Kuo
Min Tang, but it was not long before their activities and intrigues began to interfere very seriously with the
military campaign which was in progress against the reactionary group in the North. In spite of the assurances
which had been given by Joffe and subsequently confirmed by Borodin, it was evident that efforts were being
made—under the direction of the Comintern—to organise a strong Communist party in China, within the ranks of
the Kuo Min Tang, and that the plan in mind was to prepare the ground for the establishment of a Soviet
Government in this country.
Dr. Sun Yat-Sen died in 1925, and in the following year the Party passed a resolution restricting the activities
of Communists in its committees and councils, and providing that their number should not exceed one-third of the
total membership. This move was followed by the Communist International at Moscow demanding (through its
members in the Kuo Min Tang) reorganisation of the Party, nationalisation of the land, and the establishment of a
Communist army.
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Such outrageous demands, of course, had no chance of acceptance, but their presentation made it all the more
clear that something would have to be done to prevent the further spreading of Communist influence, and one of
the first acts of the National Government, after establishing itself in the Yangtsze Valley, was to make plain its
determination that Communist interference with the plans of the Kuo Min Tang would not be tolerated.
*
Seeing that the underground activities of the Communists admitted into the Party under the “gentleman’s
agreement” between Dr. Sun and his Russian advisers threatened to bring about the collapse of the National
Government, a manifesto was issued in 1927 which brought about the definite rupture of relations between the
Kuo Min Tang and the Communists. The nation was told that 390 million people would not be dominated by 10
million Communists (assuming there were that number), and the Party was opposed to the principle of
dictatorship by the proletariat. Dr. Sun had admitted Communists into the Party as collaborators and the Russians
as friends, but “if the Communists wish to dominate us, and the Russians desire to ill-treat us, that means the end
of their activity.”
The Russian advisers were ordered to be sent back, a number of Chinese Communists were arrested, and the
immediate “purification” of the Army and Civil Service was ordered. This was during the spring and summer of
1927, but in December there was a coup d’état at Canton, where for three days the Communists plundered the
city, and about 15,000 persons lost their lives, while damage was done to the extent of $50,000,000. The Russian
Consul was killed in the fighting, and documents were found implicating several agents of the Soviet
Government.
Among the troops advancing from the South towards the Yangtse were many whose loyalty to the Kuo Min
Tang was known to be doubtful, and on the expedition from Canton to the North these forces were kept in the
rear. Most of these troops were in Kiangsi, and in the summer of 1927 they seized the opportunity which
presented itself for taking control of the Provincial Government, but were soon dislodged and dispersed, but their
numbers and influence was considerable, and it is these men and their bandit allies who are causing so much
trouble today, especially in Kiangsi. The Communists have perpetrated in the bandit areas cruel outrages of which
their comrades in Europe, America, Japan, or Russia, are utterly incapable. Their actions are scarcely
distinguishable from those of the notorious bandit-chiefs, Li Tzu-cheng and Chang Hsien-chung, of the Ming
Dynasty. The reason why Chinese Communists are perpetrating such depredations is entirely due to their own
misinterpretation of their original doctrines.
*
Economic conditions in China are such that the objects embodied in the Principle of the People’s Livelihood
expounded by the late Dr. Sun Yat-sen cannot be attained by radical but by moderate and peaceful measures.
Thus, while advocating revolutionary methods for political reconstruction, our late Leader expressed himself as
being strongly in favour of the employment of moderate and peaceful measures for the attainment of economic
reorganisation.
Ignorant of the social and economic realities in China, however, the Communists have disseminated the
doctrine of class-struggle and created a state of pandemonium and confusion. The people are arbitrarily divided
into various classes, and as massacre and incendiarism have become elevated to a political creed, no one is free
from the danger of being despoiled or murdered outright.
And while engaged in plunder and massacre, their senses get benumbed and they cannot check themselves.
The Communists thus rob and kill not only their intended victims, but also those of their own ilk. A detailed
account of the appalling conditions in the bandit districts, based on the result of concrete investigations, is
contained in the Sixth Report of the Rural Rehabilitation Commission. While the population of Kiangsi province
was formerly over 26 millions, it has now decreased to less than 20 millions—a loss of six millions which is a
figure unprecedented in any former war or disturbance. Whereas the main casualties during the wars of the
militarists in the past were mostly soldiers, it is the innocent civilians who now form the bulk of the victims of
Communist terrorism. In the so-called “Ten Thousand Men’s Pits,” the corpses of thousands of people are piled
up in a most ruthless manner, and the lot of the people living bandit-infested areas is much worse than that of
beasts. The devastations in the bandit areas are really too appalling to be described.
Bandit suppression is therefore the most urgent task before the nation, and until this is accomplished no other
work can be done. How can we exterminate Communist banditry? On the one hand, we must adopt military
measures; on the other, we must employ political and economic means to develop productive enterprises. Only
thus can the problem be fundamentally solved.
*
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While it certainly requires a considerable expenditure of money to suppress the bandits in Kiangsi, it also
requires money to rehabilitate the areas recaptured from their control. For the bandits will always destroy
everything—including houses, cattle, farm implements and seeds—before they withdraw from a place. Under
such circumstances, how can we expect the inhabitants of these places to secure the means of a livelihood?
Whenever we recover a district from the hands of the bandits, we always hope that the inhabitants of that district
will be able to co-operate among themselves so as to offer effective resistance against the outlaws should the latter
subsequently return to reoccupy the district. But the people can find the means of a livelihood only when they
possess the necessary tools. Likewise, they can defend themselves only when they are able to support themselves.
How can they talk of self-defence when they do not even possess the tools which would enable them to earn a
living?
Therefore, after the Communist bandits have been driven away from a district, the first thing we should do is
to attend to the work of rehabilitation of the rural economy of that district. To rehabilitate these districts, it is
necessary to save the inhabitants from the menace of death. To this end, we must furnish them with houses, farms,
cattle, farm implements, and seeds so that they may be able to make a living for themselves.
*
The reader unacquainted with conditions in China may wonder why, if the principles of Communism are so
foreign to Chinese sentiment, it has been possible for the propaganda of its advocates to secure any support. The
explanation lies in the fact that for many years past—long before the Revolution—the farmers have been
victimised by local officials and feudatory militarists, and compelled to pay illegal and exorbitant taxes and levies
for the upkeep of what may be called “personal” armies.
Moreover, the system of land-distribution is such that about three-quarters of the agricultural population have
had cause for resentment and dissatisfaction at conditions which are a survival of the old monarchical days, and
which have become worse as the result of the wars which have been fought between rival military leaders and the
depredations of bandits. The Communists in China have taken advantage of the many grievances existing among
the peasant population, and led them to believe that by supporting this movement they will get relief from the
oppression of wealthy landlords and from the crushing burden of taxation imposed upon them by, or on behalf of,
the feudatory militarists.
The agricultural population of our country has suffered terribly during the last twenty years as a result of the
fighting which has gone on between various warlords jealous of each other’s power and prestige, and it is not to
be wondered at that some peasants have been driven by sheer despair to throw in their lot with the Communists in
the hope that things may take a turn for the better. That they have subsequently found out their mistake, and
bitterly repented their rashness, is just one more tragedy in the lives of the people who form the backbone of our
country, and whose interests the present Government is earnestly trying to protect and encourage by its plan for
rural rehabilitation.
*
As an active step towards the rehabilitation of rural districts, a conference of experts was convened last year by
the Rural Rehabilitation Commission, when a number of measures were drafted. Though these drafts are still to be
examined and adopted, and funds must be raised for their execution, the realisation of these active measures must
be conditional on the enforcement of certain passive measures. These include the integrity of individual life and
property and adequate guarantees through political and military protection.
The most urgent and important of these is the abolition of exorbitant levies and miscellaneous taxes. To cite
one instance. Investigations conducted by the Rural Rehabilitation Commission in 1933 showed that the farm
surtax collected in different provinces sometimes amounted to from 25 to 31 times the regular Farm Tax. Unless
these extortionate levies and other miscellaneous taxes are abolished, it will be futile to talk of rural rehabilitation.
In October 1933, I made a trip to Nanchang, and during an interview General Hsiung Shih-Hui, Chairman of the
Kiangsi Provincial Government, said:
The decision of the Executive Yuan to make investigations into the imposition of exorbitant levies and
miscellaneous taxes in the various provinces is recognised as of urgent importance. The aim of such investigations of
course should be to abolish such levies, which in Kiangsi, for instance, amount to $250,000 monthly. Some people
originally had the idea that they might have their burden lightened by entering the Communist bandit areas, but after
they had done so, found that the Communists imposed even heavier taxes on the people, and so they returned to the
areas under Government control. However, it must be realised that unless the Government takes steps to alleviate the
burden of these people, so that they may apply themselves to productive work, their condition will still be miserable
and their life intolerable. If the monthly tax burden of $250,000 were abolished in Kiangsi it would produce the same
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result as if the Government had despatched several more divisions of troops to the province to suppress the Communist
bandits. However, it must be recognised that the proceeds of these heavy taxes are employed for definite purposes, the
chief being the strengthening of local defences. In order to restore order and maintain peace in districts newly
recovered from the Communist-bandits, local defences cannot be neglected, and if this heavy burden of taxes were
abolished mediately, there would be no funds for strengthening local defences. Therefore, if the Central authorities can
provide a monthly subsidy of $250,000 to the Kiangsi Provincial Government, I can personally vouch for the
immediate abolition of heavy surtaxes in Kiangsi, and also guarantee that such levies and taxes will never again be
imposed.

I was deeply moved by these remarks of Chairman Hsiung, but realised that owing to the impoverished state of
the Central Treasury, an extra monthly grant of $250,000 would be a difficult problem for the Finance Minister.
Secondly these additional levies and taxes are in the nature of local revenues, and if the Central Government were
to shoulder Kiangsi’s burden, a precedent would be created for similar requests to be made by other Provincial
Governments.
An answer can be made regarding this second point, since Kiangsi is the province most ravaged by Communist
banditry, which thus puts that province in a special situation which cannot be taken as a precedent by other
provinces. It was more difficult, however, to offer any satisfactory answer to the first point, but eventually I
received a report from the Finance Minister, Dr. H. H. Kung, stating that beginning from March 1934 the Central
Treasury would grant a monthly subsidy of $250,000 to the Kiangsi Provincial Government. This will enable that
Government to abolish all the exorbitant levies and miscellaneous taxes now being imposed in Kiangsi, and is a
most significant development regarding our work of rural rehabilitation. As regards other provinces investigations
into the problem of taxation are in progress, and methods for the abolition of all such surtaxes are under
consideration to enable the Central authorities to decide upon definite measures for the actual enforcement of such
reforms. This policy of tax relief cannot be said to be part of the rehabilitation plan itself but must be regarded as
a preliminary to that program. Though the members of the Executive Yuan have exerted their utmost in this
direction, they have not realised even one-tenth of their plans, and when we think of the importance which our
late Leader attached to the problem of rural rehabilitation, we cannot but feel ashamed at having accomplished so
little.
3
Of the fundamental means of national salvation, nothing is more imperative at present than to consolidate our
national vitality.
With the strength of the people undeveloped, rural districts have been reduced to a state of bankruptcy; our
infant industries are languishing, and as a natural consequence, commerce has been in a state of decline and
stagnation. There is thus no other means of consolidating the national vitality than to develop the productive
power of the people.
Moreover, the rampancy of banditry constitutes a most serious evil in the heart of the country, while the spread
of the Red menace has also thrown the people into a state of dire distress. Unless these marauders are suppressed
and exterminated, not only will it be impossible for the people to live and carry on their pursuits in peace and
security, but the enforcement of all constructive plans will also be seriously hampered. Nor will it be possible to
carry out effective measures regarding border defence, resistance against aggression and self-defence.
Feeling grave concern over this state of affairs, the Central Authorities have accordingly mobilised the various
military units and exerted their utmost for the suppression of these marauders in the hope that the bandit menace
may be removed and the people relieved within the shortest possible time. In the meantime, attention has been
paid to the improvement of the government administration and strict enforcement of military discipline in order
that the life and property of the people may enjoy due protection.
It has also been decided to. devote the proceeds of the Amercian Wheat and Cotton Credit entirely to
agricultural and industrial reconstruction; such proceeds will under no circumstances be appropriated to meet or
augment military expenditures.
All these fundamental and temporary measures constitute indeed the only means of national salvation.
The national crisis having come to the present pass, the faint-hearted have already given up the struggle while
the reckless will only add to the danger of the situation. The only course open to us therefore is, on the one hand,
to do what lies in our power, and on the other, to fix a minimum standard for national existence.
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The oft-repeated declarations that the Government will not sign any treaty ceding or recognising the fruits of
military aggression, will be adhered to with unflinching determination. If pressed beyond this limit, the
Government will not hesitate to make whatever sacrifices (war) that are necessary. While international sympathy
is desired and while economic and technical assistance is also needed and sought after, we must not fail to
emphasise that this is merely supplementary to the nation’s own efforts for self-preservation and independence,
and should not be construed as invoking external aid to the impairment of our sovereign rights, or reliance upon
foreign capital for the development of the country; nor should it be regarded as a means of intrigue and of creating
new complications in the Far East or the world.
We are firmly convinced that domestic peace and international security are the two most essential conditions
during the transitional period in national reconstruction. We wish therefore to make it known both to the world
and to the nation that we are determined to exert our utmost to realise these conditions.
Beset both by foreign aggression and the Communist menace, the country can not be saved except by unity
and concerted exertion on the part of the entire nation. Even in domestic questions, personal prejudices must be
subordinated and realities clearly grasped in the solution thereof.
We not only do not have the heart to talk of resorting to the use of force in settling domestic questions; but we
abhor such talk. The complications in Charhar during the past few months afford an example in point. The Central
Authorities can not, however, conceal their anxiety over the danger to the vital interests of the country likely to be
caused by Member Feng Yu-Hsiang’s actions in Charhar.
However, if Member Feng can accept the following general principles—(1) Not to create military and political
posts or titles which may lead to the separation of Charhar from the Central Government, impairment of the unity
of orders and administration, and possibly even to the creation of a second puppet government; (2) To abstain
from frustrating the border defence plans of the Central Authorities by taking unnecessarily risky measures, so as
to save Charhar from the fate of Jehol; (3) Not to wantonly incorporate dispersed troops and bandits, as such a
step will increase the burden of the people and constitute a potential menace to peace and order; (4) To refrain
from employing Communist and bandit leaders, from fanning the Red conflagration and causing thereby an
incalculable calamity to North China. (The above principles are considered by the Central Authorities as affecting
not only the very existence of Charhar but also the safety of the entire nation. They are not therefore in a position
to temporise or make concessions in these regards. If Member Feng can really appreciate the difficulties of the
Party and the State and the exhausted and distressful state of the people’s economic well-being, he should
naturally find these general principles acceptable.)—Should he do so, the Central authorities would also be
prepared to share with him the heavy responsibilities and to take due consideration of his interests.
In short, the present national crisis is so grave and the Communist banditry so rampant that we have no choice
but to endure our humiliation and strive with fortitude for peace and realisation of the fundamental means of
national salvation. No one should add new complications to the problem, thereby endangering the foundation of
the nation.
This is the policy our colleagues in the Central Government are striving to pursue. May the entire nation takc
note.
1.159 An Instrument Of The Gods\fn{by Lincoln Colcord (1883-1947)} “on a ship off the China coast,” China (M)
11
“You think the Chinese are prosaic,” said Nichols from the darkness of his comer. “I’ve listened to you closely.
You fellows have been discussing only superficialities. At heart, you and the Oriental are the same. The Chinese
are romantic, I tell you; they are heroic. Yes, really. Let me tell you a tale.”
Suddenly he laughed.
“You won’t be convinced. But strip my friend Lee Fu Chang naked, forget about that long silken coat of his;
dress him in a cowboy’s suit and locate him on the Western plains, and the game he played with Captain Wilbur
won’t seem so inappropriate. You merely won’t expect a mandarin Chinaman to play it. You’ll feel that China is
too civilized for what he did.
“Some of you fellows must remember the notorious case of Captain Wilbur and the Speedwell; but I’ll briefly
refresh your memories: He was a well-known shipmaster of the palmy days, and his vessel was one of the finest
clippers ever launched on the shores of New England. But she was growing old; and Wilbur had suffered serious
financial reverses, though the fact wasn’t generally known.
“To make a long story short, he put the Speedwell ashore in Ombay Pass, on a voyage from Singapore to New
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York, and abandoned her as she lay. Within a month after sailing, he was back again in Singapore with his ship’s
company in three long boats and a tale of a lost vessel. No hint of scandal was raised against the affair. The
insurance companies stood the gaff, the business was closed up without a hitch, and the name of the Speedwell
passed simultaneously from the Maritime Register and from the books of her owners in America.
"Wilbur went immediately to Batavia, and there hired a schooner and crew with the proceeds of his personal
holdings in the vessel. He sailed for Ombay Pass; after a period of magnificent sailorizing and superhuman effort
he floated the ship and patched her so that she would stay afloat. When he appeared off Batavia roadstead with the
Speedwell under topgallant-sails, it was the sensation of the port; and when it transpired what he intended to do
with her, the news flew like wildfire about the China Sea,. For he proposed to hold the ship as salvage; and
nothing, apparently, could be done about it. He found men willing to advance him credit, bought off his Lascar
crew, took the Speedwell to Hong Kong and put her in dry dock, and soon was ready for business with a fine ship
of his own.
“I was off on a trading voyage while these events were taking place. I heard them first from Lee Fu Chang.
“‘An extraordinary incident!’ exclaimed Lee Fu in conclusion. ‘I am deeply interested. It is a crowning stroke
that he has not seen fit to change the name of the vessel. All is as it was before, when the well-known and
reputable Captain Wjlbur commanded his fine ship, the Speedwell, on voyages to the East.’
“‘Does the crowd have anything to do with him?’ I asked.
“‘None of his old associates speak in passing. He goes about like a man afflicted with a pestilence. Apparently,
he is not disturbed by this treatment. He makes no protest, offers no excuse, takes no notice; in the face of
outrageous insult he maintains an air of dignity and reserve, like a man conscious of inner rectitude.’
“‘Did you talk with him, Lee Fu?’”
“‘Oh, yes. In fact, I cultivated his acquaintance. It relieved, as it were, the daily monotony of virtue. Do not
think that he is a simple man. His heart in this matter is unfathomable, and well worth sounding.’
“‘By Jove, I believe you liked him!’”
“‘No, not that.’ Lee Fu folded his hands within the long sleeves of his embroidered coat and laid them across
his stomach in a characteristic attitude of meditation. ‘No, quite the opposite. I abhorred him. He feels no
remorse; he goes his way in peace from the betrayal of a sacred trust. He is an arch-criminal.’
“‘Aren’t you laying it on a little thick?’ I laughed.
Lee Fu smiled quietly, giving me a glance that was a mere flicker of the eyelids.
“‘Captain, let me tell you, murder is brave and honorable compared to this. Consider what he did: Trained to
the sea and ships, after a lifetime of service to his traditions, he suddenly forsakes them utterly. It is blasphemy
which he has committed; blasphemy against the gods who guide and sustain us, and without whose aid we cannot
live. So I abhor him—and am fascinated. If you will believe me, Captain, I have not in all my talk with him
received a single flash of illumination; no, not one! There is no clue to his design. He speaks of his ship as others
do; he is a big, red-faced man with frank glances and open speech. I swear to you, his heart is untroubled. And
that is horrible.’
“I was a little amused at my friend’s moral fervor. ‘Perhaps he's innocent,’ I said.
“‘You forget that he holds the vessel,’ Lee Fu reminded me. ‘To one of your race, if no blood flows, then it is
not so bad. But bear in mind that a strong man within your circle has murdered the spirit—and wait until the
actual blood flows.’
“‘What do you mean, Lee Fu?’
“‘I mean that Captain Wilbur will bear watching. In the meantime, do not fail to study him when opportunity
offers. Thus we learn of heaven and hell.’
“A few years went by, while the case of Captain Wilbur and the Speedwell was in its initial stages of being
forgotten. Nothing succeeds like success; the man was growing rich, and there were many to whom the possession
of a fine vessel covered a multitude of sins. Some of his old friends were willing after a while to let bygones be
bygones. Little by little, one began to see him again on the quarter-deck of an evening, among the fleet captains.
When, in time, it became unwise to start the story against him for fear of misconstruction of the motive, it was
evident that he’d won his nefarious match against society.
“I’d met him a number of times during this interval. Indeed, he compelled attention. That perfect urbanity, that
air of unfailing dignity and confidence, that aura of a commanding personality, of an able shipmaster among his
brethren, of a man whose position in the world was secure beyond peradventure; these could spring only from a
quiet conscience or from a heart perfectly attuned to villainy. So unconscious was his poise that one often doubted
the evidence of memory. and found one’s self going back over the record, only to fetch up point-blank against the
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incontestable fact that he had stolen his ship and had betrayed his profession.
“‘It is a triumph, a feat of character!’ Lee Fu used to say, as we compared notes on the case from time to time.
‘I think that he has not been guilty of a single minor error. His correctness is diabolical. It presages disaster, like
too much fair weather in the typhoon season. Mark my word, Captain, when the major error comes it will be a
great tragedy.”
“‘Must there be an error?’ I asked, falling into the mood of Lee Fu’s exaggerated concern. ‘He has carried it off
so far with the greatest ease.’
“‘Yes, with the greatest ease,’ Lee Fu repeated thoughtfully. Yet I wonder if he has been properly put to the
test. See how the world protects him! But he is not invulnerable. Life will yet challenge him—it must be. Can a
man escape the gods? I wonder. That is why I concern myself with him—to know his destiny.’
“‘You admit, then, that he may be merely a stupid fool?’ I chaffed.
“‘Not stupid,’ said Lee Fu. ‘Yet, on the other hand, not superior to life. Such faultless power of will is in itself
no mean share of ability. He is, as you might say, self-centered—most accurately self-centered. But the challenge
of the gods displaces the center of all. He will be like a top that is done spinning. A little breath may topple him.
Wait and see.’
“Voyage followed voyage; and one time, when I had come in from Bangkok and was on my way to Lee Fu’s
office I passed Captain Wilbur ,on the opposite side of Queen’s Road. It flashed across my mind that I hadn’t
observed the Speedwell in harbor.
“‘The fact is, the successful Captain Wilbur has retired from active service on the sea,’ Lee Fu explained with a
quizzical smile, when I put the question. ‘He is now a ship owner alone, and has favored Hong Kong above all
other ports as the seat of his retirement. He resides in a fine house on Graham Terrace, and has chair-men\fn{ I.e.,
men who served as sedan-chair carriers.} in white livery edged with crimson. Captain Nichols, you should steal a ship.’
“‘Who goes in the Speedwell? '
“‘An old friend of ours, one Captain Turner,’ said Lee Fu slowly, without looking in my direction.
“‘Not Will Turner?’
“‘The same.’
“I pursed up my mouth in a silent whistle. Will Turner in the Speedwell! Poor old chap, he must have lost
another ship. Hard luck seemed to pursue him, gave him no rest on land or sea. A capable sailor and an honest
man, yet life had afforded him nothing but a succession of black eyes and heavy falls. Death and sorrow, too; he
had buried a wife and child, swept off by cholera, in the Bay of Bengal. Turner and I had landed together in the
China Sea; I knew his heart, his history, some of his secrets, and liked him tremendously for the man he was.
“Watching Lee Fu in silence, I thought of the relationship between Will Turner and this extraordinary
Chinaman. I won’t go into the story, but there were overwhelming reasons why they should think well of each
other; why Lee Fu should respect and honor Turner, and why Turner should hold Lee Fu as his best friend.
“‘I did not know of the plan until he had accepted,’ Lee Fu was saying. ‘I did everything in my power to
dissuade him.’
“‘Didn’t Wilbur do the right thing?’
“‘Oh, yes. But it is unthinkable, Captain, that he should command the Speedwell. The jealous gods have not yet
shown their hand.’
“‘Nonsense, Lee Fu!’ I exclaimed, a little irritated. ‘Since the thing is done, hadn’t we better try to be
practical?’
“‘Exactly,’ said Lee Fu. ‘Let us be practical. Captain, is it impossible for the Caucasian to reason from cause to
effect? There seems to be no logic in your design; which explains many curious facts of history. I have merely
insisted that a man who would do one thing would do another, and that, sooner or later, life would present to him
another thing to do.’
“‘But I’ve known too many men to escape what you call destiny,’ I argued peevishly.
“‘Have you?’ inquired Lee Fu.
“That year I went into the Malay Archipelago for an extended cruise, was gone seven months among the
islands, and reached Hong Kong just ahead of a bad blow. Typhoon signals were flying from the Peak as I came
in: the sky to the eastward had lowered and darkened like a shutter, and the breeze had begun to whip in vicious
gusts across the harbor. I carried important communications for Lee Fu, so went ashore at once. The outer office
was full of gathering gloom, although it was still early afternoon. Sing Toy immediately took in my name; and
soon I was ushered into the familiar room, where my friend sat beside a shaded lamp, facing a teakwood desk
inlaid with ivory, and invariably bare, save for a priceless Ming vase and an ornament of old green bronze.
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“‘I am glad to see you, Captain,’ he said dispassionately. Sit down. I have bad news.’
“‘Yes?’ I queried, more than a little alarmed.
“Folding his hands across his stomach and slightly bowing his head, he gazed at me with a level upturned
glance that, without betraying expression, carried by its very immobility a hint of deep emotion.
“‘It is as I told you,’ he said at last. ‘Now, perhaps, you will believe.’
“‘For heaven’s sake, what are you talking about?’ I demanded.
“‘We had another typhoon this season, a very early one. It was this typhoon into whose face our late friend
Captain Turner took his ship, the Speedwell, sailing from Hong Kong for New York some four months ago. Three
days after sailing, he met the typhoon and was blown upon a lee shore two hundred miles along the China coast.
In this predicament, he cut away his masts and came to anchor. But his ship would not float, and accordingly sunk
at the anchors.’
“‘Sunk at her anchors!’ I exclaimed. ‘How could that be? A tight ship never did such a thing.’
“‘Nevertheless, she sunk in the midst of the gale, and all on board perished. Afterwards the news was reported
from shore, and the hull was discovered in ten fathoms of water. There has been talk of trying to save the ship;
and Captain Wilbur himself, in a diver’s suit, has inspected the wreck. Surely, he should know if it is possible to
salve her! He says no, and it is reported that the insurance companies are in agreement with him.’ Lee Fu’s voice
dropped to a rasping tone. ‘The lives, of course, he cannot save.’
“‘I sat for some moments gazing at the green bronze dragon on the desk, stunned by what I had heard. Turner
gone? Even between us, who had seen each other seldom in late years, there had been a bond. Weren’t we known
as the two Eastern wanderers?
“‘That is not all,’ said Lee Fu suddenly.
“‘What more?’ I asked.
“‘Listen, Captain, and pay close attention. Some. weeks after the loss of the Speedwell, it came to my ears that
a man had a tale worth hearing. He was brought; he proved to be a common coolie who had been employed in the
loading of the Speedwell. This coolie had been gambling during the dinner hour, and had lost the small sum that
he should have taken home as the result of several days’ labor. Likewise, he feared his wife, and particularly her
mother, who was a shrew. In a moment of desperation, as the lighter was preparing to leave for the night, he
escaped and secreted himself in the hold of the vessel.
“‘He had long been asleep that night when he was suddenly awakened by a sound on the ladder leading from
the upper deck. It was a sound of careful steps, mingled with a faint metallic rattling. A moment later a foot
descended on the floor of the between-decks, and a lantern was cautiously lighted. The coolie retreated quickly
into the lower hold, and from his post among the bales of merchandise was able to see all that went on.’
“Again Lee Fu paused, as if lingering over the scene.”
“‘It seems that this late and secret comer into the hold of the Speedwell was none other than her owner, Captain
Wilbur,’ he slowly resumed. ‘The coolie knew him by face, and had seen him come on board that after- noon.
Afterwards, through my inquiries, I learned that Captain Turner had spent that night on shore. It was Captain
Wilbur’s custom, it seems, frequently to sleep on board his ship when she lay in port. Have you ever been in the
lower hold of the Speedwell, Captain Nichols?’
“‘No, I haven’t.’
“‘But you recall her famous ports?’
“‘Yes, indeed.’
“The incident at once came back to me in detail. The Speedwell once had carried a cargo of ironwood from
Singapore for a temple up the Yangtse-kiang. In order to load the immense timbers, she had been obliged to cut
bow ports of extraordinary size, fifty inches in depth, they were, and nearly seven feet in width, according to my
recollection.”
“‘It has been my privilege,’ said Lee Fu, ‘to examine carefully the forepeak of this vessel. I had chartered her
one time, and felt alarmed for her safety until I had seen the interior fastenings of these great windows that looked
out into the deep sea. But my alarm was groundless. There was a most ingenious device for strengthening the
bows where they had been weakened by the cutting of the ports. Four or five timbers had, of course, been severed;
but these were reproduced on the port itself, and the whole was fashioned like a massive door. It lifted upward on
immense wrought-iron hinges; when it was lowered in place gigantic bars of iron, fitted into brackets on the
adjoining timbers, stretched across its face to hold it against the impact of the waves. Thus the port, when tightly
caulked from without, became again an integral part of the hull; I was told that there had never been a trace of
leakage from her bows. And, most remarkable of all, I was told, when it became necessary to open these ports for

131

use, the task could easily be accomplished by two or three men and a stout watch-tackle. This I am now prepared
to believe.
“‘But. to resume the account of the coolie,’ Lee Fu went on with exasperating deliberation. ‘This is what he
saw: Our friend Captain Wilbur descended into the lower hold. and forward to the forepeak, where there was little
cargo. There he worked with great effort for several hours. He had equipped himself with a short crowbar, and
carried a light tackle wrapped beneath his coat. The tackle he loosened and hung to a hook above the middle of
the port; it was merely for the purpose of lowering the iron crossbars so that they would make no noise. Had one
fallen—”
“‘Good God. Lee Fu, what are you trying to tell me?’”
“‘Merely an incident of the night. So, with the crowbar, Captain Wilbur pried loose the iron braces, slinging
them in his tackle and dropping them softly one by one into the ship’s bottom. It was a heavy task; the coolie said
that sweat poured from the big man like rain. Last of all he covered the bars with dunnage, and rolled against the
bow several bulky bales of matting to conceal the work. Captain, when the Speedwell sailed from Hong Kong in
command of our honored friend, one of her great bow ports below the water hung on its hinges without internal
fastenings, and held in place only by the tightness of the caulking. The first heavy weather—’
“‘Can this be possible?’ I said through clenched teeth.
“‘Oh, yes, so easily possible that it happened,’ answered Lee Fu.
“‘But why should he do such a thing? Had he anything against Turner?’
“‘Captain, you do not understand. He merely was tired of the vessel; and freights are becoming very poor. He
wanted his insurance. He had no thought of disaster so he now assures himself; what he had in mind was for the
ship to sink discreetly in pleasant weather. Yet he was willing enough to run the chance of wholesale murder.’
“I got up and began pacing the floor; the damnable affair had made me sick at heart, and a little sick at the
stomach.
“‘Thus the gods have struck,’ said Lee Fu behind me, in that changeless voice that for a moment seemed to
concentrate the echo of the ages. ‘There is blood at last, Captain—twenty-seven lives, and among them one dear
to us—enough even to convince one of your race that a crime has been committed. But I was mistaken in much
that I foresaw. The criminal, it seems, is destined not to suffer. He has escaped the gods.’
“‘Can’t you bring him to a reckoning? Isn’t there some way—’
“Lee Fu shook his head. ‘No, Captain, he is amply protected. What could I accomplish in your courts with this
fantastic tale, and for witnesses a coolie and a sampan-man?’
“I continued to pace the floor, thinking dark thoughts. There was a way, of course, between man and man; but
such things are no longer done in the heart of civilization, except in sudden passion or jealousy.
“Pacing rapidly, and oblivious to everything but the four walls of the room, I nearly ran into Sing Toy coming
in with a message from the outer office. He whispered a word in Lee Fu’s ear.
“‘Ah!’ exclaimed Lee Fu sharply. I started, whirled around. His voice had lost the level, passive tone; it had
taken on the timbre of action.
“‘Send him in,’ he said in Chinese to Sing Toy.
“‘Who is it?’ I asked breathlessly.
“‘The man we have been speaking of.’
“‘Wilbur? What the devil does he want?’
“‘Nothing,’ answered Lee Fu, speaking swiftly. ‘He merely came to make a call. So he thinks; but I think
otherwise. Beware of word or glance. This chanced by arrangement. We are on the threshold of the gods.’
“Lee Fu remained standing as Captain Wilbur entered the room. His hurried admonition still rang in my ears:
‘Keep silence—beware of word or glance!’ But I couldn’t have spoken intelligibly just then. To beware of glances
was a different matter. I stood as if rooted to the floor, gazing point-blank at Wilbur with a stare that must have
made him wonder as to my sanity.
“‘Good afternoon, Captain Wilbur,’ said Lee Fu blandly. ‘I think you are acquainted with Captain Nichols, of
the bark Omega?’
“‘Oh, how-do, Nichols,’ said Wilbur, advancing down the room. I’ve missed you around town for a good
while. Glad you’re back. I suppose you had the usual assortment of adventures?’
“I drew back to escape shaking his hand.
“‘No,’ I answered, I nothing like the adventure that awaited me here.’
“He settled himself in a chair, directly in range of the light, smiled, and lifted his eyebrows. ‘So? Well, I can
believe you. This office, you know, is the heart of all adventure.’ He bowed toward Lee Fu, who had resumed his
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seat.
“‘You honor me, Captain,’ replied the Chinaman. ‘Yet it is only life which may be called the heart of adventure
—life, with its amazing secrets that one by one transpire into the day, and with its enormous burden of evil that
weighs us down like slaves.’
“‘Wilbur laughed. ‘Yes, that’s it, no doubt. Good, too, Lee Fu, plenty of good. Don’t be pessimistic. But I
suppose you’re right, in a way; the evil always does manage to be more romantic.’
“‘Much more romantic,’ said Lee Fu. ‘And the secrets are more romantic still. Consider, for instance, the case
of a dark secret, which by chance has already become known. How infinitely romantic! Though the man feels
secure, yet inevitably it will be disclosed. When, and how? Such a case would be well worth watching—as the
great writer had in mind when he wrote, “Murder will out.”’\fn{ I.e., Murder will be discovered eventually.}
“The winged words made no impression on their mark. Wilbur met Lee Fu’s glance frankly, innocently, with
interest. By Jove, he was wonderful! The damned rascal hadn’t a nerve in his body.
“I examined him closely. Above a trimmed brown beard his cheeks showed the ruddy color of health and
energy; his eyes were steady; his mouth was strong and clean; a head of fine gray hair surmounted a high
forehead; the whole aspect of his countenance was pleasing and dignified. Sitting at ease, dressed neatly in blue
serge, with an arm thrown over the chair back and one ankle resting on the other knee, he presented a fine figure.
“He gave a hearty laugh. ‘For the Lord’s sake, come out of the gloom!’ he cried. ‘I drop in for a chat, and find
a couple of blue devils up to their ears in the sins of humanity. Nichols over there has hardly opened his mouth.’
“‘It is the mood of the approaching storm,’ interposed Lee Fu quietly.
“A fiercer squall than the last shook the building; it passed in a moment as if dropping us in mid-air. Wilbur
was the first to speak.
“‘Yes, it’s going to be a hummer, isn’t it? A bad night to be on the water, gentlemen. I wouldn’t care to be
threshing around outside, now, as poor old Turner was such a short while ago.’
“I could have struck him across the mouth for his callousness.
“Lee Fu’s voice fell like oil on a breaking sea. ‘All signs point to another severe typhoon. It happened,
Captain, that we were discussing the loss of the Speedwell when you came in.’
“‘Too bad—too bad,’ said Wilbur slowly, with a shake of the head. ‘You were away, Nichols, weren’t you? It
was a bad week here, I can tell you, after the news came in. I shall never forget it. Well, we take our chances.’
“‘Some of us do, and some of us don’t,’ I snapped.
“‘That’s just the way I feel about it,’ he said simply. ‘It came home hard to me.’ My jaw fairly dropped as I
listened. Was it possible that he liked to talk about the affair?
“‘We were wondering,’ observed Lee Fu, ‘why it was that the Speedwell did not remain afloat. What is your
opinion, Captain Wilbur?’
“‘It isn’t a matter of opinion,’ Wilbur answered. ‘Haven’t I seen you since the inspection? Why, the starboard
bow port is stove in. I’ve always been afraid of those big bow ports. When I heard the peculiar circumstances, I
knew in my heart what had happened.’
“‘Did you?' inquired Lee Fu, with a slight hardening of the voice. ‘Captain, have you collected your
insurance?’
“Wilbur frowned and glanced up sharply, very properly offended. The next moment he had decided to pass it
off as an instance of alien manners. ‘I’ve just cleaned up today,’ he replied brusquely. ‘Had my last settlement
with Lloyd’s this morning—and did a silly thing. if you’ll believe me. They had a package of large denomination
bank notes, crisp, wonderful looking fellows; I took a sudden fancy and asked for my money in this form. To tell
the truth, I’ve got it on me now; must get to the bank, too, before it closes.’
“‘What is the amount of the bank notes which you have in your possession?’ asked Lee Fu in a level tone that
carried its own insult.
“Wilbur showed his astonishment. ‘Amount? Well, if you want all the details, I’ve got about forty thousand
dollars in my pocket.’
“Lee Fu turned and shot at me a blank stare full of meaning; it might have been a look of caution, or a glance
of triumph. I knew that I was expected to understand something, to glimpse some pregnant purpose; but for the
life of me I couldn’t catch on.
“‘I, also, knew in my heart what had happened,’ said Lee Fu slowly, staring at Wilbur with a steady gaze. As he
looked, he reached out with his right hand and opened the top drawer of the desk. Suddenly he stood up. The hand
held a revolver, pointed at Wilbur’s breast.
“‘If you move from your chair, Captain, I will shoot you dead, and your end will never be known, he said
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rapidly. ‘It is time we came to an understanding for the day wanes.’
“Wilbur uncrossed his legs, leaned forward, and looked at Lee Fu narrowly. ‘What’s the joke?’ he asked.
“A joke that will be clear as time goes on—like one you played with bow ports on my friend. Captain, we are
going on a journey. Will you join us, Captain Nichols, or will you remain on shore?’
“The question was perfunctory; Lee Fu knew well enough that my decision was in his hands. I stood up—for
until now I had been chained to my chair by the amazing turn of the moment.
“‘Bow ports?’ Wilbur was saying. ‘Put that gun down! What in hell do you mean?’ He started to rise.
“‘Sit down!’ commanded Lee Fu. ‘I mean that I will shoot. This is not play.’ Wilbur sank back, angry and
confused.
“‘Are you crazy, Lee Fu?’ he demanded. ‘What’s the meaning of this, Nichols? Do you intend to rob me? Have
both of you gone mad?’
“‘Is it possible that you do not comprehend that I share your secret?’ asked Lee Fu sternly. ‘You were
observed, Captain, that night in the forepeak of the Speedwell; and those details, also, are known to me. It is
needless to dissemble.’
“‘That night in the forepeak?—Lee Fu, for God’s sake, what are you talking about?’
“‘Ah!’ exclaimed Lee Fu with evident satisfaction. ‘You are worthy of the occasion, Captain. That is well. It
will be most interesting.’
“He slapped his left palm sharply on the desk; Sing Toy appeared at the door as if by a mechanical
arrangement. ‘Bring oilskin coats and hats for three,’ Lee Fu commanded. ‘Also, send in haste to my cruising
sampan, with orders to prepare for an immediate trip. Have water and food provided for a week. We come within
the half hour and sail without delay.’
“‘Master!’ protested Sing Toy. ‘Master, the typhoon!’
“‘I know, fool,’ answered Lee Fu. ‘I am neither deaf nor blind. Have I not ordered oilskin coats? Do as I have
said.’
“He sat, down, resting the gun on the corner of the desk, and resumed the bland tone of conversation. ‘I am
sorry, gentlemen, that, the rain has already come; but there is water also below, as Captain Wilbur should be
aware. Yes, it was destined from the first to be a wet journey. Yet it will still be possible to breathe; and not so bad
as solid water on all sides, where, after a grim struggle, one lies at rest, neither caring nor remembering—Captain
Wilbur, listen to me. We go from this office to my sampan, which lies moored at the bulkhead not far away.
During the walk, you will precede us. I will hold my revolver in my hand—and I am an excellent shot. If you
attempt to escape, or to communicate with any passer-by, you will immediately be dead. Do not think that I would
fear the consequences; we will pass through Chinese streets, where action of mine would not be questioned.’
“‘Damn you!’ Wilbur burst out. ‘What silly nonsense are you up to? Nichols, will you permit this? Where are
you going to take me?’
“‘Never mind,’ replied Lee Fu. ‘As for Captain Nichols, he, also, is at my mercy. Ah, here are the raincoats.
Put one on, Captain Wilbur; you will need it sorely before your return. Now we must hurry. I would be clear of
the harbor before darkness entirely falls.’
“Issuing from the doorway, the gale caught us with a swirl that carried us around the corner and down a side
street. ‘To the right!’ Lee Fu shouted. Wilbur, lurching ahead, obeyed sullenly. We came about and made for the
water front through the fringe of the Chinese quarter, the most remarkable trio, perhaps, that had ever threaded
those familiar thoroughfares.
“Overhead, the sky had settled low on the slope of the Peak. We floundered on, enveloped in a gray gloom like
that of an eclipse. When we reached the waterfront, the face of the bay had undergone a sinister change, its
yellow-green waters lashed into sickly foam and shrouded by an unnatural gleaming darkness. A distant moaning
sound ran through the upper air, vague yet distinctly audible. The center of the typhoon was headed in our
direction.
“As we staggered along the quay, my thoughts worked rapidly. I saw the plan now, and recognized the
dangerous nature of the undertaking on which we’d embarked. It was to be a game of bluff, in which we would
have to risk our lives if the other held his ground.
“I edged toward Lee Fu. “Will you go on the water?’ I asked in his ear.
“He nodded, keeping his eyes fixed on Wilbur ahead.
“But it can’t be done,’ I told him. ‘A boat won’t live.’
“‘There is always a definite alternative,’ he replied abruptly.’
“‘Yes—that we sink.’
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“‘Exactly.’
“All at once, in a flash of enlightenment, the greatness of the occasion came to me. By Jove! He had taken the
matter in his own hands; he had stepped in when the gods had failed. But he had observed the divine proprieties;
had seen that if he presumed to act for the gods he must throw his own life, as well, into the balance. He must run
every risk. It was for them, after all, to make the final choice. He was only forcing action on the gods.
“I gazed at him in wonder. He advanced stiffly against the storm, walking like an automaton. Beneath the close
pulled rim of a black sou’wester his smooth oval countenance looked ridiculously vacant, like the face of a placid
moon. He was the only calm object on earth, sea or sky; against the lashing rain, the dancing boats, the scudding
clouds, the hurried shadows of appearing and vanishing men, he stood out plainly, a different essence, a higher
spirit, the embodiment of mind and will.
“And how was it with Wilbur, off there in the lead? He, too, walked stiffly, wrapped in thought. Once he
turned, as if to come back and speak to us; then whirled with a violent movement of decision and plunged on into
the rain. He knew, now, what it was all about, if not what to expect. He knew that his crime had been discovered.
Yet he had made no break; in no particular had he given himself away. What had he decided? What had he been
about to say? Would he confess, when he faced death on .the water; or would he be confident enough to believe
that he could beat the game?
“Observing his broad back, his commanding figure, that looked thoroughly at home in its oilskin coat and
leaning against the storm, it came to me that he would put up a desperate defense before he succumbed. He, too,
was a strong man, and no part of a coward; he, too, in a different way, was a superior being, the embodiment of
mind and will.
“Then, for a moment, my own spirit went slump with the realization of what lay before us, and a great
weakness overcame me. I edged again toward Lee Fu.
“‘My God, what if the man really is innocent?’ I cried. ‘He hasn’t turned a hair.’
“Lee Fu gave me a flash of the moon face beneath the sou’wester. ‘Have no fear, my friend,’ he reassured me.
‘I am completely satisfied, in regions where the soul dwells.’
“When we reached the sampan, lying under a weather shore beneath the bulkhead, we found a scene of
consternation. Lee Fu’s orders had arrived, and had been executed; yet the men couldn’t believe that he actually
meant to sail. Gathered in a panic-stricken group on the fore deck of the sampan, they chattered like a flock of
magpies; as they caught sight of us, they swarmed across the bulkhead and fell at Lee Fu’s feet, begging for
mercy.
“‘Up, dogs!’ he cried. ‘There is no danger. I shall steer, and it is necessary that we go. If any would remain, let
them depart now, with no tale to tell. Let those who stay prepare at once for sea.’
“I found Wilbur beside me. ‘What’s this madness, Nichols?’ he demanded for the third and last time.
“‘I know no more about it than you do,’ I answered shortly. ‘He has told his crew to prepare for sea. If he goes,
we all go.’
“A moment later we stood on the quarter-deck of the cruising sampan. Lee Fu took his station at the great tiller.
The wind lulled, as the trough of a squall passed over; he gave a few sharp orders. Moorings were cast off, a pinch
of sail was lifted forward. The big craft found her freedom with a lurch and a stagger; then pulled herself together
and left the land with a steady rush, skimming dead before the wind across the smooth upper reach of the harbor
and quickly losing herself in the murk and spray that hung off Kowloon Point. Lee Fu somehow managed to avoid
the fleet at anchor off Wanchi; straight down the length of the bay he struck, and in an incredibly short time we
had left the harbor behind and were whirling through the narrow gut of Lymoon Pass before a terrific squall,
bound for the open sea.
“I watched Captain Wilbur. He stood carelessly at the rail during our race down the harbor, scanning the boat
and the water with an air of confidence and unconcern. A sneer curled his lip; he had made up his mind to see the
nonsense through. The sailor in him had quickly recognized that the craft would stand the weather in smooth
water; he probably expected any minute that Lee Fu would call it quits and put into some sheltered cove. But
when we shot through Lymoon Pass. I saw him turn and scrutinize the Chinaman closely. Darkness was falling
behind the murk, the real night now; and ahead of us lay a widening reach among the islands that opened abruptly
on the main body of the China Sea. We were rapidly leaving the protection of Victoria Island. Soon we would be
unable to see our way. Ten miles outside a high sea was running. And with every blast of wind that held in the
same quarter, the center of the typhoon was bearing down on us with unerring aim.
“These things were as patent to Wilbur as to any of us. In fact, his knowledge was his undoing; had he been
less of a sailor, or had he been entirely ignorant of sea matters, he could have resigned himself to the situation on
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the assumption that Lee Fu never would put himself in actual danger. Perhaps Lee Fu had foreseen this when he
chose the sea as the medium of justice; perhaps he had glimpsed the profound and subtle truth that Wilbur
couldn’t properly be broken save in his native environment. He knew the sea, had trifled with it; then let him face
the sea.
“The time came, just before we lost the loom of the land, when Wilbur could stand it no longer; as a sailor,
used to responsibility and command, he had to speak his mind.
“He dropped aft beside Lee Fu, and put his hand to his mouth. ‘You’re running to your death!’ he shouted.
‘You’ve already lost Pootoy! If you can’t haul up and make the lee of the Lema Islands—’
“‘I intend to pass nowhere near them,’ answered Lee Fu, keeping his eyes on the yawning bow of the sampan.
“‘There’s nothing to the eastward—no shelter.’
“‘Of that I am aware.’
“‘Do you know what that means?’
“Wilbur pointed above the stern rail into the face of the storm.
“‘I think we will get the center, Captain, by tomorrow noon.’
“Wilbur made a move as if to grasp the tiller.
“‘Haul up, you fool!’
“A stray gleam in the gathering darkness caught the barrel of the revolver, as Lee Fu steered for a moment with
one hand.
“‘Beware, Captain! You are the fool; would you broach us to, and end it now? One thing alone will send me to
seek the last shelter; and for that thing I think you are not ready.’
“‘What?’
“‘To say that you sunk the Speedwell.’
“Wilbur gathered his strength as if to strike; his face was distorted with passion.
“‘You lie, you yellow hound!’
“‘Exact1y’—Captain, be careful—come no nearer! Also, leave me alone. If you value your life, you will keep
silence and stay a little forward. Go, quickly! Here I could shoot you with the greatest impunity.’
Nichols paused.
“Maybe some of you fellows haven't seen Lee Fu’s cruising sampan,” he remarked. “In reality, she’s more of a
junk than a sampan, a sizable craft of over a hundred tons, and the best product of the Chinese shipyard. Lee Fu
had her built for trips along the coast, and many of his own ideas, born of an expert knowledge of ships of every
nationality entered into her construction. The result is distinctly a Chinese creation, a craft that seems to reflect his
personality, that responds to his touch and works with him. She’s higher in the bows than an ordinary junk, and
lower in the stern; a broad, shallow hull that needs a centerboard on the wind. Of course she’s completely decked
over for heavy weather. In charge of any of us, perhaps, she would be unmanageable; but in his hands, I can
assure you, she’s a sea boat of remarkable attainments.
“I had seen him handle her under difficult conditions, but never in such a pass as this. How he did it was
inconceivable to me. The last I saw of him that night he had called two men to help him at the tiller; and, so far,
he had kept the craft before the wind.
“For many hours I was surrounded by pitch blackness and the storm. I clung to a single stanchion, hardly
changing my position during the night, drenched by rain and spray, seeing nothing, hearing no word. The gale
roared above us with that peculiar tearing sound that accompanies the body of a typhoon; a sound suggestive of
unearthly anger and violence, as if elemental forces were ripping up the envelope of the universe. The wind
gained steadily in volume; it picked up the sea in steep ridges of solid water that flung us like a chip from crest to
crest, or caught us, burst above us and swallowed us whole, as if we had suddenly sunk in a deep well. Every
moment I expected would be our last. Yet, as time wore on, I felt through the sampan’s frantic floundering a hand
of guidance, a touch of mastery. Lee Fu steered, and she was still in his control. A night to turn the hair gray, to
shatter the mind. But we came through, and saw the dawn. A pale watery light little by little crept into the east,
disclosing a scene of terror beyond description. The face of the sea was livid with flying yellow foam; the torn sky
hung closely over it like the fringe of a mighty waterfall. In the midst of this churning cauldron our little craft
seemed momentarily on the point of disappearing, engulfed by the wrath of the elements.
“In the lull of the storm my glance encountered Wilbur: for a long while I’d forgotten him entirely. He hung to
the rail a little farther forward, gazing across the maelstrom with a fixed, exhausted expression. His face was
haggard; the strain of the night had marked him with a ruthless hand. As I watched him, his eye turned slowly in
my direction; he gave me an anxious look, then crawled along the rail to a place by my side.
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“‘Nichols, we’re lost!’ I heard him cry in my ear. The voice was almost plaintive; it suddenly made me angry,
revived a few sparks of my own courage.
“‘What of it?’ I cried harshly. ‘Turner was lost.’
“‘You believe that, too?’
“I looked at him point-blank: his eyes shifted; he couldn’t face me now.
“‘Yes, I do,’ I told him. ‘Why don’t you own up, before—?’
“He moved away hastily, as if offended to the heart. But the strong man had gone, the air of perfect confidence
had disappeared; he was shattered and spent—but not yet broken. Pride is more tenacious than courage; and men
with hearts of water will continue to function through self-esteem.
“Looking above his head, where the sky and the sea met in a blanket of flying spume, I caught sight for an
instant of something that resembled the vague form of a headland. Watching closely, I soon saw it again—
unmistakably the shadow of land to port, well forward of the beam. Land! That meant that the wind had shifted to
the southward, that we were being blown against the shore.
“I worked my way cautiously aft, where Lee Fu stood like a man of iron at the tiller, lashed to the heavy crossrail that must have been constructed for such occasions. He saw me coming, leaned toward me.
“‘Land!’ I shouted, pointing on the port bow. He nodded vigorously, to show me that he’d already seen it.
“‘Recognize—’ The rest of the answer was blown away by the wind.
By pantomime, I called his attention to the shift of the storm. Again he nodded—then ducked his head in
Wilbur’s direction, and shouted something that I couldn’t quite follow. ‘Change our tactics—we must change our
tactics—’ was what I understood him to say.
“He beckoned me to come closer; grasping the cross-rail, I swung down beside him.
“‘I know our position!' he cried in my ear. “Have no alarn, my friend. There are two large islands, and a third,
small like a button. Watch closely the button, while I steer. When it touches the high headland, give me the news
instantly.’
“He had hauled the junk a trifle to port, and with every opportunity was edging toward the land. The tall
headland that I’d first sighted grew plainer with every moment; soon I made out the island like a button and saw it
closing rapidly on the land behind.
“‘Now! I shouted to Lee Fu, when the two had touched.
“He swung the sampan a couple of points to starboard, discovering close beneath our bows the tip of another
reef that stretched toward the land diagonally across the path of the wind. In a moment we were almost abreast
this point of reef; a hundred yards away, its spray lashed our decks as the low-lying black rocks caught the broken
wash of the storm. Another swing of the great tiller, and we had hauled up in the lee of the reef—in quiet water at
last, but with the gale still screaming overhead like a defeated demon.
“It was like nothing but a return from hell. The wind held us in a solid blast; but to feel the deck grow quiet, to
be able to speak, to hear—and then, to see the land close aboard. By Jove, we were saved!
“A voice spoke gruffly beside us
“‘By God, I hope you’re satisfied!’ We turned to see Wilbur at the head of the cross-rail. A twitching face
belied the nonchalance that he’d attempted to throw into the words.
“‘I don’t know how we lived!’ he snarled. ‘What in the name of God made you try it? Nothing but luck—and
now the typhoon’s leaving us. We can wait here till the blow dies down.’
“‘Is that all, Captain, that you have to say?’ inquired Lee Fu, his attention riveted on the course.
“Wilbur clutched the rail as if he would tear it from its fastenings. ‘A damned sight more, you blackguard; but
I’ll save it for the authorities!’
“You feel no thanks for your escape—and there is nothing on your mind?’
“Nothing but sleep—why should there be? Let’s wind up this farce and get to anchor somewhere; I’m fagged
out.’
“‘No, we are going on,’ said Lee Fu calmly, making no move to come into the wind.’ No time for rest, Captain;
the journey is not done.’
“‘Going on?’ He turned fiercely, and for a moment he and Lee Fu gazed deep into each other’s eyes in a
grapple that gave no quarter.
“‘Yes, Captain!’ cried Lee Fu sharply. ‘We have not yet reached the spot where the Speedwell met her doom.
Now go! I cannot waste time in talk.’
“Since this experience, I’ve many times examined the charts of the region,” Nichols went on. “But they don’t
begin to show it all. Beyond the middle island stretched a larger island, distant some five miles from the other;
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and between them lay the most intricate, extraordinary and terrible nest of reefs ever devised by the mind of the
Maker and the hand of geologic change.
“The outlying fringe of reefs that had broken our first approach ended at the middle island; beyond that to
windward lay clear water, and the nest of reefs that I’ve mentioned received the full force of the wind and sea.
Five miles of water stretched in mad confusion, a solid whiteness of spouting foam that seemed to hold a hideous
illumination. Beyond the point of the middle island the long wind-swept rollers burst in tall columns of spray that
shut off the view like a curtain as we drew near, where the rocks began in an unbroken wall. It was directly
against this wall that Lee Fu was driving the sampan.
“The first lift of the outside swell had already caught us. I held my breath, as moment by moment we cut down
the margin of safety. No use to interfere; perhaps he knew what he was doing; perhaps he actually had gone mad
under the terrific strain. As he steered, he seemed to be watching intently for landmarks. Was it possible that he
still knew his bearings, that there was a way through?
“Wilbur, at Lee Fu’s command, had left us without a word. He stood at the rail, supporting himself by main
strength, facing the frightful line of the approaching reefs; and on his back was written the desperate struggle he
was having. It bent and twisted, sagging with sudden irresolution, writhing with stubborn obduracy, straightening
and shaking itself at tittles in a wave of finnness and confidence, only to quail once more before the sight that met
his eyes. He couldn’t believe that Lee Fu would hold the course. ‘Only another moment!’ he kept crying to
himself. ‘Hold on a little longer!’ Yet his will had been sapped by the long hours of the night and the terror of the
dawn; and courage, which with him had rested only on the sands of ostentation, had crumbled long ago.
“I turned away, overcome by a sickening sensation; I couldn’t look longer. Lee Fu waited tensely, peering
ahead and to windward with lightning glances. A wave caught us, flung us forward. Suddenly I heard him cry out
at my side in exultation as he bore down on the tiller. The cry was echoed from forward by a loud scream that shot
like an arrow through the thunder. Wilbur had sunk beside the rail. The sampan fell off, carried high on the wave.
“Then, in a moment like the coming of death, we plunged into the reef. I have no knowledge of what took
place—and there are no words to tell. the story. Solid water swamped us; the thunder of the surf stopped the mind.
But we didn’t touch, there was a way through, we had crossed the outer margin of the reef. We ran the terrible
gauntlet of the reef, surrounded on every hand by towering breakers, lost in the appalling roar of the elements.
Without warning, we were flung between a pair of jagged ledges and launched bodily on the surface of a
concealed lagoon.
A low rocky island lay in the center of the nest of reefs, with a stretch of open water to leeward of it, all
completely hidden from view until that moment. The open water ran for perhaps a couple of miles; beyond it the
surf began again in another unbroken line. It would take us ten minutes to cross the lagoon.
“‘Bring Captain Wilbur,’ said Lee Fu.
“I crept forward, where Wilbur lay beside the rail, his arm around a stanchion. He was moaning to himself as if
he’d been injured. I kicked him roughly; he lifted an ashen face.
“‘Come aft—you’re wanted!’ I cried.
He followed like a dog.
Lee Fu, at the tiller, beckoned us to stand beside him; I pulled Wilbur up by the slack of his coat, and pinned
him against the cross-rail.
“‘This is the end,’ said Lee Fu, speaking in loud jerks, as he steered across the lagoon. ‘There is no way out,
except by the way we came. That way is closed. Here we can find shelter until the storm passes, if you will speak.
If not, we shall go on. By this time. Captain, you know me to be a man of my word.’
“‘You yellow devil!’
“‘Beyond these reefs, Captain, lies the wreck of your ship the Speedwell. There my friend met death at your
hands. You have had full time to consider. Will you join him, or return to Hong Kong? A word will save you. And
remember that the moments are passing very swiftly.'
“With a last flicker of obstinate pride, Wilbur pulled himself together and whirled on us.
“‘It’s a damnable lie!’
“‘Very well, Captain. Go forward once more, and reserve your final explanation for the gods.’
“The flicker of pride persisted; Wilbur staggered off. holding by the rail. I waited beside Lee Fu. Thus we
stood, watching the approach of the lagoon’s leeward margin. Had Lee Fu spoken truthfully; was there no way
out? I couldn’t be certain; all I knew was that the wall of spouting surf was at our bows, that the jaws of death
seemed opening again.
“Suddenly Wilbur’s head snapped back; he flung up his arms in a gesture of finality, shaking clenched fists
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into the sky. He was at the point of surrender. The torture had reached his vitals. He floundered aft.
“‘What is it I must say?’ he cried hoarsely, in a voice that by its very abasement had taken on a certain dignity.
“‘Say that you sunk the Speedwell.
“His face was shocking; a strong man breaking isn’t a pleasant object. In a flash I realized how awful had been
this struggle of the wills. He came to the decision as we watched, lost his last grip.
“‘Of course I did it! You knew it all along! I had no intention—you madman! For God’s sake, haul up, before
you’re in the breakers!’
“‘Show me your insurance money.’”
“Wilbur dug frantically in an inside pocket, produced a packet of bank notes, held them in a hand that trembled
violently as the gale fluttered the crisp leaves.
“‘Throw them overboard.’”
“For the fraction of a second he hesitated; then all resolution went out in his eyes like a dying flame. He
extended his arm and loosed the notes; they were gone down the wind before our eyes could follow them.
“In the same instant Lee Fu flung down the great tiller. The sampan came into the wind with a shock that threw
us to the deck. Close under our lee quarter lay the breakers, less than a couple of hundred yards away. Lee Fu
made frantic signals forward, where the crew were watching us in utter terror. I felt the centerboard drop; a patch
of sail rose on the main. The boat answered, gathered headway, drove forward—
“Wilbur lay as he had fallen, and made no move. Two nights later, under a clear starry sky, we slipped through
Lymoon Pass on the tail of the land breeze. It fell flat calm before we reached Wanchi; the long sweeps were
shipped, and the chattering crew, who’d never expected to see Hong Kong again, fell to work willingly. At length
we rounded to against the bulkhead and settled into our berth, as if back from a late pleasure trip down the bay.
“A little forward, Wilbur rose to his feet. He hadn’t spoken or touched food since that tragic hour under the
reefs two nights before. Without a glance in our direction, he made for the side and stepped ashore. There was a
bright light behind him; his form stood out plainly. It had lost the lines of vigor and alertness; it was the figure of
a different and older man.
“A moment later he had lurched away, vanishing In the darkness of a side street. Three days later, we heard
that he had taken the boat for Singapore. He hasn’t been seen or heard of since that day.
“When he had gone, that night at the bulkhead, Lee Fu reached out a hand to help me to my feet. ‘Thank you,
Captain,’ he said. ‘For my part, it has been supremely interesting. For your part, I hope that you have been
repaid?’
“‘It’s enough to be alive, just now,’ I answered. ‘I want a chart, Lee Fu. I want to see what you did. How you
did it is quite beyond my comprehension.’
“‘Oh, that? It was not much. The gods were always with us, as you must have observed. And I know that place
pretty well.’
“‘Evidently. Did the Speedwell fetch up among those reefs, or to leeward of them?’
“‘The Speedwell? Captain, you did not believe my little pleasantry! We were nowhere near the wreck of the
Speedwell, as Captain Wilbur should have known had he retained his mind.’
“‘I smiled feebly. ‘I didn’t know it. Tell me another thing, Lee Fu. Were you bluffing, there at the last, or
wasn’t there really a hole through the reef?’
“‘So far as I am aware, Captain, there was no passage,’ answered my imperturbable friend. ‘I believe we were
heading for the rocks when we came into the wind.’
“‘Would you have piled us up?’
“‘That is merely a hypothetical question. I knew that I would not be forced to do it. I was only afraid that, in
the final anguish, Captain Wilbur would lose his sense of seamanship, and so would wait too long. That, I confess,
would have been unfortunate. Otherwise, there was no doubt or especial danger.’
“‘I’m glad to know it!’ I exclaimed, with a shudder of recollection. ‘It wasn’t apparent at the time.’
“‘No, perhaps not; time was very swift. In fact, he did wait too long. He was more willful than I had
anticipated.’
“I gazed across the harbor, reviewing the experience.
“‘What did you have in mind,’ I asked, ‘before the typhoon shifted? Did you expect to catch the center?’
“‘I had no plan; it is dangerous to plan. There was a task to be begun; the determination of its direction and
result lay with the gods. It was plain that I had been called upon to act; but beyond that I neither saw nor cared to
see.’
“I could believe him only because I’d witnessed his incredible calm. He waved a hand toward the city.
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“‘Come, my friend, let us sleep,’ he said. ‘We have earned our rest. Learn from this never to plan, and always
to beware of overconfidence. It is by straining to look into the future that men exhaust themselves for present
duty; and it is by making their little plans that men bring down the wrath of the gods. We are their instruments,
molding in faith and humility our various destinies. Perhaps you thought me unfeeling, but I was only happy.
There constantly were too many propitious signs.’”
208.97 How To Prevent Warfare And Establish Foundation Of World Unity\fn{by Yen His-shan (1883-1970)}
Hopien Village, Wut’ai County, Shansi Province, China (M) 12
1
In order to prevent war and establish world peace and security, a “political atomic bomb” which can
completely destroy the roots of warfare is needed. What is a political atomic bomb?
It is Cosmopolitanism. If you want to establish a system of Cosmopolitanism, you must set eyes on the 80% of
the world’s population who are suffuering from the pain of injustice. The political bomb should be able to give
justice to the exploited and the oppressed and to turn hatred into love and warfare into cooperation. Equality
means the abolition of slavery. Justice means the elimination of exploitation. Mutual love and cooperation is the
use of moral and material force to promote the interest of mankind.
These three factors—equality, justice, love—constitute the moral fiber of humanity. They are the foundations
of world peace and the road to cosmopolitanism, which is synonymous with world peace and security. Let us
explain the three factors in further detail.
*
When we recall the cause of the first world war, some say that it was political conflict between the nations. The
underlying cause, however, lies somewhere else. When we see that after the war the defeated countries were
restricted from exporting their goods to foreign markets, and were devoid of colonies, we understand that the
cause of the first world war was more economic than anything else.
The cause of the second world war was also economic in nature. After the end of the second world war, the
defeated nations, as well as the victors, had to give up their colonies. The economic problems of capitalist
countries became more acute.
Today\fn{This was written in 1952} the world is on the eve of a great catastrophe. The third world war may break
out at any time.
The reasons for world chaos today are obvious. They are economic plus the political ambitions of some
totalitarian countries which want to domjnate the world. The political reason is oil added to a burning fire. If you
put out the fire, the oil will not serye any purpose.
*
The economic cause of war lies in the scramble for world markets between the capitalist countries.. Why do
capitalist countries want to fight for foreign markets? The struggle is for the disposal of domestic goods that have
no purchasing power to match them. Why are there domestic goods that have no purchasing power to match
them? It is because under the capitalist system, there is a surplus production taken as profit by the employes, and
such goods represent the unearned increment. Production is the result of labor. The reward of labor is wages. The
addition of profit besides wage payment for goods produced results in a lack of purchasing power to match the
value of the goods.
When the goods are produced. they are taken to the market for sale by the capitalist. Before the goods are sold,
however, the capitlists include in the price of the goods, their profit, which is equivalent to, if not more than, the
amount they pay their workers. The profit taken by the capitalists is an unearned increment. It has no purchasing
power.
When there is a great amount of goods that have no purachasing power to match them on the market, there is a
business depression. Goods pile up on the market, and there are not enough people to buy them. The result is that
factories shut their doors, and workers become unemployed. There is a political as well as economic crisis. In
order to absolve themselves from these crisis, the governments resort to dumping. Economic imperialism leads to
war. That is why economists say that capitalist countries must cooperate with imperialistic countries.
Another factor that should be taken into consideration is the restriction of the monetary system in capitalist
society. When gold or silver is used as the medium of payment, there is the danger that people will hoard
currency. When interest is added to the hoarding of currency, there is a tendency to pile up more and more
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banknotes rather than goods. Besides; some goods are easily damaged; for this reason, people are less willing to
pile up goods. Since there are fewer banknotes. in circulation, the saving of currency has a restrictive effoct on the
production of goods. This causes a great strain on production.
Because of this struggle for world markets and restriction monetary system, world economic conditions today
are rather confused. Economists feel that there is no easy way out of present economic difficulties. The
unreasonable economic system of today endangers world peace and increases the political conflict between
nations. An accumulation of conflict between nations leads to war.
Another fundamental reason for world chaos is the use on the part of the Communist countries of the lack of
harmony between capitalist countries to create more trouble and conflict in the capitalist world. The Communists
are also widening the gap between the capitalist countries and the economically backward areas. They use two
attractive terms: “the poor will become rich” and “anti-imperialism” to bait the people. (The so.called “poor
people” do not signify people who have no money. The phrase means people who are exploited.) When
Communists say “anti-imperialism”, they actually mean that they are against the economic aggression of the
capitalist countries vis-a-vis the backward areas, and also the oppression of the people in the backward areas by
the capitalists.
With these two slogans, the Communists are controlling 800,000,000 people of the world. In the captalist
countries, there are innumerable members of the Communist Party and people who follow the Communist line.
The proletarians and sub-proletarians in the capitalist countries and the poor people enslaved by the rich are
subject to Communist propaganda. The Communists have the ambition of dominating the world either by
subversive methods or by open warfare. In capitalist countries today, there are unending labor strikes and unrest.
This is what we mean by adding oil to a burning fire. This is also an important cause of war.
Because of economico-political instability and Communist world agitation, the two important causes of war,
we find the world today on the precipice of imminent disaster. If the two causes are not effectively eliminated, the
result may be the total destruction of world culture and civilization, and the extermination of the greater part of
mankind.
2
Cosmopolitanism means one world in which the interest of mankind is coherent and homogeneous. Mere
coherence and homogeneity of the interest of mankind does not mean Cosmopolitanism. Neither does the mere
fact of one world mean Cosmopolitanism. It must be the combination of both: the coherence and homogeneity of
the interest of man kind in one world.
The word Cosmopolitanism which in Chinese means Ta-tung can be explained in Chinese terminology. Ta is a
norm; Tung is substance. If you want Ta, you must have a world government. If you want Tung, you must
eliminate the exploitation of workers by the employers, the conflict of national interest. When you have a world
government, you can use the judgement of a world court to displace war. When the interest of mankind is
coherent and homogeneous, any dispute between human beings can be judged by standards of right or wrong and
not by a show of force. Only when the world is one, can there be equality, justice, mutual cooperation in a happy
community.
When we speak of the coherence and homogeneity of interest, it is comparatively easy to attain such coherence
and homogeneity in the relationships of mankind; but it is much more difficult to attain it in the relationship
between nations. Among nations, there is bound to be conflict of political interest arising out of the conflict of
those who hold political power.
To obtain unity of interest, one should start from the people. It is axiomatic that people wish to have peace and
security. It is universally true that people want to love and be loved, want to help and be helped, want justice and
to see justice done unto them. When we review world history, therefore, we can discern that of all national
warfare, hardly any was started by a conflict of interests of the common man. They were all started through
conflicts of political interest of the countries concerned.
If we want to have unity of interest, it behooves us to start from the people. When people of the same interests
are firmly organized, they can with great strength express the coherence and homogeneity of their common
interests.
*
The fundamental conception of Cosmopolitanism is the recognition of the equality of man without
discrimination of race, color, belief, country. Men have equality of moral status and the right to work for an
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unexploited living. The differences between men rather lie in the moral fiber of individuals, not in their wealth or
social class. Under the Cosmopolitan world, men have sympathy with one another, they are rational beings, they
have the instinct to love, and they have a sense of juctice. Men express their love to their fellow men and thus win
the sympathetic response of others; they express their sense of justice to their fellow men to arouse the rationalism
of others. Men have equality which is not to be offended; men have the right to work for their own comfort, not
subject to exploitation by any others. This then is the fundamental spirit of Cosmopolitanism.
World Cosmopolitanism aims at the promotion of the interest of mankind. The promotion of human interest is
based on love, justice, sympathy, mutual cooperation, and forbearance. It is the collective duty of mankind to
maintain such qualities, so that world Cosmopolitanism will become a permanent structure. The collective duty of
mankind is the consolidation of the duties of each private individual. If the responsibilities of the private
individuals are not cultivated, it is logical to conclude that the collective duty of mankind cannot be fulfilled. If
mankind has no collective sense of responsibility, it is difficult to expect that private individuals will fulfill their
duties towards other men.
What are the duti,es of mankind? It is the duty of mankind to achieve freedom from want and freedom from
spiritual oppression. Not only should mankind have freedom from want, but each and every one of us must be
entitled to a comfortable living. Not only should mankind be spared from spiritual pain; each and every one of us
must be able to enjoy the happiness of living. When everyone of us has this responsibility and carries out this
responsibility accordingly, then the consolidation of these responsibilities will be equivalent to the fulfilment of
the collective duties of mankind.
World Cosmopolitanism means the welfare of mankind. The foundation stones of human welfare are love and
justice. The pillars are sympathy, assistance, forbearance and equality. The contents of the welfare state are
freedom from want and freedom from moral oppression. Not only will there be freedom from want and
oppression, but there will be joy and fullness in life.
Why is it necessary that mankind fulfill the responsibilities? This is because, when a man grows old, he must
have some one to look after his minimum comfort. When a man is young, he, too, must have some one to look
after his interest, so that he will grow up a useful and healthy man.
We must do our best to root out oppression, deceit, exploitation and mendacity.\fn{ Chronic deviousness:H} It is
only when these vices are exterminated that there can be happiness and harmony in life. It is therefore strictly
essential that there be someone whose duty it is to combat these vices. The weapons they use should be love and
justice. Love leads to sympathy and mutual cooperation. Justice leads to equality and forbearance. These qualities
will do away with exploitation and pain of mankind. That is why love, justice, sympathy, assistance, forbearance,
and equality are the cornerstones and pillars of world Cosmopolitanism. They lead to human progress. We cannot
achieve them through the fulfillment of the responsibility of any private individual alone. Their realization is the
collective responsibility of mankind.
Why is it that it is necessary that we consolidate the responsibilies of all mankind? It is because individuals
have passions; and when such passions are accompanied by selfishness, consequences are serious. Passion and
selfishness are the enemies of love and justice. If the private passions and selfishness are accumulated and given
regular outlets, the result is a group of self-seeking people who are ever trying to find more outlets for their
passions and selfishness. We thus find hereditary monarchies, private ownership of land, and the capitalist system
of exploitation. When individual selfishness becomes group selfishness, passion dominates political power. Under
such conditions, even if you have saints to alter the system, it becomes of no avail. It is important that a group of
people who have the profound duty of furthering the true interest of mankind be gathered together to form a
strong moral force to combat the existing, rotten order.
Hereditary monarchy was broken after long years of struggle and bloodshed. If we want to alter the present
economic system, it is essential that we organize ourselves into a strong moral force to demand a peaceful
evolution. Otherwise, the people will be open to Communist propaganda, and rise tip to fight the existing order. If
this should come to pass, then we shall go through a period of suffering and pain for mankind far worse than that
created by former wars for the abolition of the monarchical system.
How can we promote the moral consciousness of mankind? The first step is to form a central core of interested
and energetic people who have the peace of the world at heart. Then this small group of men can ask more men to
join, and so increase the strength of the organization. With this force, we shall peacefully fight the existing rotten
order. We shall recruit our membership from among the exploited, the oppressed, the dispossessed who constitute
about 80% of the world’s population. This is the one way that the consolidated duty of mankind can save the
world from destruction.
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*
Cosmopolity will be based on the philosophy of Cosmopolitanism.
What is the philosophy of Cosmopolitanism? It does not support the theory that matter is more important than
mind; nor does it support the theory that mind is more important than matter. It gives equal importance to matter
and mind. It supports the unity of matter and mind. Because Cosmopolitanism supports the theory of the unity of
matter and mind, we can promote the common interest of mankind. We advocate the princple that men shall work
to produce commodities, that commodities shall be used for the nourishment of men, that men shall cultivate the
instinct of mutual love, and that countries shall abide with the policy of mutual cooperation. Only thus can the
common interest of mankind be promoted.
*
Cosmopolitanism includes the philosophy of the universe, of mankind, and of the behavior of mankind.
The Doctrine of the Golden Mean is the philosophy of the universe. When this doctrine is followed, it means
survival; when it is violated, it means destruction. From this, we can come to the conclusion that the fundamental
reality of the universe also follows the Doctrine of the Golden Mean. Thus, we can change theoretical conviction
into substantiated conviction, breaking superstition and atheism in one stroke.
*
From man’s behavior, we can find out his natural instinct. When a man’s interest is involved, he is selfish;
when it is not, he is just. It is not that the former has no sense of justice; it is because his sense of justice is
eclipsed by his private desire. If we change the interested man into an onlooker, his sense of justice will
immediately return. Therefore we must do away with selfishness, so that a man whose interest is involved will
also be just, and so that the selfish desire to satisfy private interest will be changed into a desire to promote the
common interest of mankind.
*
The criterion for the handling of matter and human affairs may be divided into three laws: (1) No contradiction
of the Doctrine of the Golden Mean, (2) unity of regulative contradiction, and (3) unity of conflicting
contradiction. Further explanation is given below.
(1) No Contradiction of the Doctrine of the Golden Mean (a) The Golden Mean is one, formed through the
unity of two conflicting extremes. If there were not two extremes, there would not be unity of the Golden Mean.
(b) The Golden Mean includes the “definite mean” and the “timing mean”. The former is the definite rule of
matter and human affairs, while the latter is a versatile rule of matter and human affairs, adapted to a particular
time and place in harmony with the spirit of the former. (c) If we base our ideas on the definite mean and always
grasp the timing mean, there can never be any contradiction.
(2) Unity of Regulative Contradiction (a) Regulative contradiction is caused by the regulative action taken by
one side against the other; unity is the achievement of both sides. (b) Contradiction is a gradual change of the
regulative action, while unity is a sudden change of the achievement. (c) Both sides, involved in this
contradiction, aim at a common goal; the commonness indicates their centrality; the centrality indicates their
attraction to each other; and the attraction results in the cooperation of one entity with the other. This regulative
contradiction starts on an upward curve, and achievement is its end.
(3) Unity of Conflicting Contradiction. (a) Conflicting contradiction is caused by the trespass of one side upon
the other. Unity is the removal of the trespass. (b) Contradiction is the gradual change of the struggle, while unity
is a sudden change resulting from the removal of the trespass. (c) Both sides, involved in the contradiction, grasp
their own ideas, which equal eccentricity, or repulsion. Repulsion results in the attack of one entity upon the other.
This conflicting contradiction starts on a downward curve, and the removal of the trespass is its end.
*
In order to establish one world in which there will be coherence and homogeneity of human interest, it
behooves us to establish a new era of Cosmopolitanism. The so-called new era denotes a change from the present
world chaos to peace and security in which there will be love and mutual cooperation between people. This
historic conception of cosmopolitanism derives from the merits of all the political and economic principles
without the demerits of the same. It retains the best points of all the ideologies, and, therefore. supplants them and
does not run counter to them. because it is not one of the old ideologies, nor should it be considered as such. It
aims at enlarging the scope of nation to be co-equal with the scope of the whole world. It aims at dissolving the
partial conflict of interest of the world and creating an identity of interests of humanity. In order to arrive at this
goal, Cosmopolitanism must follow the following four principles, three aims, and four responsibilites. Further
explanations are given below.
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The four principles are: (1) to develop the natural instinct of mankind to be just, to love, to love and help one
another; (2) to fulfill the rightful wishes of mankind; (3) to satisfy the needs of a full life; (4) to give mankind an
all-around satisfaction.
All-around satisfaction of mankind can be obtained only when people have freedom from material want and
moral oppression. In order to attain this goal, men must have first of all rightful desires which should be realized
on the basis of mutual cooperation in production and in common livelihood. The cultivation of the natural instinct
of men to be just, to love and to help and lovp one another is the road that leads to the cooperation of people.
The three aims are: (1) equality of status and labor; (2) political and economic democracy; (3) moral and
material cooperation.
Equality of status means the abolition of slavery; the political democracy means the abolition of
totalitarianism; economic democracy means the abolition of monopoly; moral cooperation means the use of the
science of humanity to encourage backward people; material cooperation means the use of technology to assist
the backward people.
The four responsibilities are (1) to do away with exploitation and the divorce of labor from enjoyment, so that
there will be justice and reasonable rewards for the laborer; (2) to do away with the restrictions of production so
that there will be limitless production and satisfaction of the needs of life; (3) to do away with business
depression, so that there will be no competition between nations and so that international relations will be brought
into normal channels; (4) to do away with national conflicts, so that the roots of war will be exterminated and
there will be world peace and security.
In order to implement those four principles, three aims and four responsibilities, we must follow the
philosophy of Cosmopolitanism and establish a Cosmopolitan political order, economy, culture, education, and
community.
*
A Cosmopolitan political order is genuinely democratic in nature. It does not “create”, nor does it “follow”
public opinion. It rather leads public opinion according to the practical reality of human welfare and needs. All
political measures will exactly satisfy the needs of the time. Such a political order will not run counter to the
needs of the people; neither will it lag behind such needs. It does not create a situation which will ferment
hostility or war.
Under a Cosmopolitan political order, there will be no election campaigns. Capable men will be elected not
through electioneering. If there is electioneering, there will be powerful political parties with dominating political
power which will corrode the foundations of democracy. Before, during and after elections, candidates will justify
their means by their ends, and therefore run counter to the spirit of democracy. Capable persons who do not
participate in election campaigns will have no chance of being elected and will have no political future.
Where there are no election campaigns, candidates will stay behind closed doors on the day of election. They
will not ask for favors, nor will they give any. Those who are elected must have a strong sense of responsibility.
but no intention to exercise his rights for his private interest. This is the way to true democracy.
*
Cosmopolitan economy is one in which demand and supply of goods are regulated on a democratic basis. This
kind of economy, which regulates demand and supply democratically and which supports the principle of mutual
aid in international economic relations, is based on three main principles of mankind. In order to sustain
livelihood, a man needs the fruits of human labor besides air and sunshine which are supplied freely and in great
abundance by mother nature. So long as mankind needs to work in order to sustain livelihood, the following three
principles governing mankind should be observed.
The first principle is that labor should be coincident with enjoyment. What is meant by this is that the fruit of
one’s labor should be given wholly to the laborer as the reward for his contribution of labor. It should not be
exploited by any method or system.
The second principle is that the laborer should be provided with ample opportunity for offering his labor. The
worker should work in order to support his livelihood. If he is not given an opportunity to work, he will have no
chance of sustaining his livelihood. Under the capitalist system, a worker is exploited by the capitalist; he also
suffers restriction of production because of the existing monetary system. The result is an abundance of goods on
the market without purchasing power to match them, business depression, and unemployment of workers. This is
one result arising from two causes—the exploitation and the existing monetary defect. Since under the present
system a worker does not have ample opportunity to offer his services, one must do away with the fundamental
cause of this situation before ample opportunity for work can be provided a worker.
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The third principle is that we should increase the effectiveness of labor. What is meant by this is that by raising
the efficiency of a worker, his standard of living can be raised. If we could increase the efficiency of a worker
twofold, his standard of living would be twice as high as before. If we could increase the efficiency of a worker
tenfold, his standard of living would be ten times as high as before. We are sorry to admit that, though new
machinery is daily being installed in factories and mines, workers have not been much benefited by the increase in
production made possible by scientific development. Though wages have been increased, the said increase has
been equally offset by the rise in the price of commodities.
As to the rise of general standards of living, it is the gift of science and technology, but not the result of the
effectiveness of labor. For instance, electric light is cheaper but stronger than candle light. Motor cars have a
bigger load and greater speed than oxcarts, but are cheaper to run. One motor car may cost one thousand U.S.
dollars; if a worker pays two hundred dollars per year, in five years he will be able to own a car. Besides, there is
the installment system, by which worker can buy a car and pay the cost over a fairly long period of years. Workers
today buy the new inventions of modern life by using money saved through frugal living. Workers yesterday also
saved money from frugal living, but they did not have such inventions to buy.
We may say that through scientific discovery and the improvement of modern industrial technology, everyone
is benefitted materially. But the increase of labor effectiveness and the improvement of tools of production have
not at all benefited the worker, nor has it benefited the consumer. The sole party that is benefited is the capitalist
class. An owner of a large plant gets thousands of times what a worker gets. When a machine increases its rate of
production, the benefit of such increase goes to the employer. If you want the benefit to go to the worker and the
consumer, you must have public-owned factories where a certain amount of the net return will be put aside for
replacements and no profit is paid to anyone.
*
In order to implement those three economic principles, we muat see to it that the demand and supply of goods
are democratized, and that mutual cooperation becomes the guiding principle in international economic relations.
Let us explain these in more detail.
The democratization of demand and supply of goods means the regulation of production and consumption
according to the principles of democracy. This means that production should be for the producer, of the producer,
and by the producer. The purpose of production is, therefore, to get the goods for the exchange of other goods
necessary for sustaining one’s livelihood. It is for one’s own benefit that one produces, not for the enjoyment of
others whether they be industrialists or businessmen.
Under the new system, there will be no exploitation by employer or merchant. Under the present system,
capitalists pay wages to worker for goods produced and then take these goods to the market and add the amount
charged for their own profits. A merchant adds his own profit to the good before it reaches the hand of the
consumer. In countries where interest rates are high, interest is added for the period in which the goods are stored,
before they reach the consumer. When the profit of the merchant and the interest paid for the storage of goods are
twice as high as the total of wages and the employer’s profit, then, if we do away with these two exploitations, the
price of such goods will be decreased by three fourths. Granting that the interest rate is low, the decrease will at
least be 50% of the original price, when these two exploitatiom are forbidden. When we decrease the price of
commodities by fifty percent, it means that the livelihood of the wage-earner is raised by one hundred per cent.
When the demand and supply of goods are democratized under the new system, a worker works for himself,
and is not exploited by others. He will not demand higher wages and fewer hours of work, because fewer hours of
work mean that goods produced will also be fewer and higher wages mean a correspondent increase in the price
of commodities. Because there will not be any demand for higher wages and fewer hours of work, there will not
be labor unrest or strikes, for, if a worker resorts to a strike, it will mean suicide. Since a worker is not willing to
commit suicide, a government should not allow a worker to do so. Since under the present system there is a
tendency for the price of commodities to rise, a worker naturally demands higher wages to match the rise of price;
and, as wages rise, so also will prices. A vicious circle is formed wherein price and wages chase each other’s tail.
If wages do not rise, there is no need for prices to rise. The result is steadiness in wages and prices. There is social
and political security; and naturally no one will lean either to the left or to the right.
The democratization of the demand and supply of goods should be based on a production system under which
there will be unity between need and labor, a distribution system under which there will be unity between labor
and enjoyment, and a monetary systein under which only certificates will be issued.
(a) Under the unity of needs and labor, the duty of the government is to work for a planned economy.
According to the needs of private individuals and those of groups or organizations of people, plans shall be drawn
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up for the production of different kinds of goods for satisfying such needs and for export to foreign countries in
exchange for the goods, needed by the people but produced abroad. When such a plan has been made, a scheme
for the production of such different kinds of goods over a number of years or a certain length of time shall be
fixed, and also the price of different commodities. When they are fixed, labor forces should be allotted for each
kind of work. In such away, there will be unity between need and labor and also between production and
consumption.
(b) The unity between labor and enjoyment will be obtained when exploitation of workers by capitalists ceases.
It is a production-distribution system in which exploitation is eliminated. Land and factories should be owned by
the public, so that the fruit of one’s labor will be given back to the laborer for his own enjoyment. Public
ownership of land can be very simply managed. Land should be distributed to the tiller according to his ability to
till. Public ownership of factories ghould be managed as follows: the government should, according to the
capabilities of factories, fix standards of production, payment of employees, depreciation of machinery and other
equipment, and the price of commodities produced. Then the standards should be made public; and individuals
may apply to the government authorities for borrowing factorries from the government on a contract basis. If
production exceeds the government-fixed standard, the exceses quantity should be given as a special reward for
the workers and staff. Raw materials can be bought from government-operated stores or godowns\fn{ Warehouses}
at fixed prices; and all goods produced should be handed over to the government-operated stores and an
equivalent value of certificates should be given to the producer in exchange for the goods exchanged. The
government-operated stores should be managed on a similar basis. Goods, stores and warehouses should belong
"to the government. Private individuals may apply to the government for the smallest of the stores for indivjdual
management. All prices of the goods should be fixed by the government, and a small fee should be deducted by
the management to run the store. In ather words, if the capital does not belong to the government, there will be the
scourge of explojtation, and there will be no peace and security. If operation or management is not handled by
private individuals, there will be no incentive to work. The system of public ownership and private management is
the best method to elimjnate exploitation and encourage production and exertion. Without exploitation there will
be peace and security; with individual management, there will be unlimited production.
(c) In capitalist society, the government is not capable of buying all the goods produced by private individuals.
Many goods are stored in warehouses on industrial premises. Industries are short of operating capital and
stoppage of work is frequent. When a slack season comes, factories are forced by circumstances over which they
have no control to close their doors. Unemployment follows. Under our newly proposed system, certificates will
be issued en lieu of banknotes or gold and silver reserves. Government buys goods produced and issues to the
producer certificates in exchange. The amount of certificates issued will represent the amount of goods bought by
the government. Certificates are similar to photographs of the goods produced. There is no deficit in the reserves.
People may use the certificates to buy goods in government-owned institutions to the amount indicated on the
certificates. Buying goods with certificates is similar to cashing a check in a bank under our present system. When
the new system is installed, factories can do away with warehouses, as all goods can be sold to the governmentowned institutions. There will be no restrictive factors such as we have under our present monetary system.
Production will not be limited, which is a refutation of the Marxist doctrine that capitalism must fall. But if we
institute the new system of certificates and do not adopt the system of the unity of labor and enjoyment, there will
still be exploitation and injustice. Workers will not be totally satisfied. Labor unrest will not be totally done away
with, and the reasons for the down fall of capitalism will still be present.
*
What is meant by mutual cooperation in international economic relations is this: it is not economic aggression
on an international level; nor is it not economic relief on the part of one country to another. Economic aggression
on an international level may be beneficial to the aggressor; but it is not so to those who suffer aggression. It is
against the true interest of mankind; it will stimulate the desire of revolt among the people in countries which
suffer aggression. It may become the cause of international warfare. International economic relief is benefitial to
the recipient; but it runs counter to the interest of the dispensing countries in the long run. International economic
cooperation emphasizes the exchange of labor for labor. It will raise the efficiency of production of the backward
countries. It is in effect the assistance from industrially advanced countries to industrially backward countries.
The method of international economic cooperation between industrial and backward countries can be worked
out as follows: a contract between the two countries should be drafted for a period of years during which the
former will buy raw materials from the latter by paying capital goods in exchange. Technical assistance to
backward countries for the increase of raw material production should also be accepted as a form of payment in
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kind. When the backward country begins to industrialize, emphasis should be progressively given to the exchange
of consumer goods. This is the way to production cooperation through trade cooperation; and through production
cooperation to an international community of livelihood. This is benefitial not only to industrially backward
countries; it is equally so to industrial countries. It does away with the struggle for foreign markets between
countries and substitutes in its place mutual cooperation. It uproots the cause of war and sets up the foundation for
world peace and security.
Mankind should love and help one another. Scientific discoverers and those who improve industrial techniques
should contribute such discoveries and techniques to mankind, after they have received a sufficient reward for
their discoveries and improvements. Natural resources should be developed by the people on the spot; and the
material wealth of people should be exchanged, so that there will be increases in the general wealth of all people
and so that men shall contribute all of their effort and land all its resources, so that goods shall be fully utilized,
and there shall be an unlimited flow in the exchange of goods.
If you want to have world peace and prosperity, you must do away with the wide gap between the living
standards and the production standards of peoples. Differences in the living or production standards create
differences in economic interest, strength and outlook. When one country is economically developed and another
is not, the former would like to restrjct the economic development of the latter. There is a conflict of economic
interest between the two countries. When we have international economic cooperation instead of competition, an
industrial country will like to assist in the economic development of a backard country, so that there will be a
greater and richer flow of international trade. There will be a unity of economic interest between the two
countries. Only under a system of international economic cooperation will there be a general increase in the living
standard of all people and a narrowing of the gap between wealth and poverty. That is the only way to world
peace and prosperity.
To sum up, in a cosmoplitan economy, the unity of labor and reward will do away with capitalist exploitation,
and guarantee to [the] worker the full enjoyment of the fruits of his production. When a non-restrictive certificate
system is installed together with the unity of labor and reward, there will be no fear of economic crisis and no
restriction of production. There will be ample opportunities for workers to find .full employment. After we
institute the system of internatjonal economic cooperation, the wealth of the world will be opened up for the
enjoyment of the world’s population. This system together with the democratization of demand and supply will
turn capitalist-controlled scientists and scientific discoveries to serve the common interest of mankind. It will
enlarge the scope of production and productive efficiency.
*
Warfare or welfare are all man-made. Thought which is based on conception is the mother of action.
Cosmopolitan education will lead mankind to the right conception of life; it will cultivate love, moral justice,
sympathy, cooperation, forbearance, and equality. This kind of education is the fundamental cosmopolitan
educatjon, which may be compared to farming. A common adage runs:
“A heart is a fertile land, whereas education is a seed.”
You will reap a moral harvest according to the kind of education you provide. Cosmopolitan education is a
kind of fundamental education to develop cosmopolitan spirit and to implement cosmopolitanism.
*
The basic reality of cosmopolitanism harbors no contradiction, for it is founded upon the Doctrine of the
Golden Mean. Cosmopolitan culture must therefore be based on the Doctrine of the Golden Mean. Fish swim in
the water; mankind thrives in cultural activities. Culture is aligned with all the activities of mankind. It can be said
that culture leads the activities of man. If we have the culture of the Golden Mean, mankind will be happy. If it is
otherwise, it is our misfortune. For if we follow the rule of the Golden Mean, there will be no human conflict;
without conflict, there will be no war. There will be love, justice, and cosmopolitan culture; war will be nonexistent.
*
In a cosmopolitan community, there will be no exploitation. oppression, slavery, class difference, religious
difference, party or factional difference, poverty, ignorance, court cases, taxation, selfishness, hatred, hostility,
warfare or punishment. A community without these fifteen men-made vices is cosmopolitan.
Under a cosmopolitan economy, there will be public ownership of land and factories and private ownership of
consumer goods. Workers will be given what their labor is worth. One wjll be one, whereas under capitalist
exploitation, two becomes one in that, when a worker produces two items, he would be given enough wages to
buy back only one item of what he produces. Exploitation under a cosmopolitan economy will be non-existent.
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The Communist system of public ownership of all goods and distribution of reward according to needs will not
exist in the cosmopolitan economy. There will be no oppression. There will be equality; there will be no
difference in class, wealth or poverty, slavery or freedom. There will be no exploiter or exploited. There will be no
master or slave. Under the unity of the philosophy of matter and mind, man will love each other; and there will be
equality and justice. Man will use either their minds or physical labor to earn their livelihood. There will be unity
of physical strength and mind. We start from the Golden Mean and finish with the Golden Mean. There will be no
difference in religion. Under a cosmopolitan political order, there will be unity of aim and interest. There will be a
cosmopolitan group of people. There will be no party that represents factional interest. There will, therefore, be no
political parties. We shall use political power to develop material resources. There will be unlimited expansion of
production. Everyone will have ample chance for work and the sustenance of livelihood. There will therefore be
no poverty. Under the cosmopolitan system of education, everyone will receive twelve years of basic education
and culturalization according to golden mean. There will, therefore, be no ignorance. There will be just
government, support ofjustice, and love of justice. There will, therefore, be no court cases. There will be
mechanization of agriculture, and farms will become similar to factories. Prices will be determined according to
wages paid to workers and farmers plus the budgetary needs of group life. There will, therefore, be no taxation.
Men will not only love their own parents; they will also love the parents of other people. Men will not only love
their own children; they will also love the children of other people.
It is deplorable that natural wealth should be discarded or unexploited, yet it does not follow that such wealth
should be possessed by one’s own self. It is deplorable that human efforts should not be well utilized, yet the
object of these efforts should not be for selfish interest. Therefore, there will be no selfishness. When there is no
exploitation, oppression, slavery difference of religion, difference of party, selfishness, there will be no hatred.
There will be no conflict between mankind; therefore there will be no hostility. There will be no conflict between
nations; therefore there will be no warfare.
When all the above conditions have been obtained, there will be no need for crime, whether you look at the
problem from the objective or subjective point of view. There will, therefore, be no need for punishment.
When all the fifteen points are reached, there will be a Cosmopolitan community.
*
There are five kinds of disease of mankind:
1. Under the Capitalistic system, Capitalists exploit workers, so the interests of the former and the latter
conflict with each other.
2. Under the Communist system, government power shackles the freedom of workers, so that the interests of
the former and latter conflict.
3. Nobles enslave lower classes and the superior race enslaves the inferior race, so that again interests of the
former and the latter conflict.
4. The big country squeezes the small country, the strong oppresses the weak and the industrialized exploits the
backward, so that interests of former and the latter conflict.
5. The system of a “single metallic monetary standard”, which restrains productivity, is inconsistent with
human requirements for productive development.
We know that there are five kinds of disease of mankind. If we endeavor to cure them, there will be world
peace and security and the promotion of the interest of mankind. If we do not understnad the nature of these
diseases, we cannot endeavor to cure them. Then we must go through innumerable world wars. The result will be
the destruction of the world and a great calamity to makind.
Because we want to save the world, we must not hide anything from the doctor. We must have a clear
understanding of the diseases and expose them in toto. We must establish a cosmopolitan community in which
there will be no fifteen man-made vices, a community based upon the four principles, three aims and four
responsibilities of cosmopolitanism, and organizing in stages the cosmopolitan polity, cosmopolitan economy,
cosmopolitan education, and cosmopolitan culture.
In this way, we can uproot the five diseases of mankind. When these five diseases are done away with, the
cause of war is also eliminated. The world will alter its course to destruction and ruin. It will make rapid progress
along the road of world peace and security.
This is the duty of mankind, and especially the duty of the leaders of mankind.
3
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In order to establish a cosmopolitan world, we must have a cosmopolitan international, promulgate measures
for the realization of cosmopolitanism, and issue a manifesto of cosmopolitan international.
*
The cosmopolitan international will be an executive organization for the creation of cosmopolitanism. It will
also be an organization empowered to enforce cosmopolitanism. The organization of the cosmopolitan
international is an ideological organization. It is an organization of those who are enthusiastic for the welfare of
mankind and are firm supporters of world peace and security. It is ultrapolitical in nature. It does not represent the
interest of any one class or any one faction. It has no class or faction; it dedicates itself to the promotion of the
interest of all mankind. It does not go against the interest of anyone; it tends to absorb or amalgamate the interest
of every one.
In the cosmopolitan international, there must be regulations for the organization, as well as programs of action.
Under the regulations of the organization, we shall seek the extention of international; the programs of action shall
guide the activities of the people to create cosmopolitanism.
Action is a process of gradual change. Efficiency of action determines the speed of this gradual change. We
must reinforce our capacity for action and increase the speed of action in order to decrease the time required for
the gradual change.
The cosmopolitan international should lead the people in the realization of world cosmopolitanism. The aim of
our action is the extention of our organization. In the process of extending our organization, we should set our
eyes on the 80% of the world’s population who are suffering. We should explain to these people that
cosmopolitanism can relieve them from their troubles and lead them to world peace, security, and the prosperity
of mankind. We should make 80% of the world’s population understand that there is a way to do away with their
suffering, so that they will join us in the realization of cosmopolitanism. They will then form the basic force for
the establishment of world peace and security.
*
There are two steps in the establishment of a cosmopolitan international. The first is for the United Nations or
some of the world leaders who have cosmopolitan thoughts to sponsor the new organization.
The second step is for the new organization to send organizers or workers to different corners of the world to
spread the importance of cosmopolitanism to the people from near to far and from a few to many. It is their duty
to make philosophers think that cosmopolitanism is compatible with truth, industrialists think that it is suitable for
the increase of production, scientists think it is helpful to the spread of science and public utilization of science. It
is their duty to make scientists think that science should not serve the private interest of a few individuals to
exploit workers, but should serve the general interest of all mankind. It is their duty to make workers think
cosmopolitanism can give them unity and justice of labor and reward and a reasonable livelihood.
The philosophers, industrialists, scientists, and workers will then enthusiastically participate in the spread of
the cosmopolitan international. At that time, we shall form district and group organizations from dots to lines and
from lines to surfaces. The world organization of a cosmopolitan international shall at first devote its attention to
the discussion of ways and means of realizing cosmopolitanism.
Whether we establish cosmopolitanism from the top down or from the bottom up, we must first change the
non-cosmopolitan system of the world today. We must use a good method which may be one of the following: the
revolutionary method, which will cause bloodshed, or the democratic method, which will not. If we choose the
latter course, capitalists who hold power must not only not hinder the development of the new system of nonexploitation and non-oppression, but they must also assist in such a development. Otherwise, if they use political
and economic power to suppress the free development of the new system in order to continue the old regime of
exploitation and oppression, workers will be finally so oppressed and exploited that they will resort to the use of
force and revolution to overthrow the existing regime in order to relieve themselves of suffering and pain.
The responsibility for such destruction does not fall on the oppressed people; it rather falls on the political
regime and people that oppress and exploit others. World politicians and statesmen should take note of this and
attempt to avoid world war and destruction; they should lead the people to a course of peaceful and democratic
change.
If we want to use a peaceful, democratic, and, therefore, bloodless method, we must supplant force by truth
and war by broadcasts. We must institute truth broadcasts, in which the people of the world will participate, and in
which truth and welfare of mankind will be the subjects of discussion. We shall ask farmers and workers of the
world (including those in the Soviet regimes) whether they favor the system in which there is no exploitation and
in which there will be unity in the amount of labor to reward. We shall ask enslaved people whether they want to
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have a system in which there will be equality of status. We shall ask consumers whether they want a system of the
democratization of demand and supply. We shall ask people in colonies and backward areas whether they would
like international economic co-operation. We shall ask all people whether they feel any injustice and
unreasonableness in their status, labor, and livelihood as private individuals or as a race. If they think there is
injustice and unreasonableness, let them bring forward examples of these for full and free examination and
discussion. If they are right, encourage them; if they deviate in their thinking, bring them to the right track and
explain to them where they are wrong.
Truth is what we all seek; and welfare is for what we strive. Man has a sense of right and wrong. Discussions
will lead us to right conclusions. These discussions should be so arranged that there will be a central station and
various sub-stations located in various centers of the world. Within the sub-stations, different groups representing
farmers, workers, merchants, landlords, capitalists, women, philosophers, men of religion, scientists, politicians,
and educators should be formed for separate searches for truth, and for answering questions sent in by people
from different quarters.
If we proceed on this plan, we shall have world peace and security within one year. I do not say that we could
establish the new system within one year. We could, however, alter the psychological outlook of people from one
looking towards war to one looking towards peace. We shall be started on the road to peace and security.
The whole world belongs to whole human race. World history has been created by human activity, directed by
the conception of right and wrong, or the advantage and disadvantage. When you talk with a man with proper
discrimination between right and wrong or between advantage and disadvantage, your opinion would be
acceptable. The questions of right and wrong relating to the exploitation, oppression, enslavement, squeeze and
aggression are understandable to everybody, while the exploited, the oppressed, the enslaved, those squeezed, and
those under aggression understand more of their own distress than anybody else.
We can make things clear to anyone, if we talk according to proper interests and a pure conception of right and
wrong. Thus, we can secure world peace within one year. Otherwise, we are likely to proceed along by a mistaken
path, the further the worse, and will end in a tremendous struggle, and destruction.
Some say that some countries will forbid their people to participate in truth-broadcast programs. My answer to
this is that those who put such restrictions on the people are asking to be ostracized from the people. The result of
such ostracism from the people will be far worse than to give freedom to the people to participate in such
programs. For to let people freely participate in truth-broadcast programs will be a peace.offensive; to restrict
such freedom will be a war-defensive which is counter to the interest of mankind, and, therefore, utterly
indefensible. If it is indefensible, it is a gradual or sudden change towards destruction, while free broadcast of
truth is a gradual or sudden change towards success.
To snatch success from the hands of the enemy, and to give him destruction is what statemen, philosophers, and
educators would like to do. We should never give success to the enemy and snatch up our own destruction.
*
We are not afraid that our aims are high; what we are afraid of is that we do not have the means to realize such
aims. If we have the know-how to realize them, then we should proceed step by step. Even if our aims are high,
one day we shall reach our goal. Thus, the importance of measures for the realization of cosmopolitanism, should
be divided into sections and subsections. Sections should set up the aims and the dates or steps of realization;
subsections should be devoted to principles, and articles under subsections should be devoted to the minute and
definnite steps of action. When all the articles, subsections and sections are enforced, then indeed we should
realize the aims and policies of cosmopolitanism according to our plans.
Practical items of such measures should include provisions for a production system based on the
democartization of demand and supply, and the unity of needs and distribution; the unity of labor and reward, the
certificate system of exchange, the cooperative system in trade, production, and livelihood under international
economic cooperation, cosmopolitan education, the spread of the culture of the Golden Mean, the marriage
system, the system of the care of the aged and the young, the system of the care of the widowed, the orphaned,
and the sick.
*
The manifesto of the Cosmopolitan International should aim at the 80 percent of the world’s population who
are at present suffering from the five men-made diseases. It should explain to them the true cause of world trouble
and the conditions leading mankind to war and destruction. Appeals should be made to them for the establishment
of world peace and security and the welfare of mankind, based on cosmopolitan philosophy and the aims,
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principles, and responsibilities of cosmopolitanism. This is the way to avoid world war and destruction. This is the
peaceful way to the realization of cosmopolitan polity, economy, education, culture, and community.
4
The world today stands on the brink of threatening danger. One day lost may mean the destruction of mankind.
We must hasten for the salvation of the world. If anyone comes out and makes the following proclamation:
“Arise, oppressed and exploited workers, and follow my lead, I shall double your pay, but the price of general
commodities will not be changed”, there will be a sudden change of the present world situation. If the
proclamation is made by Congress or the ruling party, this will mean a peaceful change from chaos to prosperity
and peace. If it is made by the opposition, it might mean revolutionary bloodshed and war.
The opposition will ally itself with the Communists to fight against the capitalists. That alliance will, indeed,
form a dangerous abyss. If this proclamation is made by the Communists, the danger to mankind will be even
much greater. Some may ask how could wages be doubled without effecting prices. This is simple arithmetic
which could be solved by any worker in any factory or mine.
When we dedicate ourselves to the salvation of mankind, we must not lose sight of moral re-armament.
Emphasis should be given to the moral uplift of the people. Carrying out the new system is a basic requirement.
There should be unity between morality and the new system. Partial solution of the disease of mankind will not be
equally effective. We must aim at the total and fundamental solution of the troubles of the world.
Emphasis must be given to the moral uplift of men, because men will respond to reason and not to force. In our
new system, righteous men will gladly respond to the new regulations, while the immoral will submit themselves
to the binding force of the regulations.
World cosmopolitanism serves the needs of mankind and the interest and welfare of the people. It satisfies
present needs of human beings. For the sake of promoting public welfare, we must have cosmopolitanism. For the
sake of avoiding war and destruction, we must have cosmopolitanism. To serve the needs of the times, we must
have cosmopolitanism.
The reason that we must have cosmopolitanism is the common desire of men for peace and prosperity. If we
want to have peace and prosperity, we must substitue justice for war. Problems must be judged according to their
merits and demerits, so that there will be one world, one mankind, and one community of love and mutual
cooperation. Therefore, for the sake of human welfare, we should have cosmopolitanism.
Not only should mankind have cosmopolitanism, mankind must have cosmopolitanism. The reason that it must
is because the world today is full of conflict, hostility, war, oppression, cheating, etc. If the world goes on like
this, humanity is sure to meet the fate of destruction.
The only way to avoid destruction is to adopt cosmopolitanism. For the sake of human survival, it is a must.
It is also natural that we should adopt cosmopolitanism. Communism today controls 800,000,000 of the
world’s population. No one nation of the world is powerful enough to cope with Communist aggression.
Nationalism, therefore, is not the solution of world trouble. From the lessons of world history, we learn that
countries tend to grow in size and shrink in number. China combined several countries into one. Small nations
have less channce of survival, and tend to form into federations. It is perfectly natural for us to adopt
Cosmopolitanism today.
The world should have been cosmopolitan long ago. Now that we are late, it is all the more urgent that we
achieve it. If we hurry, we may be able to avoid the scourge of war and enjoy peace and security. Otherwise, we
are courting the arrival of a third world war. Even if the democratic powers win in the impending world struggle,
we cannot pacify the people of the world without cosmopolitanism. Workers and farmers will not be satisfied,
philosophers will not be satisfied, man of religion will not be satisfied, scientists will not be satisfied, politicians
will not be satisfied, educationists will not be satisfied. The world will again be sejzed by strikes and labor unrest,
people will again be affected by leftist propaganda, it would be most difficult to win the good will of the people in
Communist occupied areas, and we would not be able to win the peace.
It is not only that we would not be able to win the peace, we would not be ab]e to uproot the cause of future
wars. It is only through the adoption of Cosmopolitanism, that we can stop all warfare, eliminate the causes of
war, and establish the foundations of world unity. peace, and security.
1884
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114.109 The Broken Hairpin\fn{by Su Man-shu aka Hsüan-ying (1884-1918)} Anhwei Province?, China (M) 11
On the fifth day of my arrival at the West Lake, I went up immediately after breakfast to the southern
verandah of the inn. As I paced back and forth, the sound of the monastery bell wafted across; it lingered, then
vanished.
The West Lake from a distance looked as beautiful as ever, but the friends who accompanied me there were
different at different times. This was my thirteenth visit. I came alone nine times; on other occasions, I came once
with the Buddhist monk T’an-ti, once with the Ch’an master Fa-jen, and at another time with Teng Sheng-hou and
the recluse Tu-hsiu.\fn{Teng Sheng-hou and [Chen] Tu-hsiu were respectively dean and principal of the anhwei High School in Anch’ing, anhwei Province, where the author taught from 1912-1913. Tu-hsiu was later one of the founders of the Chinese Communist
Party.} This time I was with Chuang Chih.

A dark, gloomy day-rain threatened but didn’t fall. There were no sightseers at the lake, only a few lotusgathering boats that emerged and disappeared. Suddenly, I noticed a light boat sailing toward the shore across the
blue waters and red lotus flowers under a long line of drooping willows. Taking a closer look, I saw a casually
dressed young woman in the boat. I thought to myself: she was certainly in good spirits to be on the lake all by
herself. Soon the boat was anchored by the stone jetty in front of the inn. As she walked up, she looked so
uncommonly beautiful that she seemed like a fairy.
The young woman came straight to the inn and asked the doorkeeper for me; he took her upstairs. Before my
astonishment had subsided, she was already in front of me; she curtsied graciously and said, blushing,
“Sir, please excuse my intrusion. I’ve heard that you are here with Mr. Chuang. Is that true?”
“Yes,” I replied casually.
“I’m a friend of his and have come here expressly to visit him. May I ask if Mr. Chuang is around?”
“He left on horseback early this morning,” I replied, “perhaps for a trip to the Ling-yin and T’ien-chu
mountains. He could be back this evening, but I’m not sure. Is there any message I could give him?” The young
woman pondered for a moment, and then she said,
“My name is Tu Ling-fang. I’m staying at the Lakeside Hotel, room 6. Kindly ask Mr. Chuang to visit me
tomorrow morning. I’m sorry to have disturbed you.”
“I’ll be glad to deliver the message.”
Blushing again, she thanked me and left by the same boat.
The young woman’s visit had left me in a state of bewilderment. First of all, my friend Chuang Chih was a
man of integrity. He was respectable, prudent, and studious. I had never heard of his being the romantic sort. Then
where did this girl come from? Second, since I had never met her before, how would she know my name? And
how did she come to know that I was with Chuang? Third, the girl was in her teens; why did she want to invite
Chuang over to her hotel? One would suspect that she came from the pleasure houses, like female entertainers and
musicians, but that could not be the case because she had proper manners and looked so distinguée. On the other
hand, if she were Chuang’s family friend, why did she come alone to see him? Would she not fear gossip? Sitting
quietly, I pondered these matters for a long time before I said fearfully to myself:
“All women in this world are a source of calamity.”
Since I had made up my mind, when Chuang returned in the evening, I did not mention the girl’s visit to him,
at least for the time being. The next day, I called up the Lakeside Hotel and inquired,
“How many people are there in room 6?”
“Three: a young lady, her mother, and a maid.”
“Where did they come from?”
“Shanghai.”
“How long are they staying?”
“They’re leaving by express train after lunch.”
It would be too late, I thought, for Chuang to keep the appointment. This was, after all, a trifling matter. It
would not be a betrayal of a friend’s trust if I didn’t inform him of the girl’s visit. A day later, on the eighteenth,
friends asked us to go to the head of the [Ch’ien-t’ang] River to watch the tides and to see how three oxen would
pull a boat downstream against the onrushing bore. Chuang was tired and did not go. When I returned in the
evening, I couldn’t find him in the room. The doorkeeper told me,
“He got a letter at six o’clock. When supper was served, he simply sat there without eating. He soon left the
inn as if he had something urgent on his mind.”
I went at once to look for him. I walked along the embankment and located him at the Broken Bridge. He was
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all by himself, gazing vacantly into the wind.
“The dew is heavy and the wind gusty. You’d better go back,” I said.
Without replying, Chuang merely held my hand and followed me back to the inn. After we got there, I was
completely exhausted and went to bed right away without telling him of the girl’s visit.
I woke up suddenly at midnight and found the moonlight seeping through the curtain. Putting on my clothes, I
peered out. A splendid moonlit scene of the lake and the mountain came to my view. I wanted to wake Chuang to
join me. Adjusting my clothes, I walked over to his bed. It was empty. I went out to look for him and found him
standing dejectedly and motionlessly before the railings. As I tapped his shoulder from behind, I discerned in the
moonlight tear stains on his face.
“Why are you so deep in thought?” I asked.
Chuang gave no reply, but quietly wiped away his tears with a handkerchief.
Deeply disturbed, I knew not how to comfort him and could only urge him to go back to bed. I had no way of
finding out whether he actually went to sleep; I myself was only half asleep.
The next morning, I noticed that Chuang’s face was ashen gray, his eyes slightly reddened, and his appetite
gone. These could have been the thoughts in his mind:
“There’s just no end to my sorrow. I have little chance of recovering sufficiently to enjoy with my friend the
beauty of the lake and mountains, the wind and moon.” After lunch, I said to him earnestly,
“You have changed a great deal since yesterday. Perhaps you have some hidden grief that has been touched off
by something I don’t know about. Why don’t you tell me? We are good friends, and if you were in my place, what
would you feel if you had seen me like that last night?”
Even though I tried over and again, I could not coax any answer from him. Not wishing to upset him further, I
took him for a boat ride in the hope that it would relieve his distress. Still, he would not open his heart to me. I
figured that for such a sincere and trusting person as Chuang Chih, something truly unspeakable must have
happened to keep him from confiding in me. The letter mentioned by the doorkeeper—could it have come from
the girl? I did not want to talk to him about her because I knew that he had an affectionate nature, and at such an
impressionable age, he could have easily stumbled if once he took the wrong step. I do not mean that people
shouldn’t talk about love. But, judging from his present state of mind, I could readily see that there must have
been a close relationship between Chuang and the casually dressed girl. I myself had long been nurtured in
affliction. Why should I let myself be reminded of the agony of love on account of Chuang?
On Solitary Hill, where I had taken Chuang Chih, we saw a group of foreigners strolling about in the CraneReleasing Pavilion. Suddenly, a blue-eyed girl sang out aloud:
“Love is enough. Why should we ask for more?”\fn{ A note here reads that these words mark “perhaps the first time a
Chinese novelist incorporated a number of English sentences and phrases in his fictional writings.” }At the end of her song there
was an echo from the valley:
“Love is enough. Why should we ask for more?” Then a young man added:
“Oh, you kid! Sorrow is the depth of love.” And the valley echoed as before.
All the visitors laughed heartily. Chuang also smiled, but it was a forced smile that merely increased my
concern for him.
Afterward, a succession of fine days followed. The sky was clear and the lake placid. I urged Chuang Chih to
come with me whenever I went out. Gradually, the swelling grief in his heart subsided and peace was once more
restored to him. But he looked weak and fragile as if after a long illness. As for myself, I felt adrift in a vast sea
and could only hope that the waves would subside and my friend would regain the equanimity of his heart.
Unexpectedly, Chuang asked me one day,
“That day when I went horseback riding, did an old man come to see me?”
“No,” I answered right away. “It was a young lady who came looking for you.” Chuang was greatly
astonished.
“A young woman?” he asked. “What did she say?” Only then did I tell him of the girl’s visit.
“Who is she?” It was my turn to inquire.
“I know her but have never met her before,” Chuang replied after a brief pause.
“At that time,” I said, “I didn’t want to distract you from your trip with such trivial matters. So, I didn’t tell
you. Now, I can’t help asking what made your face change that day when you read the letter. It must have come
from the girl, didn’t it?”
“No,” Chuang answered hastily. “The letter was from my uncle.”
“So, there is little relationship between the letter’s content and the girl’s visit?” I pursued the question further.
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“I never expected that she’d come to see me,” Chuang said. “I had no knowledge of her visit until you told me
just now.” I asked again,
“Would you have been willing to see her if you had been here?”
“No,” Chuang replied.
“Why is it then that you wanted to know whether an old man had come to see you, and who is he anyway?”
“I was afraid I might have missed my uncle if he had showed up here.”
Not long afterward, about late autumn or early winter, Chuang packed his luggage and left the place. I had to
stay on to recuperate from a recurring intestinal trouble. I read and fished. Occasionally, I smoked a Manila cigar,
though in fact that was no way to cure my sickness. One day, another girl came and wanted to know if Chuang
was here.
“He left long ago,” I told her.
As I spoke, I watched her closely and was impressed by her beauty and grace. She was a girl in her mid-teens.
When she learned that Chuang had gone, she was disappointed and left immediately in her carriage. After she left,
I thought for a while and sighed:
“This girl and the earlier one, who came to see Chuang, are both unusually beautiful. Even putting aside the
question of their relationship with Chuang, you could readily conclude from their disappointment at failing to see
him that he must have been the object of their affection. One wonders, however, to whom is Chuang’s heart
attached?”
I also wondered why Chuang had expressed reluctance to see the first girl. Would he be willing to meet the one
who had just come? Unfortunately, I had no way of finding out. Alas! Love is the hardest knot to untie.. When he
hid his tears late that night, I knew that he must have been entangled in love. Yet, for all I knew, he had never been
involved with any women. I was also sure that Chuang was not a fickle man. True, as an old saying goes,
“Once the thread of love is fastened, even death cannot untie it.”
This could be said of Chuang Chih. Now two beautiful girls had called on him; so Chuang’s misery could well
be imagined! Sad it was indeed, for I was afraid that my good friend would not live out the allotted span of his
life! That’s why I was so convinced that all women in this world are a source of calamity!
Half a month later, I also returned to Shanghai. After I had unpacked my things, I went straight to see Chuang.
His aunt met me and said,
“He had a sudden attack of fever a few days ago and is now staying in the French hospital.”
I went there immediately to look for him. Seeing me, Chuang held my hand silently without smiling.
“Are you better now?” I asked.
Chuang merely nodded his head. I felt his forehead and was assured that he didn’t have a high fever. In such a
situation, I thought, he was not ready for the news of the second girl’s visit. So I kept quiet and sat silently in the
room for almost half an hour as Chuang closed his eyes and dozed off.
Just then, the doctor came in. I asked him in a hushed voice about his patient’s condition. He told me that
Chuang’s case was not dangerous, but his nerves had been badly affected. Thus he warned me not to mention to
Chuang anything in the past that would upset him.
After the doctor had left, I looked at my watch: it was already ten past eight in the evening. Chuang was still
comfortably asleep. I stood up and was about to leave when he suddenly opened his eyes and said to me,
“Please don’t go so soon. I’d like to have a long talk with you.”
“You should rest quietly,” I said. “I’ll come to see you tomorrow morning.”
“I’d like to tell you something tonight,” Chuang insisted. “Please sit down. I want to bare my heart to you—
that will surely work better than medicine. As a matter of fact, I felt better as soon as I saw you.
“Well, this is the situation: today I got a letter from Tu Ling-fang. She’s coming here at nine o’clock. I’ve told
the doctor about the visit and gotten his permission to talk to her for an hour. You saw her at the lake, but this is
our first meeting. So I beg you to stay with me, and if I fail to communicate my feelings to her, you’ll have to help
me out. You’re my dearest friend, and so is she even though I’ve never seen her before. At our meeting tonight,
you’ll render me a great service if you testify to her my sincere feelings for her; later you could also help by
telling my uncle about her virtuous conduct and gracious manner when I plead my case with him.”
Chuang became quite animated as he talked. I was relieved that he did not appear sick at all. Still, in all my life
I had never found myself in the kind of situation I was in tonight. It is well known that love between man and
woman can result only in anxiety, grief, and pain. So how could I put in a word between him and the girl? But
Chuang was sincere in his request, and I could not very well refuse him. Silently, I sat down again.
In a short while, the visitor arrived. She stopped outside the room. Chuang managed to sit up and invited her to
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enter. I bowed to her in greeting. Chuang said solemnly to the girl,
“My admiration for you has grown with time. How happy I am to have a chance to meet you at last!”
Hearing this, the girl blushed. She was shy, embarrassed, and did not know how to answer.
“This is my friend Man-shu,” continued Chuang. “He is a kind and understanding person. Please don’t stand
on ceremony with him.”
“All right.” Only then did the girl answer in a low voice.
“All this time, my thoughts have been constantly with you,” Chuang said. “But unfortunately, things often
went wrong and I was prevented from seeing you on several occasions. I suppose your brother must have relayed
my message to you in his letters.”
“Yes, he did,” answered the girl, as tense as before.
“While I was visiting the West Lake,” Chuang said, “my uncle wrote me that you were engaged to a Mr. Lin
and that the date of your marriage had been set. Is that true?”
“No,” said the girl in a tremulous voice as her face paled.
“If what I just said were true,” pursued Chuang, “what would you do—?” Before he could finish, the girl
interrupted him.
“By the blue sea and the azure sky, I swear that even death could not change my heart!”
Upon hearing these words, Chuang was extremely moved and didn’t utter a word for a long time. Suddenly,
the girl asked,
“Did your uncle know that I went with my mother to watch the tides at Ch’ien-t’ang in mid-autumn?”
“I suppose he did,” said Chuang.
“Did he know that I tried to see you at the lake?”
“Only Man-shu and I knew it.”
“Your uncle left for T'ung-chou\fn{In Kiangsu Province.} today. When will he be back?”
“I have no idea.”
At this point, the girl was about to ask another question but refrained. Finally, she said timidly,
“Have you ever met Lien-p’ei before? She and I came from the same village and we went to school together.
Her tenderness and modesty are indeed commendable.”
“When I was in Tsingtao,” said Chuang, “I met her three times. My aunt introduced us.”
“It was she who told me about your visiting the West Lake with Mr. Man-shu. She is now in Hangchow. Didn’t
you meet her at the lake?”
“I had no idea she was there,” said Chuang. It was only then that I had a chance to put in a word.
“After you left,” I said to Chuang, “there was indeed another young lady who came.” The girl was surprised
and said to me,
“Please, sir, did she put up her fine dark hair in a bun, and carry herself most gracefully?”
“That’s she,” I said.
Hearing these words, Chuang was deeply affected; tears welled up in his eyes. Equally affected, the girl went
over to Chuang’s couch and, holding his hand, said weeping,
“You know where my heart lies, and I know yours!” While speaking, she took from her hair a jade hairpin and
gave it to Chuang, saying,
“If Heaven should thwart our desires, break it!”
These were dark, ominous words. I could not bear to listen any further. I took out my watch. It was already ten
o’clock. I urged the girl to leave early so that Chuang could have a good night’s rest. She silently shook hands
with me and departed in grief. Alas! This was my friend’s first meeting with Ling-fang, and it was also to be their
last!
Upon returning home that night after having witnessed the meeting between Chuang Chih and Ling-fang, I
pondered over it time and again but failed to make out the exact relationship between the two. I had personally
observed Chuang’s sudden emotional disturbance when he learned from his uncle’s letter of Ling-fang’s
impending marriage to another man. This proved that Chuang truly loved Ling-fang. I also perceived that during
the short time they were together, the girl had displayed deep feelings of love for him beyond the few words they
exchanged with each other. When she shook my hand, I recalled, her palm was extremely hot—an indication of
the excitement she had felt in her first visit with Chuang. From their conversation one could also make out that it
was the uncle who stood in the way of their love. According to Chuang, it was through his aunt that he had met
Lien-p’ei three times. Apparently, she was the choice of his uncle and aunt. When Ling-fang asked me about the
girl with the pretty coiffure and graceful bearing, the description could fit only the second girl who came to look
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for Chuang on the lake. So actually I had also seen her, with her fresh, sprightly looks. But I didn’t know whether
Chuang loved Lien-p’ei as much as he loved Ling-fang, and whether Lien-p’ei also loved Chuang as much as
Ling-fang did.
As I pondered these questions, I suddenly realized how absurd I had become! Certainly, it was an emotional
affair for my friend, a crisis in his life, but it was none of my business. Why should I speculate on other people’s
love affairs in my own fantasy? I took off my clothes and went to bed.
Soon, I came to a dream land that bore great resemblance to reality. Indeed, the things I dreamed were even
more intriguing than what had actually transpired. So let me relate to you my dream:
Together with Chuang Chih, Ling-fang, and Lien-p’ei, I took a boat ride from the Brocade Ribbon Bridge on
the Inner [West] Lake. As we paddled along, I saw some withered, decaying lotus leaves trembling in the wind.
Often, they shed their watery tears as if to complain sadly to the Creator. I took pity on them and watched them
closely. One of the leaves shook its head and said,
“Don’t be so conceited as to think that I am begging for your pity.” When we were under the West Freshet
Bridge, Ling-fang, pointing to the bank, said to Lien-p’ei,
“Those tiny flowers are rather pretty in their red petals, almost like the color of goldfish. Earlier, I saw them
bloom, and now with my own eyes I see them wither. What kind of flowers are these?”
“I don’t know,” said Lien-p’ei.
“Could they be duckweed flowers?” Chuang then asked me. I told him,
“This plant is of the same species as the duckweed but of a different variety. Its common name is ‘ghost
lantern.’ It is used sometimes as medicine.”
Just then, the boat emerged from under the West Freshet Bridge, and Ling-fang and Lien-p’ei broke into a
song, singing in unison:
Together with female companions we tread on green grass,
Avoiding Su Hsiao-hsiao's\fn{A renowned late 5th century courtesan.} grave on the roadside.

Gradually, the sound of singing died away in the distance and I found myself in a small armchair as the
morning sun shone on the trees outside. Fresh from my dream, I lost myself in the dawn breeze.
After lunch I went back to the hospital, taking with me a dozen white and purple flowers for Chuang. He was
lying quietly on the bed. As I had no desire to mention the events of the night before, I chattered away about our
last visit to the West Lake. There was little else I could do, though I knew full well he was not in the least
interested in what I was saying. I saw the hairpin the girl had left by his bedside last night and I told him,
“You’d better keep it in a safe place.”
His eyes half open, Chuang merely shook his head. 1 took a handkerchief from him, wrapped the hairpin in it,
and placed it under his pillow. After a while he said to me,
“This morning, my aunt came to tell me that uncle is about to return and would like to have me stay with them
at their country residence.”
“How old is your uncle?” I asked.
“Sixty-one,” he replied. Then he continued, “Even now 1 can hardly make out why he always prevented me
from seeing Ling-fang. But 1 love Ling-fang as much as 1 love my uncle.”
“Who is Ling-fang’s elder brother?” I asked.
“My schoolmate, a wonderful friend.”
“Where is he?”
“Switzerland.”
“Has he written to you?”
“Yes, always about Ling-fang and me.”
“What did he say?”
“He urged me to ask my aunt’s permission for an early engagement with Ling-fang, but my aunt still has her
heart set on my marrying Lien-p’ei.”
“What kind of person is Lien-p’ei?” I asked.
“She is my aunt’s maternal niece. Even early in her childhood she was already skillful in embroidery; she was
also well read in the classics and history. Aunt loves her dearly.”
“Do you love her as much as you love Ling-fang?” I asked. Sighing slightly, Chuang answered,
“I love her as much as I love my aunt.”
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“So you are in love with two beautiful girls at the same time,” I concluded,.
“You’ll understand my feelings better if you know what is implied in the saying that ‘plentiful is the water in
the Jo,\fn{The Jo-shui, a fluid between air and water, found in fairyland.} but all one wants is a dipperful.’”
“May I ask then,” I said, “on whom did you first set your heart?”
“Ling-fang.”
“You saw Lien-p’ei before Ling-fang, and yet you came to love Ling-fang first. How could this be?” I asked. .
“In the year when Yuan was about to declare himself emperor,\fn{ 1916. Yuan Shih-K’ai (1859-1916) was the last of the
great viceroys of the Manchu Dynasty, and avowed a policy designed to preserve a limited monarchy pledged to systematic and practical
reforms.} I happened to be in Peking for a visit. A friend of mine, who was a high official under Yuan, summoned

me to his residence. After a few drinks, he took out a document and asked me to translate it into French. I read
that thing—a diplomatic message for distribution in foreign countries. It was full of high-sounding passages from
memoranda sent to the government by representatives of the various provinces as testimony of the nation’s
support for Yuan as emperor.\fn{ This happened in the Autumn of 1915 .} That kind of obsequious writing was hard to
bear. Worse still, it would become all the more absurd and ludicrous once rendered into a foreign language. So I
declined. The man said, ‘If you don’t do it, that’s all right. But how about signing your name there?’ I told him, I
am neither a diplomat nor an official of the former dynasty, so why bother to have the signature of a nobody on a
document such as this? After that, I said good-bye to him immediately. Three days later, the police came. I was
arrested and taken to an unknown destination. At that time Tu Ling-yun [Ling-fang’s brother] was a secretary in
one of the government bureaus. When he learned that I had been implicated by some corrupt official, he did his
best to get me released. Afterward, he resigned his position and traveled around the world until he finally settled
in Switzerland. Ling-yun was orphaned when he lost his father at twenty. He studied in Rome for four years with
Ling-fang and both made names for themselves.
“Right after I returned to Shanghai from Peking, Ling-yun came to live with me at Bubbling Well Road. We
shared everything from sleek horses to light fur coats. When he was about to take the trip abroad, we had a picture
taken as a souvenir. A few days later, he gave me some intimation of his sister’s feelings for me. Tapping me on
the shoulder, he asked,
“‘What do you say, my friend?’
“I was so happy and grateful that I almost wept. At that moment, even though I did not say it openly, I secretly
pledged my heart to her. After I had thought it over for three days, I told my uncle and aunt about this matter. But
they remained noncommittal and I didn’t want to push it further.
“Then one day, Ling-yun quietly left. Since then, I have always cherished in my heart what he did for me.
Thus, although I never had any occasion to meet his sister face to face, I’ve given my heart to her, and no lapse of
time can make me change my mind.”
“Since you love her, why is it that you refuse to see her?” I asked.
“Because I dare not go against the wish of my uncle,” Chuang replied.
“That’s fine,” I said, “and proper for a nephew. Now I understand why your uncle didn’t want you to meet
Ling-fang. It was because he feared that with your honest and trusting nature, you could fall under the spell of her
lovely gazes. This clearly indicates your uncle’s loving concern for you rather than his displeasure at Ling-fang. I
wonder if you would mind a bit of advice from me? It seems obvious that your uncle and aunt plan to arrange a
proper marriage for you. Even though you refuse to change your mind, you are bound to marry Lien-p’ei in the
end. Moreover, if in time you could reverse your position and shift your love from Ling-fang to Lien-p’ei, your
problem would be resolved most satisfactorily for everyone concerned. Ling-fang, too, I believe, will eventually
come to forgive you. Otherwise, sorrow will pursue you endlessly even unto your grave, and remorse will come
too late for you.”
After listening to my talk, Chuang’s face suddenly turned livid and his body shivered as though suffering from
ague. I regretted my words but there was little else I could say under the circumstances. I waited until he had
calmed down before I left.
A few days later, as he had said, his uncle and aunt came to take him to their country residence at Chiangwan.\fn{Near Shanghai.} I went to visit him. His uncle was sitting on a rattan chair, holding a volume of the Tunglai po-i (Critical Writings of Tung-lai),\fn{By Lü Tsu-ch’ien (1137-1181).} swaying his knees back and forth as he
read. Chuang introduced me to him:
“Uncle, this is my friend Man-shu, who went to Hangchow with me.” Hearing these words, his uncle slowly
took down his big tortoiseshell spectacles, stood up, and nodding slightly to me, asked,
“Did you come from Shanghai?” Upon hearing my answer in the affirmative, he continued,
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“I’ve heard that you’ve traveled a lot around the country. That’s fine! That’s fine! The weather is nice today, so
just walk around and take a look at this place.”
“Thank you, sir,” I replied.
At that time a maidservant came in and laid on the rattan side table a tea service. Chuang invited me to sit
down as his uncle urged me solicitously to eat some of the pastry. He took into his own hand some pieces of hillhaw cake and candied lotus seeds to offer me and Chuang. I took a furtive glance at his long, blackened
fingernails and told myself that he must have been an expert in finger calligraphy.\fn{ I.e., he wrote with his right index
finger dipped in black ink, instead of using a brush.}
After tea, Chuang Chih took me to the western part of the garden. As we walked, I said to him,
“Your uncle seems to be a kind and reasonable person. If you opened your heart to him, you might find him
sympathetic.”
“Uncle has been most benevolent and gracious to me,” said Chuang. “I’ll do whatever he wishes, bur this affair
is different. I’m afraid I’ll have to disobey him one day. That’s why I’ve been in a state of anxiety all this time.
My uncle, I think, must have also realized it. Lately, he has been showing special consideration for me. But he
still regards this kind of independence in love and marriage as something uncivilized, and hence not to be
tolerated.”
At that moment we heard the rumbling sound of a carriage. Chuang and I went to the garden gate to take a
look. As the carriage door opened, a young woman stepped down, her shoes small and dainty. I stood there quietly
to look at her; she was none other than the second girl who had come to see Chuang at the lake. After a sidelong
glance at me, the girl turned her gaze on Chuang. Half blushing and half smiling, she was about to say something.
I knew Chuang must have been trembling inside though he appeared to be calm outwardly. Finally, the girl said,
“I hear that you’ve been unwell. Are you all right now?”
“It’s kind of you to ask, but I’ve recovered now,” replied Chuang.
“As soon as I returned from Tsingtao,” the girl said, “I went to Hangchow to see you but you were already
back in Shanghai.” She stopped after these words; then casting her lovely glance at me, she asked,
“Mr. Man-shu, how long have you been back here?”
“Six days,” I answered. After a short pause, the girl turned to Chuang again and said,
“Did you see Ling-fang at the lake?”
“I happened to be out, and didn’t see her,” Immediately the girl continued,
“So you haven’t seen her even now?”
It seemed that she had been ready with the question for some time. Chuang Chih found it difficult to answer, so
he remained silent. The girl stared at him as if to communicate with her eyes:
“I know very well she gave you her hairpin at your bedside in the hospital.”
Shortly afterward, a maid came to invite the girl inside while Chuang and I continued our stroll on the. lawn,
looking around as we walked. Momentarily, Chuang’s face paled and he stood where he was, frozen. To my
questions, he answered,
“I feel badly whenever I think of Lien-p’ei’s affection for me and my aunt’s kindness, especially because the
direction of my love runs counter to their wish. I also recall your admonishment the other day. I feel torn.”
Realizing that his sorrow must have been deep, though his words were mild, I comforted him.
“Don’t feel so upset. Someday, I’ll plead your case with your uncle, and who knows, it might turn out well!”
I had little confidence in what 1 said. But those who are blinded by love are like children—these words
appealed to him as much as talk of sweets to a child. How could Chuang know the; worry in my heart?
On my way back after 1 left Chuang, I caught sight of a carriage passing by. The rider inside was none other
than Lien-p’ei; her eyes were red from crying. 1 sighed in my heart that this was a girl so totally given to love that
she didn’t know how to control her passions.
Nowadays, people’s mores and morals change with the times. Womenfolk of a questionable and seductive
nature vie with one another in pursuit of lust and luxury. They appear to be obsessed by the idea of women’s
emancipation, but what they do is to commit excesses and transgressions in the name of liberation, just like men
who scheme for profit and gain in the name of patriotism. These so-called liberated women and patriotic men,
indeed, are even worse than depraved females and deceitful shopkeepers, and I cannot imagine where their souls
are, if they have any.
When I came back to Shanghai this time, none of the things I heard and saw pleased me. True, I have quite a
few old friends who continue to be optimistic, and I will readily admit that they have intelligence and talent,
though they lack the opportunity to display them. In this modern age, their words cannot save the world and their
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knowledge is useless for the times. However, in view of the infinity of the universe, they can only put on a
cheerful countenance. While their true feelings are roiling within them, they pretend to be optimistic outwardly. If
we can realize how they feel, we will certainly disagree that only the elderly statesmen are concerned with the
affairs of the state and the welfare of the people..
When I got to the Huangpu riverbank, it was already 10 o’clock in the evening. I fumbled in my pocket and
found only nine coppers inside. It was too late to find overnight lodging with friends. Years ago, when I stayed
abroad and had no place to spend the night, I often went to the waiting room in the station and waited for dawn as
I smoked. But I could not do that in Shanghai, so I went straight to a friend in his newspaper office. His head was
buried in a confused pile of papers and he was writing madly. When he saw me, he laughed and said,
“Don’t accuse me of being the kind of person who writes a thousand words in one sitting but hasn’t a single
idea in his head.”
“That’s exactly what I think you are,” I said. “What concerns me is that I have no place to go at such a late
hour. So I’ve come here to impose on you.”
“That’s all right,” he said. “I have a day couch here where you can rest for a while. As soon as I finish writing,
I’ll come chat with you. I get tired of writing every day about ‘nobility,’ ‘cabinet ministers,’ and the like, and
would love to have a chance for some heart-to-heart talk with an old friend.”
“When will you go to bed?” I asked.
“About five or six in the morning,” he said. “Don’t you know that we in the newspaper business generally get
up and go to bed at about the same time the Americans do on the other side of the globe?"
“Well, let me sleep here,” I said. “At five or six tomorrow—that’s the time I’ll get up.”
“In that case,” he said, “go on to bed and I’ll continue with my writing.”
So I went to bed with my clothes on.
The next morning, I got up early and went to another friend’s house. Seeing me, he said,
“You don’t have your winter clothes on. By the way; when are you going back to the West Lake?”
“I don’t know yet,” I replied. The friend handed me a hundred-dollar bill\fn{ Equal to about US$500 in t4erms of 1978
buying power.} and said,
“Take it and buy something with it.”
After receiving the money, I went straight to a store in the British Concession to buy a watch, for which I paid
seventy dollars. I figured that when I was about to leave Shanghai I would return my friend’s favor by giving the
watch as a present to his son for use at school. After I made the purchase, I bought twenty dollars’ worth of
Manila cigars and then returned to where I had been lodging with my friend.
The next day, I got a letter from Chuang inviting me to go to his place right away. When I arrived, he took me
to his bedroom and whispered to me,
“Tomorrow, my aunt is going to ask Lien-p’ei to stay with us. I just don’t know what to do. It’d be wonderful
if you could come here to keep me company so we could chat together in the morning and at night. If I were
alone, she’d often come in to disturb me. The other day, I treated her coldly and she left in a flurry. I know she
must have complained to my aunt.”
“What else did your aunt say to you?” I asked.
“I learned the news of Lien-p’ei’s visit from the maid, not from my aunt,” he said.
“In a week’s time I’m going back to the West Lake with a friend from Szechwan. Sorry I can’t oblige you.”
“It would be fine if you just stayed here for a week,” pleaded Chuang. “Otherwise, I’ll have to flee from her to
somewhere else.”
“Where will you go?” I asked him immediately
“I’ve considered the matter carefully,” he said. “If things get bad, I’ll take Ling-fang with me to Soochow or
any other city along the Yangtze.”
“Does Ling-fang know anything about this?”
“I haven’t seen her since our meeting in the hospital.”
“All right,” I said. “I’ll come to keep you company. Then we can talk it over carefully. It would be rash of you
to take off like that. I don’t think you should do it.”
I moved over to stay with Chuang Chih the same day. His uncle and aunt treated me kindly and I was grateful
to them. The next day, Lien-p’ei also moved in, to a room on the south side of the garden. From the simple
baggage she brought with her, one could see that she did not plan to stay long. Every time Chuang met Lien-p’ei,
I noticed, he said nothing to her but merely greeted her with a nod. Sometimes when he saw Lien-p’ei alone in
front of the hall, he would walk away to avoid her. Lien-p’ei, of course, was aware of it but there was little she
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could do.
One cold, gloomy day, while I was talking idly with Chuang in the study, a maid came in with a “hundredlayer crystal cake” and said to Chuang,
“This is from Miss Yen. She made it herself for you and your friend.”
Chuang accepted it. Not long after the maid had gone, Lien-p’ei herself came smiling into the study, in her
easy, graceful way, to inquire after Chuang’s health. He showed little surprise at the visit but also little
attentiveness to the visitor. He said casually,
“Thanks for the cake, Miss Yen. Please sit down by the stove where it’s warm. It is cold today.”
Lien-p’ei waited until Chuang Chih and I had returned to our seats. Then, adjusting her skirt, she sat down in
front of the fire. She was dressed in a western outfit: a snow-white woolen blouse, its collar fastened by a large
pink necktie like a scarf; a short dark-green velveteen skirt; long black stockings; a pair of dark velvet shoes with
a pink ribbon bow on the top, like the kind fashionable in eighteenth-century Europe. She did not wear a hat. Her
hair was tied up in a bun and her ears were adorned with two diamond pendants, each like a shiny star piercing
through the dark clouds of her hair. Seeing that Chuang sat there nonchalantly without saying a word, I tried to
make a little conversation:
“Miss Yen, have you ever been to Europe or America?”
“No,” answered Lien-p’ei, lowering her head. “I would like to go to Europe in two or three years to visit the
recent battlefields. But I have little desire to go to America, where there are few historical sites worth visiting.
Moreover, the Americans believe that to make money is their most important business, as shown in the saying,
‘Two dollars is always better than one dollar.’ They look down upon us Chinese as if we were dogs. How could I
have the face to go to their country? People speak highly of the materialistic civilization in America, but they do
not know that American millionaires are just misers who take advantage of their industrial technology to make the
common people even poorer every day. Some advocates of humanitarianism have said, ‘If the atmosphere on this
great earth could be had for a price, it would be completely taken over by the Americans.’ How painfully true are
these words!”
After she had finished speaking, she stretched out her white hand to put some coal into the stove. In the
meantime, Chuang had taken up a book to read. After she had put in some coal, Lien-p’ei said good-bye to us and,
adjusting her skirt, went away.
“Such a nice girl,” I said to Chuang, “so amiable and courteous!”
Chuang heaved a deep sigh without uttering a word. I took out a Manila cigar and began to puff away. Before I
had smoked half of it, he suddenly threw down his book and said to me,
“This girl is quite conversant with English and French literature. For five and half years she learned phonology
from Charles, a Scotch gentleman. So she is not only beautiful in looks but could be my mentor as well. I regret I
met her too soon and now I have no desire even for her company. Alas! How unpredictable is fate!”
As he spoke, Chuang’s eyes were moist with tears. Later, he said to me,
“Let’s both go and visit Ling-fang. I’ve been worried about her brother, as I haven’t heard from him for a long
time.”
“That’s a good idea,” I said.
So we went together to Rue Batz to call upon Ling-fang, but learned from the maid that Ling-fang and her
mother had gone to K’un-shan\fn{Near Soochow, in Kiangsu Province.} several days earlier. We left in disappointment.
When we returned to the house, Lien-p’ei greeted us outside the garden gate. She took a letter from her pocket
and showed it to Chuang:
“This is from Ling-fang. She wrote that she had gone to K’un-shan but would return soon.”
The next day, the weather was gorgeous. After breakfast, Chuang’s aunt took us for a ride. They had two
[single-horse] shays on the estate. For that occasion, a second horse was harnessed to each vehicle .to make two
two-horse carriages. When we drove out, the passersby on the street all raised their heads to stare at us, dazzled by
Lien-p’ei’s beauty. She was most attractive in the purple suit which she had put on for the occasion.
It was already noon when we got to Nanking Road. We rested and had lunch in the Shanghai Restaurant. As I
looked down from the balcony of the restaurant, I saw Ling-fang drive by in a carriage. Apparently she had also
seen us, but Chuang was engaged in a conversation with Lien- p’ei and did not see her; nor did I mention it to
him.
After lunch, we went shopping at Whiteway and Weiss, since Lien-p’ei’s things were all purchased in foreign
department stores. Lien-p’ei was in especially good spirits that day, her charm increasing with her happiness.
Chuang waited upon his aunt attentively, and it could not be said that he was unhappy. As for me, a satellite
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revolving round the constellations, I felt neither elated nor depressed. Lien-p’ei bought two silver pens-andpencil sets and gave Chuang and me a set each; she also presented us each with a pair of binoculars.
Shopping done, we visited the parks: the Hsu Garden, Zikawei,\fn{ “Well known for the Jesuit Mission established there
and is garden.”} the Liang Garden, and the Ts’ui Orchard. Rather fatigued after these trips, Chuang suggested to his
aunt,
“Could we stay in the city overnight instead of going back to the country?”
“It’s all right with me,” said the aunt, “but the hotels are not clean.”
“There is the St. George, operated by westerners,” he said. “It is elegant and secluded. Later, if aunt wishes it,
I’d like to invite you all to the opera.”
“That will be grand,” said the aunt, “but you have to ask Miss Yen to interpret for me.”
“I’ll ask her,” he said.
In the evening we went to the Museum Theater. By the time we got there, the place was already crowded with
westerners, both men and women, this being the night when a celebrated opera was to be performed. During the
performance, Lien-p’ei translated the words of the arias so clearly that they seemed to be spoken by the singers
themselves. Her extraordinary intelligence greatly impressed me. We had been in the theater for almost two hours,
and yet she continued unceasingly her eloquent presentation. Suddenly, an actor dressed in a dark costume came
onto the stage. Gazing angrily at the audience, he spoke in a refined but tremulous voice:
“What the world calls love I neither know nor want. I know God’s love, and that is not weak or mild. That is
hard even unto the terror of death; it offers caresses which leave wounds. What did God answer in the olive grove
when the Son lay sweating in agony, and prayed and prayed: ‘Let this cup pass from me!’ Did He take the cup of
pain from His mouth? No, child; He had to drain it to the depth.”
At these words, Lien-p’ei paused and abruptly stopped her flowing stream of words. Chuang’s aunt asked,
“Why have you stopped translating?” She repeated the question several times without getting an answer from
Lien-p'ei, who looked wooden.
Both Chuang and I knew what had so deeply moved Lien-p’ei, but Chuang’s aunt thought that the actor was
saying something obscene. Displeased, she ordered us to return to the hotel: Only then did I learn that it was Lienp’ei’s birthday.
Early the next morning, Lien-p’ei took Chuang and me for a walk on the lawn. After a while, she suddenly put
her hand on Chuang’s left arm. Her head lowered and her mouth closed, she looked tired and flushed. Chuang, on
the other hand, was pale in countenance, but he continued to walk on. When we got back to the porch, I went up
the steps and led the others to a small sitting room. I said to Chuang,
“It’s still an hour and a half before breakfast. Let’s rest here for a while. Just listen to the birds singing! They
seem to say that the year is drawing to an end.”
Hearing these words, Lien-p’ei craned her neck to look outside; then she said to Chuang,
“Here, out in the country, the leaves are half fallen and the birds gone without a trace. Pretty soon we’ll have a
snow scene before our eyes.”
As she talked, she fixed her gaze on Chuang, but the latter appeared to be hard of hearing and merely played
with his watch chain. At that moment a hotel guest burst into the room, a tennis racket in hand. He was on his way
out to the porch; so I followed him outside to watch him play. Two girls and a man were already waiting for him
on the lawn. As they were expert players, I turned back to call Chuang and Lien-p’ei to come out and watch the
game.
Who could have expected the scene I then witnessed? Chuang was still sitting there, silent and motionless, on a
sofa, his eyes staring vacantly at the carpeted floor, while Lien-p’ei nestled her body toward Chuang’s right side,
her long hair flowing down over his shoulder, her cherry lips pouting, and her eyelashes tear-stained, while she
folded her drenched handkerchief with both hands. Apparently, they were both aware of my presence. But in Lienp’ei’s case, it seemed as if she were saying to herself,
“My behavior is only proper—even God would approve of it. As for my love, my tender passion—there’s no
reason why I should hide it!”
On his part, Chuang’s heart was as cold as ice at that moment. He had his reason for being unmoved by the
love of such a beautiful creature. But it was exactly this point that Lien-p’ei failed to understand, and the reader,
probably, will come to sympathize with her. The fact was, Chuang could not have helped being affected by the
display of such tenderness and affection. However, as he recalled the words, “With God looking down from
above, be not fickle in thy heart,” he became so firm in his resolution and so noble in his bearing that none dared
to encroach upon his private feelings.
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“Has your aunt awakened?” I ventured.
“I’ll go and look,” he murmured, and then excused himself and left.
By that time, Lien-p’ei had risen from the chair. While she was fixing her hair before the mirror, she wiped her
cheeks with a silk handkerchief. I had great sympathy for Lien-p’ei but 1 also felt that this is the kind of
frustration we can’t do anything about.
Immediately after our return to Chiang-wan, Chuang Chih appeared terribly upset. He sighed over and again;
he also questioned his maid several times. That night when I went to the study to look for a book I found Chuang
sitting there with his face to the lamp, weeping. I sat beside him, and as 1 was about to console him, he said
suddenly to me in a mournful voice,
“Ling-fang’s hairpin is broken!” Startled, I asked,
“When was it broken? By whom?”
“I don’t know,” he replied. “I found it broken soon after returning home.”
He had barely finished his words before he burst into sobs. Just at this juncture, Lien-p’ei came in and,
standing in front of Chuang Chih, exclaimed,
“You are crying! Why? Did I do anything to offend you? Please tell me.”
But there was no reply from Chuang even though Lien-p’ei repeatedly pressed him with questions. Lien-p’ei
knew, of course, that he was upset because of her; she, too, hid her face and cried as she sat beside Chuang. After
a long while, a maid came in to help Lien-p’ei to her bedroom. Chuang was still trembling all over. I knew he
must be terribly sick and urged him to go to bed right away.
Next morning, when I went to see Chuang, he acted as if he did not know me at all but only stared at me
fixedly without uttering a word. I hurriedly left him and asked for permission to see his uncle. I told him of
Chuang’s serious condition and hinted delicately about Chuang’s love affair with Ling-fang in the hope that my
intercession might be of some help to his nephew. His uncle, however, said angrily to me,
“This young man has ignored my advice and acted most outrageously! Will you please tell him that it was I
who broke the jade hairpin? Being young and licentious, he has failed to heed the instructions of the ancients that
‘a coquette is without chastity and a libertine without loyalty.’” He then wrote out a prescription to give to me,
saying,
“This young man’s illness comes from an attack of evil influences in the liver. Get three-tenths of a tael each of
ginseng, white peony root, and Pinellia tuberfera; two-tenths of a tael each of Arisaema japonicum and coptis
root; one-tenth of a tael each of dried mandarin orange peel, liquorice root, and white mustard seeds. Boil them
slowly in water and ask him to drink the medicine. He’ll get well after two or three doses. Please take good care
of him for me.”
As he spoke, he continuously heaved deep sighs. I took the prescription, said, “Yes, sir,” and withdrew. When I
called the waiting maid and asked her to go to the herbalist to fill the prescription, she told me in a hushed voice,
“Miss Yen died last night: in her bedroom. Such a strange incident! The mistress forbids me to tell the young
master.”
“Did you find out how Miss Yen died?” I asked.
“I only saw it this morning,” the maid replied.
“She cut her throat with a knife.”
“By all means hide it from the young master. Go quickly and get the medicine,” I told her.
When I got back to Chuang’s bedroom, I found him lying there motionless. He stared vacantly at me; his face
had become purplish and his lips ashen white. I asked him repeatedly how he felt, but he acted as if he had not
heard me. I sat down quietly beside him, waiting for the maid to return.
Suddenly, Chuang shook his head as if to say that he already knew about Lien-p’ei’s death. I could not figure
out how he had discovered it, as nobody could have told him about it. Later, the maid returned with the medicine.
At the same time, she handed Chuang a letter. After reading, he gave it to me, his face having turned leaden. I
leaned toward him and laid my hand on his shoulder. Tears began to roll down his face. I knew the letter was from
Ling-fang but I had no time to read it at present.
Half an hour later, the maid entered with the concoction. Chuang drank it in small sips and then rested quietly.
Only then did I have a chance to read Ling-fang’s letter:
Dear Mr. Chuang:
After our meeting in the hospital, we were like stars in opposite corners of the Milky Way on the distant horizon
even though we were actually close to each other. Whenever I thought of your great kindnesses and the grace of your
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feelings, I could only nod my head and sigh.
The ties of our affection are now severed! The day before yesterday, I went to visit you at your residence—it was
also the time you took Lien-p’ei out for a ride. Your uncle graciously exhorted me with his sincere advice. After
listening to him, I asked your uncle to break the hairpin which I left you the other day in fulfillment of our pledge. Now
that the hairpin has been broken into halves, I, too, have changed my mind.
I hope you will renounce your love for me, this humble one, and devote yourself to Lien-p’ei. May the eternal sun
bear witness that henceforth I shall forswear my affection for you! I also hope you will comply with the wishes of your
uncle and aunt so that you can enjoy the life of a happy and united family. If you do, even I, unfortunate as I am, will
feel relieved and comforted. Alas! If only we could be united in wedlock in the next world, and cherish our conjugal
happiness in a future existence!
At present, we are doomed to be parted in this life. What else could I say to you? Once again, my respects to you.
Ling-fang

After I had finished reading the letter, I knew that Chuang Chih could never find happiness in his life again. It
had left him like flowing water. I also mourned that Lien-p’ei could not be recalled to life. As to Ling-fang’s
future, for the present I had no time to think of it.
Chuang Chih suddenly woke up and vomited. I stroked his back gently. Soon afterward, he said to me,
“Ling-fang has cut me off. This I understand, for I can well perceive her feelings. It’s a pity that I’ll have no
chance to see her again, but—”
When he came to these words, he was so choked with grief that he could hardly make himself heard. I quickly
helped him to lie down, and he lay there without uttering a word.
I asked the maid to take good care of Chuang. I then left him to return to my room, hoping that someday we
could again have good times together after he had recovered his senses and his spirit. But I myself was so greatly
perturbed that I just sat there quietly and smoked. I chain-smoked more than ten cigars before I undressed and
went to bed. It had become half past one by my watch without my realizing it.
As I was about to close my eyes, I heard someone opening my bedroom door. It was the maid. She was holding
a candle in her hand, and sobbing uncontrollably, she said to me,
“The young master has breathed his last.”
I got up at once, ran to Chuang’s room, and felt his body, which was already ice cold. Soon his uncle and aunt
came in. Except for long sighs, his uncle said not a word, but his aunt, crying in a trembling voice, tenderly
stroked the dead body and said,
“Why have you become so unfeeling as to involve us in such deep sorrow and trouble!” She cried again as she
finished talking.
Immediately after dawn, I hurried out in a rickshaw to a pawnshop at the Rainbow Bridge to pawn my new
watch which, after all, I did not have to give away as a present. I got back forty dollars for the watch. As I left the
shop, I met a girl whom I recognized as Ling-fang’s maid by the red mole (as big as a watermelon seed) on her
right cheek. So I asked her,
“How is Miss Ling-fang?”
The maid restrained her tears and gave no answer. I knew something must have gone wrong with Ling-fang.
The maid took me to a corner of the pawnshop and said,
“The young lady hanged herself last night. Oh, how pitiable! Now there isn’t even enough money in the house
for her funeral. That’s why the old mistress sent me here.”
I was deeply saddened by these words, as much as Chuang would have been.
Three days later, Chuang Chih’s funeral was held, but only a distant relative and a schoolmate of his came.
Neither knew the cause of his premature death. After he had been buried in the Cemetery of the Multiple
Blessings, I gave a generous sum of money to the keeper and asked him to place fresh flowers before the grave in
all seasons so that Chuang would be spared the sorrow of having to look at wilted blossoms. Now that the fated
relationship between Chuang Chih, Ling-fang, and Lien-p’ei has come to an end, the three may yet get together
one day in their next existence.
But this is something about which I am unwilling to speculate.
China 4.1 Excerpt from Mojun Shi Cao\fn{by Zhang Mojun (1884-1964)} Xiangxiang, Hunan Province, China (F) 32
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188.9 Autobiographical Statement\fn{by Chang Mo-chün (1884-1965)} Hunan, China (F) 1
Fifty years ago, the custom of footbinding was still very strong in our country, and Hunan Province was no ex ception. In my childhood, I used to sleep in the same bed with my oldest sister. One night I was awakened by the
sound of chirping sobs; I saw her sitting up with the quilt over her shoulders, holding her feet in her hands and
weeping, her face streaked with tears. She looked miserable. I asked her what was wrong. She replied in a low
voice,
“My feet have been bound by Nanny Ho. Although during the day it makes walking difficult, I can still bear
the pain. But at night, my feet get hot under the quilt, and I can’t sleep with the cutting pain. What am I to do?”
When she finished saying this, she swallowed her sobbing for fear of waking Mother. I leaped up in indignation and wanted to take off the binding. She hastily stopped me, saying,
“Don’t be in such a hurry. Haven’t you heard Mother complaining about the difficulty of changing the evil customs of our country? Haven’t you often heard our elders say ‘Nobody is interested in lotus boats a foot long, and
half a Kuan-yin Bodhisattva just doesn’t work’?” I was furious:
“I must eradicate this despicable custom that does so much harm; I must sweep away this preposterous idea.” I
adjusted the quilt so that her feet were outside, and she was able to get some sleep.
At daybreak, I went to Mother's bedroom and tearfully told her about Elder Sister's suffering. I earnestly beseeched her to permit Sister to unbind her feet. I also vowed,
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“I would rather no one showed any interest in me all my life than try to curry favor injuring the body my par ents gave me.” I also pointed out,
“Among all the portraits of bodhisattvas I have seen, some are walking across oceans barefooted on the waves,
some are sitting stately with their feet crossed in the lotus posture, some are standing barefooted holding a fish
basket, looking for supplicants and saving troubled souls, and some appear in male form as guardian deities with
ferocious, glaring eyes. I have also seen the gigantic stone sculpture of Kuan-yin at the Yun-meng Temple in our
district, more than twenty feet high, with natural feet and many hands. It is dignified and extraordinarily beautiful,
full of vitality and power. Where in any of these can you see the so-called three-inch golden lotuses? Countryfolk
made up the saying about half a Kuan-yin, which only shows their ignorance and stupidity. Why should we worry
about what they say?”
My mother put on her clothing and got up out of bed. She patted me on the head and said with a nod,
“What you say is quite right. Let’s wait for the right opportunity.”
Two years later, the American missionary Dr. Gilbert Reid founded the Society for Natural Feet at Shanghsien
Hall in Shanghai. My father was the first to support this, and he sent us the society’s rules and regulations and its
literature promoting natural feet. I was overjoyed and begged my mother to print hundreds of thousands of copies
to distribute all over. I led my aunts and sisters in liberating their feet, and I never tired of talking to anyone about
the harmful effects of footbinding and the advantages of natural feet, as evident in all the advanced countries of
the world.
In a short while, my clan and relatives followed my example, which became a subject of much discussion in
newspapers and magazines, leading millions of women in the southeastern provinces to liberate their feet and becoming a broad movement for natural feet. This eradication of such a longstanding evil custom, which I promoted
at a tender age in an effort at social revolution, is worthy of being recorded.
At the time, a certain Mr. Liu from a neighboring province, who was a hsiu-ts’ai,\fn{A holder of the first and the
lowest degree in the traditional civil service examination system } wrote and circulated a vulgar poem trying to slander me. It
read:
In Hsiang-hsiang District,
Among the stately Changs,
There’s a little half Kuan-yin,
Making a mighty impressive show.

It was absurdly ridiculous. At that time I was nine years old, and I wrote a poem entitled “On Natural Feet” to
indicate my goal. I quote it here, in spite of the crude wording, because of its good intent.
Sympathy for natural feet has moved
hundreds of spirits,
Women can be seen rising from the depths
of the bitter sea of degradation;
Nature’s ways are best after all.
The return to dignity begins with
Emancipating the body

205.22 Excerpt from Reflections At Eighty\fn{by Cheng T’ien-hsi aka F. T. Cheng (1884-1970)} Mamoi, nr. Foochow,
Fukien Province, China (M) 8
It is the inevitable decree of life that, barring accidents, a person must go through, first, childhood, then youth,
and ultimately, old age. In going through these stages one is bound to have different feelings and outlook
compatible with one’s mental and physical development.
As a child, as everybody knows, one’s requirements are simple and they are easy to satisfy. But this is the most
formative stage of one’s life, which, in general, can have a great influence on the development of the future of the
child. The opening sentences of the Chinese First Book, called the Three Character Classic, which Chinese
youths used to read first in school, say:
“Nature is (born) good. Natures (of men) are much the same. Practice makes them widely different.”
By “Practice” is meant, of course, contact with others. For the child with an empty mind is apt to pick up what
others do. That is why the Chinese have the saying,
“If you get near to the pink you will be red, and if you get near to the ink you will be black.”
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Mencius’ mother, who has been for centuries and is even now, held up as a model woman, first selected the
neighbourhood in which to live, not for comfort or style, her uppermost motive in so doing being to guard her
child against contamination by undesirable elements of the district where she and her child were going to live.
Thus the choice of schools is also very important, not so much for their academic standing, though this means
much, as for the kind of students the child is going to confront.
I had an awful experience of this when I was eight or nine. Some of the students of a couple of schools I
happened to be with in Hong Kong were really of a very low character, and I still remember as a fact that they
coerced some younger ones to do something disgusting. On looking back, I am pretty sure that these bad boys,
when they grew up, unless they were corrected and disciplined in good time, would become criminals.
Fortunately, in spite of my tender age, I was sensible enough to be disgusted with their conduct and had even the
courage to tell my father that I did not like the school and asked to be sent to another.
When a person is still in his childhood, his mind is most receptive. This is the time that the foundation of his
knowledge of what may be called fundamentals should and can best be laid. As to knowledge in the academic
sense this is also the time to prepare the ground, or to foster the aptitude, for the acquisition of learning. What I
call the “fundamentals” are those elementary rules of conduct that should be observed by man in a civilized
country.
One day in New York, when juvenile delinquency was there rather prevalent, a priest telephoned to the
Chinese Consulate General and asked what the Chinese were accustomed to teach their children, for it was
remarkable that there were no known cases of Chinese juvenile delinquents in New York. The Consulate could not
answer the question on the spot and asked me how it should be answered. In reply I said:
“According to Confucius, ‘A youth at home should observe the doctrine of filial piety (that is, to fulfil his
duties in the best manner to his parents) and, when away from home, should observe the doctrine of fraternal
deference (that is, to fulfil his duties in the best manner to his elders). He should always be earnest (in his actions)
and truthful (in his words). He should abound in love to all and attach himself to the virtuous. When he has
leisure, he should employ it in cultural studies.’\fn{ Confucius: Lun Yu, Pt. I, Ch. 6} Tell him that this is what a Chinese
parent would teach his children when they were young. I don’t mean to say that every parent, and, particularly,
one who has, perhaps, never been to school, would use the words just quoted, but he would certainly use his own
language, conveying more or less the same meaning. That is what we call ‘family instruction’ to which the
Chinese attach great importance. Tell the priest to go down to Chinatown one day and bring with him a couple of
children to meet a Chinese acquaintance there having children. He will find that his Chinese friend, on seeing
him, would immediately instruct his children to salute him as ‘uncle’ and his children as ‘elder brothers’ or
‘sisters’, as the case may be. That is what is meant by ‘fraternal deference’ in the Confucian doctrine just quoted.
It is also the fruit of the saying of one of Confucius’ disciples, ‘Within the four seas all are brothers’, which is the
most often quoted precept among the Chinese.”
I do not know what effect my suggested answer had on the priest, but I think it has given him some idea.
In connection with juvenile education or instruction my experience is that what are called “nursery tales” told
to children in their infancy often have a great influence on the juvenile mind. I have noticed that superstition in
many people had its origin in the nursery. I myself was ghost-minded until I was over twenty, and I attributed this
to the early ghost stories I was told when I was a child.
There is, however, one story I heard when I was very young and this must have done me good. The Chinese
used to believe that there was a kind of snake, which had two heads, and that anyone who had the misfortune to
see one would die immaturely. The story is that a young man one day saw such a snake and, realizing that he
would die soon and in order to prevent others from having this fate, killed the snake and buried it. But instead of
dying immaturely he, in his mature years, became Prime Minister, as a reward from God for his good intention.
This story is well known among the Chinese and has been epitomized into a saying,
“Burying a snake has earned the honour of becoming Prime Minister.”
Anyhow, when I was told this story it had a great effect on my juvenile mind.
*
“Time flies”, as the saying goes, and soon the nursery and school days are over and one becomes a young man.
Before I proceed, I must first of all salute youths for their courage and spirit of sacrifice. There are many things in
life that can be accomplished only by young men. To take up arms to defend their country and thus even lay down
their lives, to do things involving physical and hard labour, to explore the unknown, incurring great risks—all
these, to mention only a few, are the privilege and honour belonging to the young.
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How many valuable young lives were sacrificed in the two World Wars, and how many “Village Hampdens”
and “Mute Miltons” there might be among them! Confucius has said:
“The younger generation should be regarded with awe; for who knows that those who come after will not be
equal to (or even surpass) those who live at present?”\fn{ Lun Yu, Pt. IX, Ch. 22 and Orthodox commentary, which says, “Who
knows that they will not attain the peak of excellence?” }
Another achievement, or rather uncertain course, that requires a great deal of courage on the part of the young
is the choice of a career. In this respect I may recall my personal experience. When I was just over twenty I gave
up a commercial career, which was, in the eyes of others and, particularly, elder people, quite promising, to come
to England to eat my “humble pie” as a poor student living with a family in a London suburb at one guinea a
week with full board. Whatever success I may have achieved afterwards is another story, but I did achieve my
aim. Looking back after sixty years I often marvel how I could have made that decision, exchanging material
comfort and modest happiness for hard work and uncertain expectations.
All I can say at my present age is that youth plays the part. This, indeed, is not peculiar to myself. Historically
and personally, I have known many cases like this.
However, youths with their enthusiasm and active spirit have a common characteristic. First, they are apt to get
excited easily and may thus rush to do things which they afterwards regret. This implies that a young man, when
he is in a state of excitement or in doubt as to what he should do, should advisedly consult an elder or more
experienced man before he acts irrevocably. Secondly, they are apt to think that they know more than they
actually do in things pertaining to life and, consequently, that they are always right and thus often disagree with
older men who have more experience, even if not a higher education.
In my opinion it is perfectly legitimate for a younger man to disagree with an older man, presumably having
more experience; but it is not permissible for the former to think that the latter is wrong, unless the facts given by
the latter are obviously erroneous, such as saying two and two make five or three, or calling a Rolls Royce a Ford
or vice versa. By this I do not mean that age necessarily means wisdom. But it is indisputable that, normally, one
gets wiser when one grows older—a truth that even the youths themselves will be the first to admit, otherwise
they would indirectly admit they themselves have learned nothing in life as they advance in age. In the words of
Alexander Pope:
We think our fathers fools, so wise we grow.
Our wiser sons, no doubt, will think us so.”\fn{Essay on Criticism, L. 438-9}

The corollary to what has been said above is that in general an older man is bound to know more about life
than a younger man. It is from this that the Chinese have the saying,
“Only when you reach the age of fifty, you can know what mistakes you made at forty-nine.” as quoted in the
Foreword. In my personal experience, whenever I look back I always feel that, in many things I did in the past, I
could have done better if I were to do it again now. Such experiences must have been felt by many who are
sensible enough to think or reflect, and the realization of this, if benefited by, constitutes what is called wisdom.
In short, one never ceases to learn. To conclude:
The young and old are apt to differ wide;
A “little learning” is the former’s guide.
When one gets older one will wisely know
What errors were committed long ago.

However, another thing I have learned about youth is that, if a person is destined to be a successful man in any
field of life, he is bound to display occasionally some uncommon characteristics even in his boyhood days, though
they may not be noticed by others. And if a man of no education and no means to start with becomes successful in
later life, he is bound to possess some unusual latent ability and intelligence, which, when the opportunity occurs,
contribute to his success. In other words, no honest success is achieved merely by luck.
When a person may be considered old is a question to which the answer varies not only with the individual
concerned but also with the race to which he belongs. As a result of the advancement of medical science the span
of life is considerably extended in certain countries, while in others earlier mortality is still high. As to individuals
the variation depends on the constitution of the person concerned. Some may feel old when they pass the age of
fifty, while others remain strong even at seventy. However, in spite of these differences, there is a common notion
that one is getting old at a certain age.
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In that condition he is apt to see things differently from his earlier view—generally in a more realistic
perspective. He is no longer interested in many things that appealed to him when he was young. He is disinclined
to take great risks, is less credulous, but more cautious, not so ready to pass judgment on others as he used to be.
He is more interested in persons than in places, that is, not so keen on visiting places afar, unless he has friends
there. He is more selective in making friends than when he was young and is bound to lose some of the old—one
of the sad but inevitable things in life when one gets on in years. He may be disappointed in life as he has gone
through it, unlike a young man, who has always a future to look forward to. In the words of the poet,
Hope springs eternal in the human breast:
Man never is, but always to be blest.\fn{Pope: Essay on Man, Epistle I, Ls. 95-6}

Or he may be satisfied or contented. This requires some philosophy. The Chinese have a saying:
“Compared with those above you, you may find yourself much beneath them;\fn{ I.e., they are much better-off than
you} but compared with those below you, you may find yourself much better-off than they.”\fn{ And so you should be
content} He is likely to be inclined to cling more to security than when he was young, simply because he does not
want to depend on others—even his own children. The danger in this is that he may go to excess. That is, perhaps,
why Confucius says:
“A Juin Tze\fn{A wise and noble-minded man} guards himself against (an excessive desire for) acquisition in his
old age.”\fn{Lun Yu, Pt. XVI, Ch. 17)}
Does he enjoy life? Yes, particularly because he can see things in a more realistic perspective and, if he is a
good man, he feels he has done his duty in some respects and at least made the attempt in others. In the words of
Luigi Cornaro (1467-1566),
“I never knew the world was beautiful until I reached old age”\fn{ Old Age, etc., by Chung Yu Wang, Vantage Press,
N.Y., p. 11} Lord Haldane:
“I incline to the view that, despite its drawbacks, age is preferable to youth”\fn{ Ibid., p. 31} Sir Winston
Churchill on his 77th birthday:
“We are happier in many ways when we grow old than when we were young. The young men sow wild oats.
The old grow sage.”\fn{Ibid., p. 46}
However, in order to be able to preserve one’s enjoyment of old age one should nourish one’s heart, and to do
this there is no better means than to make one’s desires few\fn{ See Mencius: Bk. VII, Pt. II, Ch. 35} Briefly:
When one gets old one should at times relax,
Nor must at least his power overtax.
Eat less, drink less, rest more, and worry not.
Be happy and content with what you’ve got.

*
One of the most regrettable and yet unavoidable things in life is misunderstanding. It exists between natIons,
between groups of people, and between individuals. The last category is what most concerns one’s own life, and
this in particular is what I am going to discuss.
By “individuals” I mean not only friends and mere acquaintances but also close relatives. As to
misunderstanding it may occur at the first meeting or as a result of long association, no matter whether the
occasion that gives rise to it is important or unimportant. As a wise man has observed,
“On an occasion on which people are expected to speak, you may create misunderstanding by speaking too
much or too little or by remaining silent.”
Very often it is the particular position of the person that is apt to be exposed to misunderstanding. The case of
the stepmother is almost proverbial. However, the more sensitive a man is, the more he is apt to suffer from
misunderstanding.
A frequent source of misunderstanding, no doubt, is too close association. The seed of this underlies many
sayings of the East and West. For instance:
“Absence makes the heart grow fonder”,
“Familiarity breeds contempt”,
“A wise man keeps a distant reserve from his son”\fn{ Confucius: Lun Yu, Pt. XVI, Ch. 13, Sec. 5} A cynical man has
even observed:
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“Napoleon had said, ‘No man is hero to his valet’ I would add ‘still less to his wife and his own children!’”
That is why Goldsmith says:
“I always thought fit to keep up some mechanical forms of good breeding, without which freedom ever
destroys friendship”\fn{Vicar of Wakefield, Ch. IV}
All these show that excessive familiarity is apt to lower one’s esteem in the eyes of others and incidentally
betrays one’s own weaknesses or shortcomings from which an ordinary mortal cannot hope to be immune. Hence,
the Chinese say:
“It is easy to be friends but difficult to live together.”
For individuals’ habits vary and human beings have different points of view. All these are at least apt to come
into conflict sometimes, if they live together, unless one entirely depends on the other, in which case it can only
mean that the feelings of the “dependent” are suppressed, but the misunderstanding remains. Of course there are
always exceptions to the rule. But exceptions are exceptions and life of the average man does not consist only in
exceptions.
*
Another source of misunderstanding is being too ready to pass judgment on others without realizing, as the
poet says, that:
Virtuous and vicious every man must be,
Few in the extreme, but all in the degree.\fn{Pope, Essay on Man, Epistle II, Ls. 231-2}

Therefore there is much wisdom in the words of Dr. Johnson,
“As I know more of mankind, I expect less of them, and am ready to call a man a good man upon easier terms
than I was formerly”\fn{Ed.: G. Birbeck Hill, Vol. IV, p. 239 } That is also why when Confucius was asked by a disciple
to enunciate a maxim whereby he can abide for life, Confucius gave the Golden Rule in its negative form:
“What you do not wish to be done to yourself do not do to others”\fn{ Lun Yu, Pt. XV, Ch. 23} For in his estimation
of mankind the sage does not think that everybody can be expected to be a perfect man, at least from the start, so
that, to put the Golden Rule in the negative form, nobody can say, at least openly, that he cannot conform to it.
Yet the Rule, though negative in form, is not always negative in effect. For instance,
“I do not wish that others should deny me a drink when I need one; therefore I would not deny others a drink
when they need one.”
Financial relation is also a familiar source. The Chinese have a saying,
“In order to maintain perfect harmony between brothers a constant settlement of account is imperative.”
If this is so even between brothers, it should certainly be so between friends. In the course of the years I have
passed through I have seen many a case of dispute between close friends or relatives on that account, and this is
most unfortunate. The lesson to be drawn from this is that one has to be very careful in handling money matters
for others or in relation to others.
Another source is the unreserved readiness to accept a statement—particularly a casual one—of some person
against another without a chance of hearing an explanation from the latter. Experience shows that this is a danger
one should guard against; because the “plea” lodged first is too apt to engender a prejudice. By this is not meant
that one should be incredulous or sceptical and still less cynical; but one should beware not to fall into that “trap”
without realizing it. There is a Chinese saying,
“He has plaintiff but no defendant.” It means one who is too ready to take in the words of the “accuser”, that is,
the person who first speaks ill or disparagingly of someone else intentionally or unintentionally, without hearing a
“plea” of the latter. Life, particularly in this modern world, is rather complicated. There are many sides to an
affair, and we also know by experience that words when transmitted are often far from the original. After all, the
words spoken by one may have a personal background or may be only his own impression, which may be far
from the fact.
*
Misunderstanding, as we all know, is of two kinds. You may misunderstand others or the other way round. That
of the first category, can be minimized or avoided by the consciousness of the possibility of misunderstanding. In
other words, to give others the benefit of the doubt and not to pass judgment too hastily on others.
Misunderstanding of the second category depends on others and over it one has no control. However, in my
experience modesty and sincerity are the best antidote, which go far to create a clear atmosphere that might
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otherwise engender misunderstanding. Another way of prevention is well expressed in the following lines of
Alexander Pope:
’Tis not enough, your counsel still be true;
Blunt truths more mischief than nice falsehood do;
Men must be taught as if you taught them not,
And things unknown proposed as things forgot\fn{Essay on Criticism, Ls. 572-5}

For man is apt to be sensitive and does not like to be told, so that tact has often to play a part in human
relations. In other words, without tact, some action, though well intended, may often cause resentment in others,
even though subdued. Apropos of this, Mencius, the Chinese Sage next to Confucius, had observed:
“The woe of man lies in being too fond of being others’ teacher”\fn{Bk. IV, Pt. I, Ch. 23}
In other words man is too inclined to think that he knows more than others, an attitude that is bad for himself
and often repulsive to others. If you avoid that, you avoid misunderstanding.
*
Once I was asked by a learned Englishman what was the grimmest saying in Chinese. After some reflection, I
said:
“There is no feast in this world that lasts forever.” In return, I asked him what was the grimmest saying in
English. In reply he said:
“In August 1914 when Sir Edward Gray was looking out of the window at the Foreign Office, anxiously
waiting in vain for the reply of the German Government to England’s ultimatum concerning the neutrality of
Belgium, he uttered, ‘The lights are going out all over Europe.’ That, I think, is the grimmest.”
Both sayings are certainly very grim; but the Chinese saying indirectly reveals an aspect of the realities of life.
It has been attributed to a distinguished judge, who told a litigant that there was nothing permanent in this world,
saying,
“You know your wife goes to the hairdresser to have a permanent wave, and you know only too well how long
it lasts”
After the first World War the League of Nations was formed and the Permanent Court of International Justice
was established. At the end of the Second World War the League of Nations gave way to the United Nations and
the Court was changed to the International Court of Justice, dropping the word “Permanent”. Those who
suggested the change and those who supported it seem to share the view of the judge just mentioned!
*
In this chapter I do not intend to deal with those born with a silver spoon in their mouths. For them many
problems of life have, perhaps, been solved before they are born. Besides, I myself have not had such experience
or fortune. What I have gone through is what the average man has in various degrees gone through, that is, the
man who, though full of hopes and ambition, as one should be at the beginning of one’s life, has to struggle, first,
to build up an “asset”.
What I call an asset is of two kinds—the moral and the material. The latter is beyond one’s own control, the
former is within one’s own reach. Indeed, the moral asset is to be built entirely by oneself, irrespective of external
circumstances or conditions. The harder the circumstances or conditions one finds oneself in, the greater the moral
asset will be, when built up therein. For the moral asset is a virtue, which entirely depends on oneself, and is
always within the reach of oneself. As Confucius says,
“Is virtue far from me? I desire virtue and virtue is at once with me.”\fn{ Lun Yu, Pt. VII, Ch. 29}
That this is plain truth needs no reflection. For instance, if a would-be assassin withholds his dagger at the last
moment or a would-be slanderer withholds his tongue as an after-thought, there is then virtue with him.
When the moral asset is built up, it will pave the way to the building of the material asset. For instance, when a
young man is known to have a good character, he is already armed with a passport to society. I have heard it said:
“It is not easy to find a job when you need it, but it is more difficult to find a good secretary or treasurer.”
Why? Because good character is the first essential qualification of a good secretary or treasurer, and men with
such a qualification are not to be found at random. Of course, apart from good character, one must have
knowledge and talents. The only way to acquire these is through hard work. It is true that there are persons born
with some talents. Yet those must be developed by knowledge, which has to be acquired, and the only means of its
acquisition is, as has been said, through hard work. In this world there is no short cut or royal road to the avenue
of success. Study the history of every successful man who began life with nothing or very little and became “big”
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afterwards, and you will find that he had worked really very hard, met many obstacles, and finally overcame them
through his own persevering and persistent efforts.
Sometimes accidents or incidents may have played some part in one’s success; but in fact these accidents or
incidents, though they appear as such in common parlance, have a link, however remote, with one’s own efforts or
moral asset. Accidents are of two kinds. If you pick up a large diamond in a desert and thus become rich, this is an
accident pure and simple. But the discovery of the law of gravity by Newton through the fall of an apple is no real
accident; for he had worked hard for years in the acquisition of knowledge that enabled him to benefit by the
falling of the apple and thus make the discovery. Therefore there is a link, however remote, between his years of
hard work and the discovery, for the simple fact that though we ordinary mortals must have seen many times an
apple falling from the tree, we have discovered nothing.
However, accidents form no normal part of life, which consists in continuous struggles and exertions and is
full of complexities. Much truth is found in the following couplet:
In human works, tho' laboured on with pain,
A thousand movements scarce one purpose gain.\fn{ Essay on Man, Epistle I, Ls. 53-4}

I myself have the experience that one has to do a lot of complicated things in order to be able to do some
simple thing simply, or, sometimes, to do a lot of things in order to avoid doing something. A young man, an
intelligent one in particular, may be full of ambitions. This, indeed, is what a young man should be. Some will
find what they have attained falls much short of their ambitions; some may find, to their surprise, that what they
have attained far exceeds their ambition; but all will find that things are not so easy to be accomplished (as
distinguished from “attained”) as they first thought.
For to have anything worth while to be accomplished depends not always entirely on oneself, but often much
on others too. I know this only too well myself. A wise man has observed that it is easy to be a perfect gentleman,
for to be so depends entirely on oneself, but not so easy to rub shoulders smoothly with the world. In elucidating
his observation he says:
“It is easy to drive a car correctly but not so easy to avoid accidents caused by others.”
*
However, in the course of life there are bound to be disappointments, which, however, should not be taken
entirely as such. They often are the stages of experience forming the basis of what is called “Wisdom”, necessary
for helping one to greater achievements. I know a man of great experience, who has observed:
“If you wish to bring up a child properly, you should sometimes disappoint him a little, so that he may begin to
learn something in life. For instance, if he asks for two things, you give him sometimes only one. He may be
disappointed, but this will do him good; for it will make him realize that things are not to be obtained simply by
asking. Life is full of disappointments. For one’s own good one should begin to learn a bit of this when one is
very young.”
One thing one should guard against in order to minimize disappointments is not to take things for granted; for
life in this world is so complicated that the unexpected can often happen.
Akin to disappointments, one will also find that “the world blows hot and cold”, as the Chinese say. It means
that others look up to you when you are successful but look down on you when you fail. This is no
“snobbishness” of the world. It is so everywhere and was so in the past as well as in the present. It is like human
nature which changes not. One has to take it, that is all.
Therefore the wise man, when others shower praise on him when he is successful, will not get over-excited,
though he is naturally pleased, and, then others shun him because he has failed, he will not get down-hearted,
though he may be upset. For failure may be only a step to success.
Something somewhat akin to this and likely to occur in life is lending and borrowing. Shakespeare has said:
Neither a borrower nor a lender be
For loan oft loses both itself and friend
And borrowing dulls the edge of husbandry.

There is much truth and wisdom in the last line, particularly when the world “blows cold” to you. Not only you
would not get the loan but also you would perhaps make your company unwelcome to others. But the second line,
if applied to persons in general, is rather harsh, though it is sometimes true. Much depends on the person to whom
the loan is made. It is an English saying,
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“A friend in need is a friend indeed.”
Nay, the essence of true friendship is to help, if necessary. Personally, I have known cases where lending loses
neither itself nor friend, but earns a lasting gratitude, though there are cases where the borrower is never able to
return the loan, though it loses itself but not the friendship. It is true that Goldsmith in his Vicar of Wakefield has
put into the mouth of the benevolent Dr. Primrose the following words:
When anyone of our relations was found to be a person of very bad character, a troublesome guest, or one we
desired to get rid of, upon his leaving my house I ever took care to lend him a riding-coat, or a pair of boots, or
sometimes an horse of small value, and I had always the satisfaction of finding he never came back to return them.

But this concerns only persons of a bad character and not those whom you would call friends. However, it may
be wise, whenever you lend money to others in case of need and not in business, that you should treat the loan
largely as a gift and not expect its return in a short time. I have in fact come across persons who, borrowing
money from others on the promise that the money will be repaid, do not fulfil their promise, thinking that the
passage of time will make the lender forget. There could be no greater mistake than this. It would only create a
bad impression and make the borrower in the eyes of the lender an untrustful person. It would be much better for
him, if he would occasionally say to the lender that he is sorry for being unable to repay the loan, in which case
friendship may still be maintained, though the loan may never be repaid.
*
An inevitable thing in life is that when a person reaching mature age looks back, particularly if he is
successful, he will find with regret that certain things he has done should not have been done and certain things
that he should have done have not been done or not done enough or even that he has in certain ways been foolish
or naïve in his earlier life. This after all is only one aspect of experience. As said in Chapter I it is therefore wrong
for a young man to think that he knows more than an older man of experience in matters concerning life.
Another inevitable thing in life, which is sad, is that he will in course of time lose some of those dear to him,
relatives or friends. More often when he gets old, he loses his parents, one after the other. That is why Confucius
says:
“One must not forget the age of one’s parents. In one respect it is an occasion for joy (because they have lived
to a great age). In another respect it is an occasion for apprehension (because they are getting old).” In the book
called The Family Sayings of Confucius it is said:
The tree would like to be entirely still,
But then the wind declines to bend its will.
Children would wish to treat their parents dear,
Alas! the latter are no longer here.

This is, of course, a typical Chinese sentiment; for they have for centuries been taught to think first of their
parents in sharing their amenities. A better appreciation of this by a Westerner may be drawn from the following
passage of Dr. Johnson, who says in his letter to Lord Chesterfield:
But it\fn{I.e., the notice taken by the Noble Lord} has been delayed till I am indifferent, and cannot enjoy it;
till I am solitary, and cannot impart it.\fn{Boswell’s Life of Dr. Johnson, Everyman’s Library, Vol. I, p. 156}
He was of course alluding to the loss of his wife, whereas the Chinese passage quoted above concerns the loss
of one’s parents. All the same the sentiments of the two are identical: the loss of someone dear to the heart, to
whom happiness can no longer be imparted.
*
Another remarkable thing in life is that as one advances in years one will find that one has little of what may
be called “rights” but much of what are called “duties”. True, one can smoke or drink to one’s heart’s content and
walk the street without interference; but this is rather liberty than right, which is enjoyed equally by a duke or
dustman. Anyhow, it is not a right peculiar to yourself, whereas there are many duties that are and must be borne
by yourself. In a way this is a pleasure; for the greater amount of duties you are able to discharge, the greater
credit it is to yourself.
It has been already remarked that as the years go by, one is bound to lose some of those dear to one’s heart in
various degrees. This in particular applies to friends. Yet, however dear a person may be to oneself, time will heal
the wound and the dead simply pass into history. This indeed is a sad aspect of life, but life is such that it can only
be so. In the words of a Chinese Poet,
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Life is like a dream the poet says.
One may live a hundred years and more.
That utmost can be his living days,
Yet he does not know what he lives for.

Confucius, when asked by one of his disciples about death, answered:
“As we do not know (enough) yet about life, how can we (be expected) to know (anything) about
death.”\fn{Lun Yu, Pt. Xl, Ch. 11} This is quite in accord with his definition of “knowledge”, which is:
“If you know, say what you know; if you do not know, say you do not know. That is knowledge.”\fn{ Lun Yu, Pt.
II, Ch. 17; as opposed, I (H) would add, “I’m not sure,” a phrase I too often bump into every day, and am convinced it the product of the
brain that actually knows nothing}

Is life, then, sad after all?
Well, this is rather the Buddhistic view, according to which true happiness and no sorrow are to be found only
in the future world, where life is everlasting. However, in spite of the short span of life, man has accomplished
much. The world, as it is, with all its civilization, has been built up by man.
*
The Chinese have, since the time of Confucius (551-478 B.C.) classified human relations into five categories,
which they call sacred, namely, those between sovereign and subject, between parent and child, between brothers
(including sisters), between husband and wife, and between friends.
That the first four categories of relations should be considered “sacred” can be easily understood; for even in
an uncivilized country these relations must exist in various ways and be recognized as having special significance.
The classification is also natural and logical; for even in a tribe, however primitive, there must be a leader, to
whom his followers owe “allegiance”, which must come first in the order of things. Following this, there can be
no closer relation between man and man than the other three categories.
But the last category, the fifth, classified as a sacred relation is, as far as I know, peculiar to the Chinese. In
consequence the Chinese in general have a higher sense of duty or moral obligation towards friends. The Chinese
sacred books contain many references to friends or friendship. For instance, Confucius, when asked by his
disciples on one occasion to express his cherished desires, said, inter alia,
“To treat friends with sincerity”\fn{Confucius: Lun Yu, Pt. V, Ch. 25, Sec. 4}
In the Book of Rites\fn{Book of Moral Conduct and Conventions} lack of sincerity to friends is even considered as
contrary to the doctrine of filial piety.
With these precepts behind him, which have prevailed for centuries, it is understandable that a Chinese would
regard friendship as a relationship pregnant with a moral duty. I have seen cases of friendship, which exceed in
affection even that of a brother. Traditionally, betrayal of a friend is considered as heinous as the commission of
Petty Treason was in the Middle Ages.
All this is only conformable to the notion that the relation between friends is something sacred in human
relationship. There are also good reasons for such a notion. No one can live alone in this world. In the words of
John Donne, “No man is an island”. He must have company.
The earliest company one has is of course one’s parents. But as one advances in age, they may no longer be
living. However, as a matter of fact, parents do not always seek company in their children; but rather find joy in
their success. The same in various degrees may be said of the children. More than two thousand years ago
Mencius said:
“When a person is young, he is attached to his parents. When he becomes conscious of the attractions of
beauty, he is attached to the young and beautiful. When he comes to have a wife and children, he is attached to
them, etc.”\fn{Mencius: Bk. V, Pt. I, Ch. I, Sec. 5}
The Sage's words are still true, though the Chinese are fond of prcaching the doctrine of filial piety. Many
people go to church, but we may well wonder how many do abide by the doctrines of the church. Therefore when
a person’s parents get on in years he should realize that his days with his parents are “few” and should be
considered as privileged. As quoted in Chapter III:
The tree would wish to be entirely still,
But now the wind declines to bend its will.
Children would wish to treat their parents dear,
Alas! the latter are no longer here.
What’s gone and ne’er-returns is time and year;
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Those one can’t have twice are mere and pere.\fn{Mother and Father}

It is true one sheds tears on a parent’s death; but grief makes no amends for what has not been done for them in
life and will soon be blurred by the passage of time.
Next after parents come brothers and sisters. But of these one may have none. Even if one has them, they may
be dispersed all over the world when they grow up. Moreover, although they are bound together by a sacred bond,
being of the same blood, they are not of one’s own choice and so may not be of the same temperament. Indeed, I
have seen cases of brothers or sisters, each going his or her own way in spite of being of the same blood and
bound by a sacred bond, however much they may differ.
After brothers and sisters come husband and wife. But one may not be married. Even married, one may in time
become a widower or widow. However, one cannot rely on one alone as one’s company.
Therefore, in the final analysis of human relationships, one at last comes down to friends.
Friends are unlimited and are of one’s own choice, irrespective of age. In the light of the above discussion they
are so indispensable to life that no normal person can live without them. For that reason Dr. Johnson had this to
say:
Friendship, peculiar boon of Heaven,
The noble mind’s delight and plight,
To men and angels only given,
To all the lower world denied.\fn{Boswell’s Life of Samuel Johnson, Ed.: G. Routledge & Sons, Vol. I, p. 82}

To this poem I have tried to respond in the Chinese poetic way, that is, using the same rhymes as the original:
It forms a sacred link in men or women,
And serves for all as the most precious guide.
As it is with life so closely woven,
It should always “lean to virtue’s side”\dn{The words in inverted commas are from Goldsmith’s Deserted Village}

Having said all this, it must be added that not every person one happens to know may be called a friend in the
higher sense of the word. In general he can only be considered as a person who is known or even well known to
you, and with whom you are in friendly, that is, not hostile relation.
Friends in the higher sense of the word are those who have mutual respect, mutual sympathy, and mutual
understanding, and, if necessary, would render mutual help. Such friends are, of course, rare; but this only means
that real friendship is estimable and precious. There is a. Chinese saying that
“Even a sage who can have one bosom friend\fn{I.e., one who really understands him} will have no regret (in
life).”
One thing about friends is that, as the years go by, you are bound to lose some of them one by one, particularly
those whom you call old friends. This is a sad experience in life but cannot be avoided. It can only be softened by
the constant recruitment of new friends. That is what Dr. Johnson meant when he said:
“Keeping friendship in constant repair.”\fn{ Boswell’s Life of Johnson. Ed.: G. Birkbeck Hill, Vol. I, p. 300 } For as with a
wine cellar, if you do not constantly add new wine to it, you will in time have no more old wine to drink.
*
After friends, there is a class of persons whom you call relatives by marriage, who may have been your close
friends at the start. In regard to this class of persons in human relations the Chinese have a saying, which may in
substance be translated as:
In the first generation they are closely connected; in the second generation the connection is loosened a bit; in the
third generation the connection (as relative) is ended.

It means that the relation between father-in-law and son-in-law and that between brothers-in-law are, of course,
very close, but that the relation between those in the second generation is less close, and that between those in the
third generation is practically dissolved.
For such relationship cannot go on forever. There must be an end somewhere. Of course they may become
friends and the distant link of relationship will make the friendship even closer.
*
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Thus after all human relationship ends up largely in friendship. No wonder in law the father is the “next
friend” to his son. However, there are people who have better relations with animals, like dogs or cats, than with
their fellow beings. The saying, “He bites the hand that feeds him”, applies to men rather than to animals—a
treachery that never happens to dogs or cats, and it is well knwn that there have been cases of dogs which refuse
to eat and so die after the death of their masters. No wonder the chinese symbolize the dog as Loyalty and the
lamb as Filial Piety, because the latter kneels when it is fed by its mother. …
1885

73.47 The Red Chips\fn{by Feng Shuluan (c.1885?- )} Yangzhou, Jiangsu Province, China (M) 3
There was much jostling in the unbearably crowded first- and second-class cars on the Beijing-Fengtian rail
line for the run from Tianjin to Beijing. A slim, tall, thirty-ish gentleman traveler with a southern accent had just
gotten on and was looking all around for a seat without finding one. The many foreigners with their leather
luggage and uniformed soldiers with their sabers and rifles were taking up most of the seating space, and he was
timid about asking them to make room. He hesitated for quite a while before noticing a couple of men with a
small leather satchel seated at the very front of the second-class car. He went over to confer with them in a low,
deferential voice. The two were willing and moved the satchel underneath their seat, leaving perhaps a foot of
space for him to finally sit down. He then exchanged introductions with them. The one who was in his fifties, with
a few barely perceptible whiskers, said his surname was Wang, and he was called Danting. The other was perhaps
over twenty, with a darkish complexion and a strapping build. He said he was Li Fubiao. In turn, the man
announced that his family name was Chen and that he was Shoujing to his friends. The train had already sped
away from the Tianjin station as the three seat-mates started a conversation.
“How did today’s train get so crammed with people?” Chen Shou-jing began.
The question brought smiles from the other two. “When is it not like this on this run?” they said together. Then
Wang Danting added,
“Mr. Chen, you don’t usually come this way, do you?”
“I have never been here before,” Shoujing had to admit. “This is the first time.”
“From your accent, Mr. Chen, I gather you’re from the south,” said Danting. “Why didn’t you take the TianjinPukou express? Wouldn’t that have been both faster and more comfortable?”
“I heard that the half-price tickets for officials are not accepted on express trains,” said Shoujing.
“Ah! No wonder,” said Danting. “What agency should we congratulate you for working in?”
Chen Shoujing was not sure he caught the drift of the question, but Fubiao jumped in to explain.
“He was asking you which government office you work out of.”
“I’m not on any kind of official business,” Shoujing hastened to say. “I’m going to visit friends.” Then he put
the same question to the others.
“I’m with the Foreign Office,” said Danting, as Li Fubiao took out a calling card. Three or four titles were
listed on it, the most important being Inspector, Investigative Bureau, Military Police. Shoujing was decidedly
impressed.
The tenor of their conversation again shifted.
“It’s gotten difficult to do our jobs these days,” said Danting. “I needn’t mention the other problems. Just the
fact that we can never get our salaries is frustrating.”
“Isn’t that the truth!” said Fubiao. “We’ve had to remain in debt to people we never borrowed from before.”
“The Military Police is in much better shape, after all is said and done,” said Danting. “The people upstairs are
concerned about troop unrest. They have to find ways to keep the organization going. Were it another governmental bureau, you could agitate all you wanted about getting paid. It would all be for naught.”
On hearing this, Shoujing’s heart balf sank. “So, working for the government in Peking amounts to just this,”
he thought. “Why did I bother to come?” Then he had another notion. Since he was already there, he might as
well proceed boldly as planned, give things a try, and see what happened.
Seven o’clock approached; they would soon be in Peking.
“Where will you be staying?” Danting asked Shoujing.
“I haven’t decided,” Shoujing replied. “Probably in an inn for now.”
“In that case,” said Fubiao, “why don’t we go together to the Golden Stage? It so happens I have to escort a
friend there.”

206

Shoujing assented, and almost the next instant, they pulled into Peking station. Danting headed for his own
house while Shoujing went off with Fubiao to the first-class car to meet a woman. The trio arrived at the Golden
Stage together. Fubiao settled the woman in the spacious room 52; Shoujing took number 36, a small room, for
himself.
The following morning, two visitors came separately to the gatehouse of a huge residence on Nanchang Street.
The first, a man, came in a rickshaw: His accent was southern. He handed a calling card over to the gatekeeper.
Without bothering to get up, the keeper glanced at the name on it: Chen Shoujing.
“The master has not yet gotten up,” he said.
Shoujing put on an obsequious smile.
“I came from Hangzhou.”
“Wherever you may be from, I can’t very well announce you before the master gets up,” said the keeper.
A servant reclining on a bed alongside also chimed in.
“You’re talking too much. Just get out of here! Come back in the afternoon.”
“What time in the afternoon?” Shoujing asked, managing to maintain his decorum.
“No earlier than four or five o’clock;” said the keeper.
Just then another visitor arrived, in a horse carriage. The driver came ahead to the gatehouse and announced
that his passenger was a woman, here to see the master. At this, the gatekeeper hurried out to receive her. Quite
astonished, Shoujing tagged along after him. The female visitor, sporting heavy makeup and a bouffant hairdo,
was seated regally behind the window of the carriage. She turned her face at the sound of approaching steps and
wound up looking straight into Shou-jing’s eyes. She was none other than the woman who had been on his train,
the one staying in the same Golden Stage Hotel.
“The master’s still asleep,” the gatekeeper announced to her as well. “Where are you staying? In a while, when
the master wakes up, he can contact you by phone.”
The woman nodded and smiled. She ordered the driver to pick up a large basket of canned goods, along with
several wrapped items, to hand over to the keeper.
“A few gifts, local products from home,” she said.
Uncomfortable dallying there, Shoujing hurried off.
“The woman’s behavior is rather odd,” he thought to himself. “For her to be paying a call here, too, she’s got
to be a relative of some kind. In that case, why was she asking just for the master and not for his wife?”
That evening Li Fubiao came again to the Golden Stage, also stopping by Shoujing’s room to visit. Still
bothered by what had happened in the morning, Shoujing told him of the encounter with the woman at the Li
residence on Nanchang Street. He also asked who she might be and whether she was related to General Li.
Fubiao answered with a guffaw.
“They are related, as far as that goes—and very intimately,” he said. “Since you went there as well, you, too,
must have some connection with the General. So let me introduce you to this ‘cousin’ of his.”
He then took Shoujing by the hand and led him to the woman’s room, where she was combing her hair.
“This here is the ‘kissing cousin’ of General Li. You can call her Fourth Sister,” he told ShQujing. Then he
turned to the woman. “Mr. Chen here is a friend of the General’s. So don’t treat him like a stranger.”
Fourth Sister let out a chuckle, then lapsed into Shanghainese.
“Whatevah do y’all mean by ‘kissin cousin’?” she protested. “Ah just don’t git it. Y’all tryin to bullshit him or
some’in?” She invited Shou-jing to sit down, ordered tea to be made, and offered him a cigarette. Only then did
Shoujing begin to understand the situation: Fourth Sister was no relative of General Li’s.
Shoujing stayed on for another couple of weeks after that. His main task every day was to return to the General’s residence to try and see him, but he was not able to get so much as a glimpse. On his second visit, he received
a message through the gatekeeper to wait around for a few days. He was also asked where he was staying.
Because of this, Shoujing not only did not dare give up, but actually felt a bit encouraged. After that, however,
nothing more came of his daily visits. He routinely left a calling card each time and then merely sat in the parlor,
waiting.
About two o’clock one afternoon, Shoujing was having a casual conversation in Fourth Sister’s room. They
had seen each other often since Fubiao’s introduction. Restless and far from home, Shoujing was glad to have this
means of relieving boredom. Quite unexpectedly, the bellhop brought in a houseboy who explained that he’d
come from the Li residence on Nanchang Street. He took out an envelope from his breast pocket, and Fourth
Sister asked Shoujing to open it for her. The envelope was addressed to Fourth Sister, Room 52, The Golden Stage
Hotel, and the name Li was given as the sender. Shou-jing found no message inside, just a check for a thousand
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dollars that he handed over to Fourth Sister.
“The master said it’s for you to use as you please,” the houseboy informed her.
“Your master doesn’t really think much of me, does he?” said Fourth Sister with a smirk. “Can I be so hard up
for money that I would accept this pittance? You might as well take it back.” The boy would not think of
complying. “I’ll be going over to your place soon, and then I can handle the matter;” she said sternly. “So just
take it back.” Then she pulled out a five-dollar bill and handed it over. “You’ve had to come a long way. Take this
for cab fare.” The houseboy tried to refuse again, but finally muttered his thanks and departed with the check and
the cash. Fourth Sister began to mumble to herself. “How could he have done such a thing? No one can be bought
off so cheap.”
Shoujing found it inconvenient to ask questions. He knew that Fourth Sister was due at the Li house for dinner
at six that evening.
“So then the General must be home for the occasion,” he thought. “Why not take the chance and get over
there? Who knows? Perhaps I can finally get to see him. Waiting around like this, my funds will soon dry up.”
As for General Li, he had been thinking hard about what to do ever since his houseboy returned and reported
that Fourth Sister had refused the check. There was one relatively good course of action: He would get together a
foursome for mahjongg and reward her with the takeouts from the kitty.
Just then Fourth Sister arrived, and he ex- plained the idea to her. Quickly he ordered his houseboy to invite
over his usual gambling companions—Cabinet Minister Wang, and Party Chiefs Lu and Chang. In short order
Chang and Wang were there. Lu’s family, however, reported over the phone that he’d gone to Tianjin. General Li
was extremely disappointed about being one person short. Still, he could not very well call the whole thing off. He
hurriedly ordered that General Ma or Director Gao be invited by phone. Either one would be fine as long as he
was at home and could come at a moment’s notice. The houseboy went off and returned shortly, announcing:
“The Gaos said the Director has also gone to Tianjin, while General Ma’s family reported that he is away in
Tangshan.”
General Li could hardly contain his frustration. Just as he was getting to the desperate stage, the gatekeeper
brought in another calling card. On it was the name Chen Shoujing.
Instantly he saw the answer to his problem. He ordered that Shou-jing be asked into a small study and seated.
“Please wait while I meet with him briefly,” he said to Chang and Wang. “I’m certain our game will be on.”
Sure enough, barely seconds went by before he led in the unknown guest and introduced him to the two.
“This is a native of my hometown, a family friend, Chen Shoujing;” he said as both Chang and Wang nodded
their acknowledgment. The interior room had long since been readied with mahjongg tiles and table, chairs, tea
tables, tobacco, tea leaves, and chips. After taking his place, Shoujing saw that there were three stacks of round
ivory chips—red, yellow, and white; the reds were worth the most, the whites the least.
“How much is each pot worth?” he wanted to know.
“Never mind asking,” said General Li. “Just play.”
“The table stakes here must be considerable,” Shoujing thought. “I would guess each pot to be worth a hundred
dollars. But since he said not to worry, I don’t suppose it would matter much if I came out a bit short.” He
therefore set all concerns aside.
They played four rounds before breaking for dinner. Shoujing was not losing. When the game resumed,
Shoujing unexpectedly won one or two deals. When everything was tallied up, he had won seven red chips and
ten or so white ones. Thinking that he ought not to appear petty in such company, and that at any rate, he had
come out ahead, he announced, “Since my winnings are paltry, I’ll just pass them on to the help to divide up.”
“That’s too generous,” said General Li. “Just let them have the white ones.”
As he spoke, he took out a checkbook, tore off a check, and scribbled an amount on it; then he added his
signature and handed it over to Shoujing, who saw that the kitty had over ten red chips remaining. General Li then
signed and passed another check to Fourth Sister for them. No longer coy, she quickly accepted.
The following morning, Shoujing, thinking he might be short of travel funds, took out the check he had won.
He noted that it was to the Bank of Communications, but, because the amount was written out in a foreign
language, he could not make out what it was.
“Seven red chips—that’s probably equivalent to seventy dollars,” he thought.
Fortunately, the Bank of Communications was located next to the West Moat, not far away. He walked over to
get the cash.
The clerk there looked at the check over and over.
“Do you want it in bills or in silver dollars?” he asked.
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“Silver dollars would be fine.”
“Do you have a car?”
Shoujing became annoyed.
“What’s it to you whether I have a car or not?”
“Without a car, can you carry away seven thousand silver dollars by yourself?” said the clerk, smiling.
Shoujing was stunned. How could he have known that seven chips were worth so much money? Quickly he
changed his tune.
“I’m staying at the Golden Stage Hotel,” he said. “I was expecting that your bank could get someone to deliver
the money there for me:.”
“That’s possible,” said the clerk. “Only, you’ll have to pay the transportation costs.”
Shoujing assented. Sure enough, a mule cart was hired in order to get all those silver dollars to the Golden
Stage.
That very evening, Fourth Sister began packing to leave. When Shoujing asked her why she was in such a
rush, she answered that once she had her money, Peking was not a place to dally in.
Her words touched a chord in Shoujing.
“These last two weeks have cost me over a hundred dollars just for daily necessities,” he thought. “Even had I
gotten a government job here, my salary would not have been more than a hundred dollars a month. So why don’t
I take my seven thousand home to the south, where I can stake out my own livelihood?”
The next day, the names of both Fourth Sister in room 52 and Chen Shoujing in room 36 were wiped off the
guest registry that hung opposite the entrance of the Golden Stage Hotel.\fn{ The following two sentences appear in italics,
possibly as a footnote: The author said that this news story was spread with great excitement from the north to the south during the fall of
1921. It is, moreover, absolutely factual.}

293.79. What is Jesus?\fn{by Chu Chih-hsia\n (1885-1920)} Guangdong Province, China (M) 5
What is Jesus? Since there is no single answer to this question we shall have to provide a number of answers
under separate heading.
*
The Jesus of history
The historical Jesus is revealed in reliable records outside the Bible which is currently in circulation, as well as
in facts which can be speculated upon . This particular Jesus was a merely an illegitimate child who opposed the
priests of his day and was then taken off and put to death. He was by nature a simple man, and he does not appear
to have had an outstanding personality. If we were only concerned with a Jesus who died, it is doubtful whether
we could even compare him with Sung Tzu-hsien, T’ang Sai-erh, Hsü Hung-ju, the leader of the boxers, or the
Great Nine Dragons King in the province of Hupei.\fn{ These were all leaders of rebellions: T’ang Sai-erh, a female leader of a
peasant revolt during the Yung-lo reign period (1403-1435); Hsü Hung-ju of the White Lotus religious society in the 17 th century, Sung
Tzu-hsien, a man of Sui (589-618) who claimed to be the Buddha Maitreya } Anyway, he was a young man of just over thirty

years of age who stirred up a number of people and caused a disturbance in the countryside. Thus, if we were to
limit ourselves to the Jesus of history, we would not have to waste much energy in giving an account of him.
The immaculate conception of Jesus, as described in the Bible, is the first thing people cannot believe in. All
non-Christian writings witness to the fact that Christ was an illegitimate child. According to the Bible, however,
Jesus was born of a girl who was betrothed to a certain man and who, before she was married, became pregnant
through the agency of Heaven. Because an angel explained the situation to the girl’s husband he did not dare
reprimand her, despite the fact that her pregnancy was far advanced when he took her for his wife. But according
to the evidence assembled by [Ernst] Haeckel in his book The Riddle of the Universe,\fn{In German, 1899; in English,
1901} it is abundantly clear that what actually happened was that a Roman officer of the time went to Judea where
he fell in love with Mary, the mother of Jesus, and that after he did this, that and the other to her, her belly became
enlarged. (There are numerous records of this kind. The reason why I have selected this particular one is because
Dr. Ma Chün-wu has translated The Riddle of the Universe into Chinese.)
If we can imagine what Judea was like at that time, we shall find that it was more or less the same as the
province of Guangdong today.\fn{This essay was written in 1919} the Roman officer would be more or less
comparable to a company commander in the new or old Relief Armies. If he wanted your woman living in
conquered territory to beget a few more non-Cantonese sons, you, her fiancé, would not dare say a word. And if
you raised the boy, and then, by chance, he suffered convulsions and croup and died two or three days later, you
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would still take precautions against the non-Cantonese coming and claiming his son. It was therefore most
reasonable for Jesus’ father to protect and raise the child as his own. (The account in Mark’s Gospel where the
people of Nazareth speak of Jesus as the son of Mary is most interesting.)
After Jesus had grown to manhood he could not get people in his own locality to believe in him; he therefore
roamed the rivers and lakes in other places. The stories of his baptism by the monk, John, and of his temptations
probably reflect the fact that he lived the life of a wandering mendicant. At that time Judea was subject to Rome;
the priests helped the Roman officials, working in collusion with them to protect their own livelihood, and the
people were naturally dissatisfied with this. Jesus then catered to the wishes of the people by encouraging
opposition to authority. There is no doubt, therefore, that everything he taught at the time was concerned with
resistance to those in power. It is no longer possible, however, to determine the exact nature of his teachings.
According to the Biblical account, nearly all of Jesus’ twelve disciples came to him two by two. This is another
record which people find most difficult to believe. According to Kotoku Shusui\fn{ A Japanese socialist (1871-1911)}
(in his article The Annihilation of Jesus), founders of religions in the past have almost all had twelve disciples.
This is a religious tradition which seeks to parallel the twelve constellations (the twelve constellations were
determined in ancient times in Asia Minor). Founders of religions, therefore, had to have twelve disciples.
I believe that the same practice also obtained in Chinese fables. If we take a look at the disciples in the Fengshen chuan (The Investiture of the Gods),\fn{A 17th century novel written by Lu Hsi-hsing, a Taoist priest } we find that,
because it was impossible to muster the right number all at one time, Samantabhadra and Manjusri had to be
borrowed from Buddhism; the point being that it was essential to have twelve. Come to think of it, this number,
and those like the twelve divisions of the day, are all patterned on nature.
There is no doubt that Jesus had disciples, but there is equally little doubt that the twelve disciples as recorded
in the Bible, are a complete fabrication.
The visit of Jesus to Jerusalem and his open opposition to the priests naturally led to his betrayal and the death
penalty. This was an inevitable sequence of events. Jesus did not ad\ct in secret, so naturally he was arrested. It is
quite common for conquerors to kill a few of those among the conquered who deliberately resist them. They
refuse to take to heart the grievances and opposition of the people.
As to the story about Judas selling Jesus, this too is probably a fabrication since, according to accounts handed
down to us, the defeat of a hero is invariably blamed on his associates. One has only to read Chinese novels and
stories to see that this is always the rule. In the opera based on the Triad Secret Society there is one act in which
seven of its members are executed. This is because what is feared most in any secret society is the traitor;
therefore, rumors of this kind were created for the purpose of providing a warning for the future based on past
events. The betrayal of Christ by Judas in the Christian religion is of a similar nature.
According to information handed down to us, the death of Jesus on a cross conforms to the common method of
punishment used in ancient times. Kotoku Shusui says that the employment of this form of punishment was due to
phallic worship. He provides numerous examples and concludes that probably there was no primitive society
which did not worship the generative organs, and that the cross was an adaptation of the male generative organs.
But this deduction has still to be thoroughly verified. Nevertheless, it matters little whether this is true or not;
either way, theologians have already put their faith in this historical Jesus.
It is clear from what has been said above that Jesus himself had little power.
*
The Jesus of the Bible
The so-called most reliable sources in the New Testament of the Christian Church are the three synoptic
gospels: Matthew, Mark, and Luke. According to those who are for religion, these three gospels were composed
before the end of the first century. According to those who are against religion, however, they did not exist until
the end of the second century. But, no matter in what period these gospels first came into existence, they were
different then from what they are now.
And why? Because the gospels in ancient times existed only in manuscript form and were incomplete. Once
the priests occupied a church they were able to add to and subtract from their sacred texts at will. Whenever there
was something these priests wished to do, they would invariably take shelter behind a scriptural text. What issued
from one monastery was refused recognition by another until a zealous emperor finally found the situation
intolerable. He summoned together the priests of all these religious centers and held a conference at which every
book and every line of scripture was examined and their authenticity or otherwise determined by the majority—a
highly amusing business.
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This kind of conference, moreover, provided the priests with an opportunity to make money. Why? Because
the Bible, which was now under discussion, was definitely allied to the financial interests of certain wealthy
parties. There were, therefore, people who sought to purchase votes for or against the inclusion of items of
scripture. If our present numbers of parliament are reproved for ballot-rigging, they are sure to say that there are
precedents in Europe and America; and if those who set such precedents are reproached, they will acknowledge
the source from which they have benefited. And be grateful to those priests of long ago who, when deliberating on
the Bible paved the way for them!
Vote-selling in those times naturally resulted in satisfaction for the successful, and disgruntlement for the
defeated. They may not have been able to telegraph a war-lord for help, but they were at least able to curse each
other; they may not have had ink-boxes with which to assail people, but they could at lest demand respect with
their fists.
So it was that the conference on the Bible reached an impasse and, in the end, the Emperor dispatched troops,
who frightened the delegates into hurriedly completing their business and dispersing. The decisions of the
conference were faithfully carried out; but a few years later, other parties found the time opportune to hold
another conference. Again votes were sold; again people were beaten up, and once again the conference was
dissolved. Events of this kind were very common indeed in the fourth and fifth centuries.
When we read Chinese history we come across people in the Han Dynasty (206BC-221AD) expounding artful
appendices to the Classics, each of them knowing that what they were doing was false. It is extremely difficult to
understand the psychology of people who practice deceit and at the same time believe that their point of view is
true. Later, when we come across the example of the Bible in Europe, we realize that what happened in China was
no isolated case. If we know that the appendices to the Classics are completely unbelievable, we can appreciate
the value of these gospels. But we cannot say that because they are false we can ignore them, for what is able to
exercise an influence on society is not the historical Jesus but the Jesus of the Bible.
The Jesus of the Bible teaches equality and universal love. There are many sayings about loving others as
oneself and about sharing one’s possessions with others; moreover the Sermon on the Mount is of very great
value. But the Christian Church of today is truly selfish, mercenary, prejudiced, given to anger and vengeful, and
has extinguished all that was truly good in Christianity. (The good referred to is warnings against evil which have
been handed down from ancient times and which have nothing to do with Christianity.) Thus the Church simply
pulls a long face and preaches morality; but its intolerant character leaks out unwittingly. Let me offer two
examples, one of which is a parable found in the 25th chapter of Matthew. It runs as follows:
Then the kingdom of heaven shall be compared to ten maidens who took their lamps and went to meet the
bridegroom. Five of them were foolish, and five were wise. For when the foolish took their lamps, they took no oil with
them but the wise took flasks of oil with their lamps. As the bridegroom was delayed, they all slumbered and slept. But
at midnight there was a cry, “Behold, the bridegroom! Come out to meet him.” Then all those maidens rose and
trimmed their lamps. And the foolish said to the wise, “Give me some of your oil for our lamps are going out.” But the
wise replied, “Perhaps there will not be enough for us and for you; go rather to the dealers and buy for yourselves.”
And while they went to buy, the bridegroom came, and those who were ready went in with him to the marriage feast;
and the door was shut. Afterwards the other maidens came also, saying, “Lord, lord, open to us.” But he replied, “Truly,
I say to you, I do not know you.” Watch therefore, for you know neither the day nor the hour.\fn{Matthew 25:1-13}

Now the original purpose of this parable was to teach people that they should always be prepared; but, quite
unintentionally, it reveals an inner flaw, for it allows all the unbearably selfish, profit-seeking five girls into the
Kingdom of Heaven. It is obvious from this parable that nothing Jesus said was a true reflection of what was in
his mind. If we allow ourselves to imagine the kind of person who is entitled to enter the Kingdom of Heaven, we
would never think of someone who behaves in so mean a fashion. When considering what constitutes a good
person no Chinese has ever conceived of the kind of morality which approves the rejection of one group of people
by another when, after two groups have undertaken a certain task together, one chances to lack sufficient
resources to offer the other help when it finds itself in difficulties. One has only to compare this parable with the
story of the two friends of ancient times, Yang Chian-ai and Tso Po-t’ao to see that this is the case.\fn{ These men
were friends in the Chou Dynasty. On their way to the state of Ch’u they experienced rain and snow and ran short of food. Tso urged Yang
to continue his journey and gave him his own clothes and food. When yang reached Ch’u and rose to high office he arranged for special
burial rites for Tso as a mark of respect for the friend who had sacrificed his life for him }

The two stories are similar in so far as only one of the parties can be sasved. In the Chinese story, however, the
solution is exactly opposite to the one in the parable, for one of the men sacrifices himself so that his friend can be
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saved. This surely shows us, though unintentionally, what Jesus’ command to love one’s neighbor as oneself is all
about!
The second passage I wish to refer to is found in the 11 th chapter of Mark. (It is also recorded in Matthew.)
On the following day, when they came from Bethany, he was hungry. And seeing in the distance a fig tree in leaf, he
went to see if he could find anything on it. When he came to it, he found nothing but leaves, for it was not the season
for figs. And he said to it, “May no one ever eat fruit from you again.” And his disciples heard it … And when evening
came they went out of the city. As they passed by in the morning, they saw the fig tree withered away to its
roots.\fn{Mark 11:12-13, 19-20}

You may not have learnt from the Strange Tales from the Liao Studio\fn{ The work is by P’u Sung-ling (1640-1713)
how to steal peaches or how to throw the four
seasons into confusion, but to hate a fig-tree for not providing you with anything to eat, and then to make sure that
no one else will be able to eat its fruits, is to be much inferior to Monkey in the novel Record of A Journey to the
West.\fn{A novel by Wu Ch’eng-en who lived in the 16th century}
After all, why should there always be things to eat when you want to eat? Where do you get such a right?
According to Jesus’ defence of his disciples when they plucked the ears of wheat growing in other people’s fields,
his followers may, in times of need and hunger, eat the food of the gods. It is clear that he admitted that people
have a right to eat when they are hungry; but in a moment of anger he wanted to stop people who came after him
from eating the fruit of this tree, and all for the hollow pleasure of avenging himself for having to walk a little
further. We can really be grateful that such a cruel and irrational personality, who seeks to benefit himself at the
expense of others, has been described for us!\fn{ The text has: is}
Selfishness and vindictiveness are two tendencies which have always existed within the Christian Church. The
two instances I have cited above are merely examples taken from the Bible; but the history of the old religion\fn
{Roman Catholicism} in Europe verified this long ago.
The Christian Church was unable to make any headway in Jerusalem—an out-or-the-way and poverty-stricken
place—and therefore decided to propagate its faith in Rome, the center of culture and philosophy at the time.\fn
{The author is apparently ignorant of the existence in Jerusalem of the Jewish-Christian Church presided over by Jesus’ brother, James, and
his successors, which seems to have lasted there up until the time of the destruction of the city by Hadrian in 135AD }
Even those of us who are opposed to religion cannot help but honor the courage of Paul. But if he wanted to
speak in such a place, he had to accept the theories of Neo-Platonism, then current in Rome, and to base his
message on them. (I once saw the essay of a student, which was copied word for word from Yao Chi-ch’uan’s
Essay on Li Ssu and passed off as his own. Paul was a little more courteous than this student: he changed the
author’s name, place, and perspective.)
The morality and philosophy of life found within the Bible, therefore, contain many things that are excellent.
But they are all window-dressing. (In his book The Problem of Human Life as Viewed by the Great Thinkers from
Plato to the Present Time, Eucken discusses the ins and outs of this in great detail.) Paul himself had a great taste
for intolerance and revenge. Moreover, since he as oppressed from outside, it was natural that his loathing for
those outside the Church should increase daily, and that internal conflicts should arise gradually between one
party and another. There was already a tendency towards prejudice and self-seeking to which vindictiveness was
added, but on the day the Church realized its ambitions, although it may not have learnt anything from Sung
Kung-ming,\fn{Aka Sung Chiang, an historical figure around whom was developed the novel All Men Are Brothers, or Water Margin}
who turned the river red as far as the sea in an act of vengeance, it forced people into the Church by wielding a
sword in its left hand and a Bible in its right.
The cruel punishments once employed by Roman pagans to control Christians were taken over one by one by
the Christian Church and used by it ever after. Churches became centers for quarrelling “Buddhas.” On one
occasion, because of a dispute over who was to be the Pope, one hundred and thirty seven corpses were left lying
in church. Because of a quarrel which took place at a conference concerned with the administration of the Church
people were murdered and their bodies dismembered. In Africa, as a result of a struggle between religious
factions, 200,000 people were put to death. On another occasion, in a dispute between two religious parties over
the question “Was Jesus God or man when he hung on the cross?” the argument raged until there was a deadlock.
Later, the two parties reached agreement and, to mark the occasion, joined forces and went off to murder some
pagans.
All this took place during the fourth and fifth centuries when Christianity first achieved a position of strength
(Constantine was converted to Christianity in 312). It is impossible to list all the atrocities carried out to eliminate
and is made up of elegantly written short stories dealing with the supernatural }
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pagans and heretics in later times. It is sufficient to note that in its dealings with heretics and pagans, the
principles which dominated the Christian Church were those of vengeance and intolerance. Nor is it possible to
lay all the blame at the doorstep of the later Church and to accuse it of having transformed the original gospel into
something cruel and oppressive. (This whole section is based on a Japanese translation of Ko-han’s Christianity
and Civilization.)
*
The Jesus of Reformed Christians
When Luther carried out his reformation he was assuredly a courageous man of sorts; but later he became
decrepit, and lost his vigor. There was certainly nothing wrong with the determination of the new religion to bring
to light the cruel punishments inflicted by followers of the old religion; but, when did the followers of the new
religion ever refrain from using the same methods in their treatment of members of the old religion? Moreover, it
was only after the new religion was well established that the superstitions of witchcraft began to flourish, and
innocent women were put to death in ways that do not bear description. (The death of France’s famous Joan of
Arc also belongs to the same category.)
The new and the old religions were alike in the use of such methods, and one can see from this that the
intolerant, vengeful and cruel character of the new religion is no different from that of the old. Lutherans could
not tolerate the Calvinists who had opposed the old religion at the same time as themselves. This is the kind of
spirit which permeates Christianity from beginning to end! Thus Fei-la says,
“The victory of the Christian church under the rule of Constantine brought about the complete annihilation in
the world of the excellent spirit of universal love which had been handed down from ancient times, and replaced it
with a spirit of extreme prejudice, bigotry and intolerance. Only in recent times has this spirit become more
moderate.”
These words are not only applicable to the old religion, but to the new religion as well.
But this kind of spirit was not the creation of the Christian church; it already existed in the ancient Jewish
religion. The evils perpetrated by Rome merely promoted this tendency. Nevertheless, before Christianity won the
sole hegemony in Europe there were many other religions which were very tolerant. When Christianity won
supreme control, however, members of other religions either capitulated to it, or, if they refused to do so, were put
to death. Only then was the spirit of Christianity consolidated. It donned the outer garment of universal love in
order to cover up its cruelty, envy, intolerance and vengefulness; it is certainly no accident that it did not change
for over a thousand years.
According to the laws of the old religion, if a slave brought a case against his master, he would not be
subjected to a legal examination, unless his master had committed a heinous crime; instead, the slave was first
roasted alive before the matter was further discussed. Later, when Luther was carrying out his reformation, the
people revolted against their rulers; but since the rulers had been converted to the new religion Luther said to
them,
“These stupid people don’t know their place.”
The rulers then let themselves go and slaughtered the people.
It should be obvious from this that “freedom” and “equality” in the old and new religions are just decorate
words: slaves should be burnt to death and the people murdered. What morality can one conceivably find in all
this?
The Jesus of the new religion is, therefore, the same as the Jesus of the old. He is a self-seeking, cruel, and
vengeful person. European adventurists, in their dealings with us Eastern non-Christians, utterly refuse to
recognize us as persons, and this attitude stems from the qualities inherent in Christianity. It really is a waste of
time to discuss freedom, equality, and universal love with them!
*
The Jesus of the New Idealist Philosophers
When the Hegelians emerged as a school Christianity had long since sunk, like the sun in the West, and it was
in the evening of its decline. Nevertheless, there were two schools of thought which sought to preserve it, the first
being the New Idealist which wanted to use it for its own purpose. I believe that those in China who used to
advocate the search for immortality, and who wished to place their own souls in the bodies of others in order to
use them to their own advantage, were called “house-robbers.” If they went further and were reborn, they were
termed “womb-borrowers.” According to the New Idealists,
“Those who wage war on behalf of religion, hoping to bring about a recovery of the power of religion are, at
the same time, fighting for a rebirth of religion: they are vigorously struggling on behalf of an articulate,
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structurally progressive, tolerant, free and great Christianity.” (Eucken: Haupt-probleme der Religions
philosophie der Gegenwart.) This indicates that the New Idealists are seeking to make Christianity loan them its
womb.
But when one investigates the matter a little more seriously, one realizes that they do not really want
Christianity to be reborn. What they are really doing is placing the soul of New Idealism inside the body of
Christianity so that they can borrow a little of its glory and thus facilitate the propagation of their own views. This
is nothing else but “house-robbing.” The Christianity they talk about is merely a guaranty of a kind of struggle in
the life of the spirit.
[In the second section of the fourth chapter of the same book] we find that the Jesus they acknowledge is a
person who is totally independent and self-confident and who, in warfare against the world, is able to come out
victorious; at the same time he has an inner life of the spirit which sustains him so he does not descend to
boastfulness and pride. Therefore the Jesus formerly proclaimed by the Church has been attacked to the point
where he has been denuded of his flesh, and having come into the hands of Eucken he has been transformed into a
lively, free, contemporary and unabashed personality. If this is not due to Eucken’s skill at raising a siege, it must
be put down to his adroitness as a “house-robber.”
In the end theologians will welcome Eucken. They are bound to feel that the life of the spirit and the God of
Christianity which he expounds are quite disparate. Even though they may not be satisfied with Eucken, however,
they will never dare attack him. What a dilemma!
So far no one has introduced Eucken’s theories to the East, so that for the moment it is natural that no notice
should be taken of the nature of Eucken’s Jesus. But before long these theories are sure to come to China. If we
understand the clever techniques of the “house-robber” we shall not be taken in by him.
*
The Jesus of Tolstoy
The second person to lend his support to Jesus and Christianity is Tolstoy. Tolstoy was a nihilist for thirty-five
years (according to his own words) and then, quite suddenly he began to talk about Jesus and Christianity. This
caused more than a little surprise among opponents of religion. But the moment one reads his books one realizes
that his support for Christianity and Jesus cannot compare with the effort made by Liu Ch’ung-li on behalf of his
sovereign,\fn{He was noted for his military prowess during the Liang Dyansty (502-557) } or the attempt by Yu Ch-uan to
remonstrate with his prince with the aid of a weapon.\fn{ He was a porter of the gate in the state of Ch’u, who remonstrated
with his ruler by threatening him in this manner } Even when it comes to the technique of “house-robbing” he is
determined not to exercise too much care. He virtually denies the Bible of modern times, and calls upon Jesus to
accept what he himself advocates. Only then does he make Jesus issue orders to the members of the church. I
doubt whether Yüan Shih-k’ai’s rape of the minds of the people could match Tolstoy’s for harshness.\fn{ Yüan Shihk’ai (1859-1916) forced the last Manchu emperor to retire on a pension, became the first president of the Chinese Republic, and then
sought to have himself made emperor of a new dynasty. }

The Jesus recognized by Tolstoy merely utters the few words found in the Sermon on the Mount, and
transforms and explains the ten commandments given by Moses. Nor does Tolstoy accept everything contained in
these few words. Using a method identical to that employed by Chin Sheng-t’an, in his editing of the text of the
Western Chamber, he attributes everything that is obscure to mistakes in the text.
To sum up, what Jesus advocates is nothing more nor less than Tolstoy’s own doctrine of non-resistance; all the
miracles are allegories; all references to eternal life have nothing to do with individual lives. Thus, the Jesus of
Tolstoy is merely a vessel for the doctrine of non-resistance. If one hears, out of the blue, that Tolstoy worships
Jesus and believes in Christianity but does not investigate the content of his thought, one will be making a grave
mistake.
*
Conclusion
From what I have said above, it should be clear that there is not sufficient evidence on which to determine the
importance or otherwise of the historical Jesus.
The Jesus of the New Idealism and the Jesus of Tolstoy are both sudden creations devised to serve the purposes
of their creators.
Thus the conclusion of our discussion must be that we must base our judgment on the personality of Jesus
upon the Jesus found in the Bible and proclaimed by adherents of both the old and new Christianity.
We are very sorry, but we have no alternative but to conclude that Jesus is a dishonest, intolerant, selfish,
wrathful, and vengeful idol.
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210.49 Excerpt from Old Buddha\fn{by Der Ling (1885-1944)} Peking?, China (F) 11
The home of Lan Kuei, “The Orchid,” was a haven of peace and contentment. Her father, long since retired
from his country’s service, with the rank, title and emoluments of a General, sat the hours away lazily. His pipe
was seldom absent from his lips, save when he slept and his relaxing lips allowed it to fall down across his ample
bosom to lie in the folds of his robe. At these moments his bell-shaped cap might go slightly askew on his head,
the red button pointing off at nothingness at a rakish angle. His wife, who loved to sew, because there was in-born
artistry in her fingertips, would gaze at this man who had been beside her down the endless avenues of the years,
and smile a little. No worries expressed themselves in the calm face of either, for life had been good to them. Life
had given them four children, two boys and two girls. Even now the two girls, in the little room behind the
canopies which separated it from the sitting room, were busily engaged in study of the classics. Their teacher,
lovable old soul, obese and short of breath, sat in there with them, and if at times they shirked their studies the
teacher did not mind especially, unless he wakened without warning and surprised the girls in idleness.
Lan Kuei, The Orchid, was ambitious. She was a dreamer, and her dreams were so vast that they sometimes
even frightened her, so that she told them to no one, nestling them close against her heart, poring over them in
secret, longing for knowledge whereby to make her dreams come true, longing for a distant sometime when she
might be able to break down the dictates of custom and have a peep at the world which lay beyond her doors, and
further still, beyond the walls which surrounded the quiet garden where the old gardener puttered the hours away,
loving hands slowly and gently busy with his beloved flowers and plants.
The father sat smoking, a bit lazily, half asleep. The mother was industriously sewing. The teacher, in the other
room, was nodding. The sisters pored over their books, and it is rather doubtful whether either really saw the
characters which sprawled across the pages like shapeless dragons out of some infant’s nightmare.
It was spring, and the peonies, azaleas, and magnolias were blooming in the walled garden beyond the doors.
Lan Kuei placed a pensive finger to her lips and peered through the window. Outside in the garden bees were
droning a sleepy lullaby. No wonder the teacher nodded, and the father dozed. For it was spring. Across the square
of garden visible to the dreaming eyes of Lan Kuei strode the figure of a servant, an amah to Lan Kuei, whose
name was Shou Chu, “Little Bamboo.” The servant, noiselessly striding across the somnolent square, looked up
and met the eyes of The Orchid. She placed a secretive finger to her lips, looked right and left apprehensively,
nodded her head, turned squarely about and vanished from the view of Lan Kuei, striding into the garden whence
she had come.
How well The Orchid knew that signal! She had seen it countless times before.
“He has just entered the garden, through the moon door!” the signal said.
Lan Kuei looked at her sister. Her sister, though she smiled slightly, was perturbed. She looked anxiously at the
nodding teacher, leaned forward to peer in at the parents. She almost shook her head in negation. And. then she
didn’t, for she loved this daring sister of hers. And Lan Kuei was daring, for a little lady of a high Manchu family.
Quietly, slowly, watching her teacher with almost frightened eyes, The Orchid rose from her place and slipped to
the hanging canopies, through which she passed, making scarcely a sound. She did not waken her father, whose
pipe had now fallen to lie upon the ample folds of his robe, and her mother looked up but did not question. It was
usual for Lan Kuei to take a brief walk in the garden at this time, and there could be no harm, especially since
Little Bamboo had just appeared at the door to accompany her lovely little mistress. So The Orchid passed into
the garden.
It was a huge garden, riotous with flowers. There were peonies, pink as the inside of a baby’s mouth, azaleas
white and pink, as though their little faces blushed with very shyness, magnolias white as the faces of Christian
nuns. From flower to flower, sipping their cloying sweetness, droned the bees in little armies, armies without
formation, their winged soldiers darting here and there as fancy drew them, humming to themselves their vast
enjoyment of the scents of spring. Trees of many different kinds ranged along the walls of the garden, trees and
shrubs bordered the pathway. Trees spread their mantles of cool shadow over the marble benches and tables which
were never missing from a Chinese garden of the better class. Dapplings of sunlight and shadow danced upon the
tiled roof of the little summerhouse in the garden’s most remote corner. The limbs of trees which made the
shadows seemed to be beckoning, signaling with their leafy arms, telling all who might see that here could be
found quiet peacefulness, where one might escape for an hour or two from the world of workaday things. And off
to the side of the summerhouse, where it nestled against the wall, was the moon door, which was now closed and
locked.
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Fancied security! Lan Kuei smiled softly to herself, as her feet, marching straight and without faltering, with
never a step taken in indecision, carried her toward the summerhouse. That door was closed and locked, but there
was a secret in the lock, a secret which was shared by three people. One was Little Bamboo, who had a key and
loved her little mistress as she might never love any other living thing, not even a child of her own body. The
second was Lan Kuei, The Orchid, whose feet now led her so straight to the third person who knew the secret of
the lock on the moon door. Of course there might have been a fourth who knew the secret, or guessed it; but this
possible fourth, the aged gardener, was very old, and very deaf, and almost blind, who, moreover, loved Lan Kuei,
too. He would never speak, this old gardener, unless Lan Kuei herself gave permission.
Straight to the summerhouse—with the faithful amah, Little Bamboo, treading in her very footsteps a little
way behind, respectfully as became a maid who served the highborn—moved Lan Kuei on her tiny unbound feet.
Straight to the summerhouse, up the steps through the doors, which she closed behind her soundlessly. Little
Bamboo did not enter the summerhouse. Little Bamboo was very wise. Moreover, she loved Lan Kuei as she
loved no other living thing. She went to the marble bench near the summerhouse, where she seated herself, facing
an area which was masked from the dwelling place of Lan Kuei by the summerhouse itself, so that if anyone
looked forth from the house, seeing her there, that one would know that Lan Kuei was beyond the summerhouse,
and think no more about the matter.
Very wise and clever was Little Bamboo, in whom Lan Kuei had the utmost faith.
Lan Kuei entered the summerhouse, closed the doors behind her.
From a bench before a long table, a table on which reposed several books, some opened, some closed, rose a
young Manchu in all the glory of young manhood. His eyes were alight as Lan Kuei came in and he saw her,
noted anew the rare beauty of her, the fragile hands, the black eyebrows, like the wings of tiny blackbirds, the
shapely feet which just peeped out below the hem of her pale lavender gown. A beautiful picture, Lan Kuei, in her
gown that just matched the atmosphere which possessed the garden and the summerhouse. Gold braid trimmed
the bottom of the gown. Shining buttons, like a string of precious stones, hung about her neck, fit frame for the
cameo-like loveliness of her face. A high forehead was hers. Red silk strings held in confinement the hair which
came down to make a square black line along the center of her finely chiseled brow. Her cheeks just now were
flushed as, closing the doors behind her, she stood, erect as a little soldier, to face the admiration of the Manchu
young gentleman who rose to receive her.
“Yung Lu,” she murmured his name. “I have come again.”
He took her little hands in his. A picture these two made; Lan Kuei in pale lavender, Yung Lu the somewhat
gaudy uniform which became him in spite of its gaudiness, of a Manchu Guard Commander. A regal pair. He held
her hands, looking into her eyes, noting her flushed cheeks, in which he read the story he most desired to read,
and Lan Kuei did not deny him. They were alone. It was against all the dictates of custom. No Manchu maid may
meet, without a chaperon, a Manchu gentleman. Least of all might she go to him secretly, so that he hold her
hands, smile into her eyes with eyes that danced and told their age-old story. Yet Lan Kuei had come, and Yung
Lu, straight, tall and proud, held her hands, gripping them firmly—yet not too firmly, because they were so
fragile, like petals of a gorgeous flower—and looked into her eyes, black pools in whose depths all the feminine
wisdom of the world was mirrored.
Their hands clung. Thus far they had not disobeyed the dictates of custom. A Manchu man and a Manchu maid
might clasp hands to show affection. They might do no more. But Lan Kuei had already come to a secret meeting.
Her punishment would be as great as though she had allowed herself to show more openly the affection she felt
for this handsome guardsman. So, when he drew her to him, still smiling, a smile that was gentle, a lover’s smile,
she did not resist him. She could not resist Yung Lu, because he was so gentle, because he always disarmed her
opposition with his smile. He held her at the full length of his arms, which were strong to hold her captive.
“You are beautiful, Lan Kuei,” he almost whispered it. “I love you as 1 could love no other, were that other my
sister or my mother. There was never another like you in the world. You could be a queen if you desired, and the
great men of the world would lay the wealth of the world at your little feet, and would fight among themselves for
the merest glance of approbation from those black eyes of yours. How beautiful you are! How much I love you! 1
wonder if you know!”
Lan Kuei held silent for a long moment, searching the eyes, reading the smiling lips of this man who had come
to her secretly in her own garden, daring the fury of her parents, flouting the ancient traditions; and her own lips
almost parted in a tremulous smile.
“1 know,” she said softly at last, “because 1 love you, too.”
They sought each other's arms again, and the world stood still.
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There came a slight sound from outside the summerhouse. Lan Kuei stepped back from Yung Lu.
“Little Bamboo gives the signal,” she whispered, “and I must go. Tomorrow, Yung Lu?” He nodded, releasing
her with vast reluctance.
“I am calling on your parents in a few moments,” he said with that quiet smile of his. “This time I shall not
come through the moon door. I have news of import for your father. You may listen from beyond the canopies of
your study. I do not tell you now, because our moments together are so few that there seems nothing important to
tell you save that I love, shall love you always, Lan Kuei, and shall be faithful to you to the grave.”
She brushed his lips lightly with her fingertips. A daring gesture, since no Manchu maiden of reserve might
offer a caress unasked. But then, you see, Yung Lu had said he loved her. She was gone, out of the summerhouse, and Yung Lu watched her through a window, until the corner of her father’s house hid her from view. He
saw the servant, Little Bamboo, come back after a time, toward the moon door.
The door swung open. Yung Lu quitted the summerhouse swiftly, without a glance to right or left, knowing
that Little Bamboo would not unlock the door if there were danger of detection, and passed from the garden,
through the wall, leaving his life’s most precious gift behind him. Then he circled the wall, approached the
dwelling-place of the general, was announced by a servant, entered as an honored guest.
Lan Kuei’s father wakened at his entrance, hurriedly retrieved his pipe from the ample folds of his robe. The
mother rested her sewing on her knees. In the room beyond the canopies, where Yung Lu could see the bowed
heads of Lan Kuei and her sister as they pored studiously over their books, the teacher snapped awake with a start;
and an ejaculation that was wordless, sounding like a snort of impatience, came from his fat lips. He barked
something at the girls in mandarin, and the bowed heads bent lower. Yung La smiled, and seemed not to see what
transpired in the room beyond the canopies.
He seated himself on the kang, a shelf-like bed, against the wall opposite the door by which he had entered,
and servants brought tea and cakes. Lan Kuei’s father would never fail in hospitality, especially if the visitor were
Yung Lu. He loved Yung Lu as a son, and back in the depths of his mind the thought was hidden that Yung Lu
might one day be his son indeed. No-one knew this thought, save only Lan Kuei’s father. Her mother had a
thought that was very like it, but she said nothing, either, since always the father rules the household, and arranges
the marriages of the children. But the mother could wait in patience, and hope for happiness for Lan Kuei. Yung
Lu must certainly have smiled had he been able to read the thoughts of the two old people, parents of the girl
whom he loved, who loved him. But he did not know.
So there were five people who had secrets in the house of Lan Kuei. Little Bamboo, who shared with Lan Kuei
the secret of the trysting place. Lan Kuei’s sister, who guessed more than she really knew—because this calm
sister was somewhat of an enigma to her; she was always dreaming, oft-times spoke of great ambitions, far
beyond attainment for ladies highly born, who might never go forth into the world to seek the pot of gold at the
foot of the rainbow of their fancy. Lan Kuei’s father had his secret. The mother had a secret, too.
But it was Yung Lu himself, all unknowing, who caused the most secret of these secrets to remain secrets
forever.
He was a Guard Commander, entrusted with command of a detachment which watched at the gates of the
Forbidden City, safeguarding the lives and property of the Imperial Clan, and because such responsibility was his
he often had news of what transpired beyond the walls of the Forbidden City. This news he always brought to the
father of Lan Kuei, because the father, being very old, still interested in the armed service where he could no
longer command, liked the feel of gossip on his tongue.
It was after the usual civilities, the traditional circumlocutions which masked the real purpose of his visit, that
Yung Lu told his story.
“The Empress has failed to bear a son to Hsien Feng,” he said tentatively.
The old man said nothing. He merely allowed a trickle of smoke to pass his lips. But his eyes were very bright.
Yung Lu would tell him, after a while. Yung Lu seemed deeply interested in the tea the servants had placed before
him, and the cakes. He knew how to secure the most from a dramatic announcement.
“There is no heir to the throne of the Middle Kingdom,” said Yung Lu a moment later.
And then the news came out with a rush. Yung Lu had noticed the impatient tossing of the head beyond the
canopies, the head of Lan Kuei, who listened when she seemed to be studiously immersed in her classics.
“So,” he said, “Hsien Feng has decreed that he will take a Secondary Wife. She must come, of course, from a
family of high degree. Seventeen young Manchu women, whose names are borne on the registry of titled births,
have been named in the decree. They are to go to the Forbidden City on a date which will be decreed later, in
order that Hsien Feng, the Emperor, may make his choice from among them. Her Majesty, the Empress, they tell
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me, is furious. But there is really nothing she can do. The Emperor is all-powerful. There will shortly be a
Secondary Wife at the court of the Manchus. His Majesty hopes thus to repair the royal fortunes and beget an heir
to the throne of China!”
Lan Kuei then did a remarkable thing. She ignored her teacher. She paid no heed to the horrified frown of her
sister. She rose from her place, failing even to close the book she had been pretending to read, and entered the
room.
“My name is among the seventeen!” she said, her voice high-pitched with excitement. “I know it is!
Something tells me here!”
She pressed her fragile hand to her heart. Yung Lu’s heart became cold within his breast. There was something,
something cold, heavy and depressing, like the hand of a person drowned, which pressed heavily upon the heart of
him. His face was stony as he met the gaze of Lan Kuei. He looked at Lan Kuei’s father. The father looked aghast
at Lan Kuei, his mouth gaping open as he sought for words.
And then a servant announced the royal messenger. It was a messenger, a eunuch in official robes, who entered
importantly, as became a herald for Hsien Feng, and tendered to Lan Kue’s father a bit of yellow paper, stamped
with many seals.
An Imperial Decree! A mere piece of yellow paper, China’s color for royalty!
Yet it was destined to change the whole life of Yung Lu, of Lan Kuei, and to write whole chapters in the
ponderous history of the Middle Kingdom. Lan Kuei’s father read it, stiffly performed the kowtows decreed by
custom, and looked up at Yung Lu.
But the door had already closed behind the Guard Commander. He had guessed, perhaps, or perhaps his heart
had told him, what message the eunuch brought to this dwelling place of his beloved, and long before the aged
general had finished reading, Yung Lu had passed for a second time that day, this time unseeing, from the garden
which sheltered the summerhouse where he had dared to dream and hope for his dream’s fulfillment.
*
Dense crowds milled incessantly before Tung Wha Men, the East Gate, along the length and breadth of Nan
Chi Tzu, the street which passes close to the gates of the far-flung Forbidden City. There were coolies bearing
market produce, coolies bearing sedan chairs, whose occupants were hidden from view by the silken canopies
which sheltered them. A barber plied his trade in an eddy in the crowd, and a host of idlers watched him with the
utmost interest as he performed cleaning operations upon the huge ears of a coolie who had just now saved the
price to pay for tonsorial attention. A milling flood of unwashed humanity, going nowhere with great speed,
returning mysteriously with their missions, whatever they may have been, accomplished to their satisfaction. The
air was vibrant with shouted words in a dozen different dialects. Men and women jostled one another goodhumoredly, or swore roundly in the vile oaths of cooliedom, according to their natures. It was a primitive crowd,
engaged upon the great business of pandering to its own stomach, seeking futile amusements—milling, jostling,
with nowhere to go and with all eternity in which to reach their destinations.
In another eddy in the crowd, a youthful cobbler sat upon the chest of drawers which held the tools of his
trade. He wasn’t happy, this cobbler, for he was ambitious, and a cobbler does not stand high in the social scale.
But he comforted himself with the knowledge that, low as he was on the scale, he had climbed the social ladder
from a rung far lower in China’s scheme of classifying her people.
Just at the moment he was idle. Moodily, his eyes narrowed, his lower lip sagging petulantly, he stared at the
high walls which surrounded the Forbidden City, at the yellow tiles of the forest of roofs beyond, where all the
splendor of the Manchu holy of holies so emphasized his own poverty. Thoughtfully he munched away on a
turnip, for turnips were cheap, could be purchased with one copper cash, and there was no need of fire to prepare
them. There was no salt, no seasoning, and the cobbler ate his turnip peeling and all, unwilling to lose any of the
food value of his repast. He was very poor; but he had been poorer by far, and knew that food, food of any kind,
was not to be scorned. People jostled him as he passed, and he snarled impartially at them all. Not that he nurtured
enmity against the people themselves, but because the world had used him ill, and he hated her in all her myriad
manifestations.
He sighed, after a while; his eyes swerved from their steadfast consideration of the Forbidden City, and,
ignoring the crowd which swirled, an endless stream, about him, he fell to examining the folds of the worn,
ragged, patched, padded gown which protected his unwashed body from the rigors of winter, and the cold of
Peking nights. His pigtail, which he never found it necessary to comb, next claimed his attention. Ever and anon
he snarled again, crushing between his sharp nails the tiny occupants of his gown, and of his pigtail; but his snarls
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as he rid himself of crawling pests were snarls of satisfaction, because he joyed in vengeance. A surly boy, this
youthful cobbler.
His name was Li Lien Ying. He was indescribably dirty, his face needed washing, had needed washing for
years. He was under sixteen, though large for his years. A more unprepossessing person could scarcely have been
found on a search the length and breadth of the Middle Kingdom. Yet he was worthy of notice, though there was
none in all the crowd could know that. Li Lien Ying himself did not know it.
But it was written in the stars that this humble cobbler, with a temper that bordered on insanity, with a lust for
vengeance against the world that might never be satisfied, was destined to write his name large in the history of
China. Just now he gazed enviously at the closed gates of the Forbidden City, and cursed the inmates of the city
under his breath, or aloud if he felt that no informers could overhear. He would have given his soul for a glimpse
into the holy of holies. But the Forbidden City was not for the class to which Li Lien Ying belonged.
There was a story behind Li Lien Ying. No so long ago he had been a farmer in the north. A farmer who tilled
the fields, slept on dirty rags if rags were procurable, ate corn or millet, or went hungry if no corn or millet were
available, and did his daily, back-breaking stint in the parched and tortured fields—fields annually called upon to
produce food for the stomachs of more people than could be reasonably fed. There had been beatings of the
bamboo at the hands of a harassed father. There had been days and years when Li Lien Ying had not known what
it was to enjoy a full meal. His waking hours were filled with thoughts of food, because his stomach was
perpetually empty. He dreamed of food, and while he slept he rubbed his stomach in anticipation, and woke to
snarl anew at the world because his dreams lacked substance and did not satisfy his cravings.
He had run away from the harsh fields of his ancestors. Peking, the melting pot of China, where one may hear
the dialects of all the provinces, of all the Oriental and Occidental countries under the sun, had claimed him. The
life was harsh and terrible, but the fields where his back had almost become permanently bowed from perpetual
toil were definitely behind him, relegated to the limbo of the past and gone.
Yet Li Lien Ying was not satisfied. Li Lien Ying never would be satisfied. He had been deprived of so much in
his youth, if he might be said ever to have had a period of youth, that no matter how much the world might lay at
his feet in the end, he would go to his grave with his major cravings—especially craving for food—unsatisfied,
and with a snarl of hatred at the world he was leaving.
He had served his apprenticeship as a coolie, bearing twin baskets on his shoulders—twin baskets whose dirty
interiors received bits of coal, cigarette butts cast aside by the affluent, all the odds and ends which clog the
gutters of any city of size. He retrieved these usable oddments fastidiously, with a long stick provided with
pincers at the end, so that his hands, already grimy, since he could not recall when they had been washed, might
not be further contaminated by contact with refuse from the gutters. Fastidious, after a fashion, was Li Lien Ying.
He never washed his face or his body, or combed his queue, and crawling things found refuge in his garments, but
Li Lien Ying boasted pride of a sort.
He was proud of Li Lien Ying. He took pride in the fact that, low as was his station in life, it was far above that
which he had forever put behind him. He toyed with his cobbler’s knife, a two-handled, razor-like knife in the
shape of a half circle, and thought of the past, and wondered what; the future held in store for him. He had come
this far, from farmer-slave to cobbler. How much further might he go, if he diligently applied himself? His gift for
saving was prodigious. A turnip, for example, cost a copper cash, yet he purchased this raw food but rarely,
because, through skill and courage, turnips could so easily be stolen.
He raised his head, noting that a lull had settled over the crowd. The crowd was still there. It was always there.
But it had fallen suddenly silent. Noises Li Lien Ying did not mind; for Peking was full, ever and always full, of
noises—and of smells. But when there was no noise, he noticed, as did all the others in that vast crowd which had
milled and eddied along the length and breadth of Nan Chi Tzu.
Li Lien Ying noticed, as I have said, and raised his head to see what had silenced the vast concourse of the
lowly.
A mounted cavalcade was passing along the center of Nan Chi Tzu. Men in gorgeous gowns of the finest silk.
They were mounted on curvetting, lively Mongolian ponies. The ponies were gray or pure white, with long
flowing manes, decked in all the glory of royal stables. Leading the cavalcade was an obese man, astride a
dancing gray. Behind this man rode the most striking man in the group. A great man, one knew at once by the look
of him. He held his head high, and proudly, as became a man of noble birth. The others in the cavalcade wore caps
bedight\fn{Adorned} with gleaming pearls, but none wore so many pearls, or wore them so grandly, as this second
man. Behind this second man were sixteen others, all mounted, outriders for the second in line. Some carried
whips, and as the cavalcade passed gloriously along, its members ignoring the riffraff which eddied and swirled
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through Nan Chi Tzu, those who carried whips laid them lustily upon the backs, the legs, arms, and even faces of
those who did not swiftly enough make way for the prancing ponies of the mighty, the highly placed. A regal
procession of Mongolian ponies, proud of their burdens.
Li Lien Ying’s mouth fell open in amazement. This was his first visit to Nan, Chi Tzu. He did not know the
habits of this crowded street, or the great folk who deigned to pass along its odorous length. Li Lien Ying plucked
at the sleeve of a man who stood before him, almost masking his view of the approaching cavalcade.
“Get out of my way, turtle!” he snarled at this one.
The man made haste to oblige. He even smiled at the vehemence of the young cobbler, who thawed enough to
ask another question.
“Who is that? Who are these mighty ones who lay the lash upon the common folk as though they were dogs in
the gutter?” The man addressed looked at Li Lien Ying in surprise.
“Surely you must be new in Peking, not to know them?”
“Enough!” snapped Li Lien Ying, who had no patience with the circumlocutions so necessary to Chinese
conversation. “Answer my question!”
“That,” began the man—and then hesitated, joying in anticipation of a dramatic announcement—“is An Teh
Hai, Chief Eunuch to His Imperial Majesty, Hsien Feng, the Emperor! The others with him are eunuchs, too, but
lesser eunuchs, who are honored at being chosen as outriders to so great a man as An Teh Hai! They have just left
the Forbidden City for a ride about the streets which border the Forbidden City, where they live, and enjoy the
bounty of the Imperial tables!”
“What,” asked Li Lien Ying, “is a eunuch?” And then he snarled when the man burst into laughter.
“You must be ignorant indeed, fellow, if you do not know that eunuchs are the chosen fortunates of the Middle
Kingdom! They—but don’t you know?”
Li Lien Ying replied again that he did not know. The man laughed once more, and offered detailed
explanations.
“They are very rich, the eunuchs,” he added. “They receive more money than they can spend. They feed on the
best. Look! An Teh Hai has the stomach of a sow that is ready for the knife of the butcher, and yet I’ll wager he’s
always hungry, always ready to gorge himself on food such as folk like us never even see, save when the scraps
are thrown from the gates of the Forbidden City during some rare mood of His Majesty the Emperor.”
“How,” said Li Lien Ying, quietly, “does one become a eunuch?”
“It is not difficult,” replied his gossipy informant. “All one needs is courage—and a knife. That cobbler’s knife
of yours, for example …”
Li Lien Ying gazed at the knife in question, gripped its handles more tightly in his two hands. He pressed the
man for further details which the latter gave freely, since it cost him nothing, and he could talk and watch the
passing cavalcade simultaneously.
Then An Teh Hai rode past where Li Lien Ying sat. Li’s informant bowed and stepped aside to avoid the lashes
of the outriders. Li Lien Ying did not stand up. He stared boldly at the members of the cavalcade. Its leader, in
advance of the great man, looked down at him.
“Stand up!” he whined, in a high voice that was oddly like that of a hysterical woman.
But Li Lien Ying did not stand. He merely ignored the speaker, and devoted himself to a fresh turnip; and the
press of eunuchs in rear forced forward the eunuch who might otherwise have stopped to deal out punishment to
the man who had failed to do honor to the Chief Eunuch of His Majesty.
“An Teh Hai!” muttered Li Lien Ying to himself. “An Teh Hai!”
The name, somehow, had a familiar sound to him. It was easy to trace ancestry in China. He’d remember the
name of the Chief Eunuch, and make inquiries. Long after the cavalcade had passed, Li Lien Ying sat bowed in
thought. Once he raised his eyes to the walls of the Forbidden City, and the yellow tiles of the forest of roofs
beyond. Now his face, however, was not hate-filled as it had been when first he had gazed upon the holy of holies
of the Manchus. It was very thoughtful. Li Lien Ying was a man of intelligence, for all that he had never spent one
day of his life in school, or learned to read the classics, or make the sprawling characters which every educated
Chinese must master.
When night had fallen Li Lien Ying wended his way to an obscure section of Peking, where among others of
his kind he might seek additional information and find it. He asked much about eunuchs, what one did to gain
entry to the Forbidden City after all requirements had been fulfilled—and he asked many questions about An Teh
Hai.
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It was a very old man, a professional story-teller, who gave him the clue he sought. It was rather astounding,
when one considered the matter; but the fact remained that Li Lien Ying, the scrofulous, smallpox-marked
cobbler, was a distant relative of the Chief Eunuch to His Imperial Majesty, Hsien Feng the Emperor!
Li Lien Ying was a man of intelligence. He made a momentous decision, once satisfied with his myriad
investigations. He went forth into the highways and byways, stealing wherever he went, gathering food against
the time when he would not be able to go out and seek it. Then, first taking a grimy restaurant-keeper into his
confidence, he found a place where he would not be disturbed during the period of waiting, and laid his plans.
They were deep plans, concerning which he told no one. Close mouthed all his days was Li Lien Ying. It was his
very secretiveness which was to prove his greatest ally in the years to come.
In his plans, however, figured a certain implement out of the trade he was leaving behind him, casting it into
the past as he had flung off, like an outworn garment, the life of a farmer—and that implement was the cobbler’s
knife which his informant in Nan Chi Tzu had called most forcibly to his attention.
Li Lien Ying became a eunuch by his own hand; and when the dreadful period of his convalescence had
passed, a white-faced neuter presented himself at the gates of the Forbidden City.
It was Li Lien Ying, who had put behind him forever the life of a humble cobbler.
*
This was a memorable day for China. It was also a memorable day for seventeen little Manchu ladies who
were daughters of men of the first rank, men who were authorized to wear the red coral button. For it was the day
when Hsien Feng had decreed that they appear in court, together, and at a certain hour. It was known the length
and breadth of Peking that Hsien Feng was taking a Secondary Wife. The seventeen little ladies, and their parents,
were in a very fever of excitement. This meant honor for the daughter, were she chosen. It meant power, prestige,
for the father of the fortunate girl. It meant happiness—perhaps—for the girl herself.
So seventeen girls whose names were borne on the decree were wildly excited as the date drew near. Each girl
wondered whether or not she would be chosen. Only Lan Kuei did not wonder. She knew. Deep in her heart she
had always known. She told the reason for her knowledge to her father. Then she told no other person, not until
many years later, when time had fled for scores of years down its endless corridors.
A devout Buddhist, she had prayed that good fortune attend her, as soon as she found that her name was borne
on the first decree. She had burned incense before her shrine, in a corner of her father’s garden, had knelt and
asked the gods of her race to prosper her, to feed her ambitions—ambitions in which Yung Lu did not figure,
though she loved him, and had told him that she loved him. And this was the story she had told her father:
“I burned incense before the shrine, father. The smoke which rose from the burner eddied, swayed, and took
the form of a man’s face. I had never seen the face. But in my heart I knew who it was! It was an omen, Father! I
shall become the Secondary Wife of the Emperor!”
Her father had been skeptical. He had never really understood this child of his. She was a dreamer, and the
father did not understand dreamers. He was phlegmatic himself, open, as easily readable as the faces of the many
clocks which cluttered up the corners of his dwelling-place.
Lan Kuei, on one of her meetings with Yung Lu, who met her several times after he learned that her name had
been borne on the Emperor’s first decree, had stood on the rockery beyond the summerhouse, where they could
look over and into the noisy street which passed the wall about the home of Lan Kuei. A cavalcade had passed by,
and the face of one of the riders had attracted the gaze of Lan Kuei. She turned to Yung Lu.
“Who is that man?” she asked.
Yung Lu was bitter. His lip curled slightly, but he made answer.
“That is His Imperial Majesty, Hsien Feng the Emperor,” he said.
Lan Kuei’s eyes narrowed thoughtfully. The great man and his cavalcade passed without anyone who
accompanied the Emperor taking note of the two who stood on the rockery beyond the wall. Lan Kuei whispered
to herself.
“The face is the same,” she told herself. “It is the face I saw in the smoke from the incense burner!”
An omen! An omen of good or evil fortune. Only the years could tell. But from that moment, Lan Kuei
discouraged the lover-like overtures of Yung Lu, who loved her more as the days passed, loved her more and more
madly as she receded from him, drawing into her dream-house, which was a place of ambitions that had no end.
So the great day drew near. And seventeen little ladies of high Manchu families journeyed to the Forbidden
City for the private audience with Their Majesties, Hsien Feng the Emperor, and his Empress, Tzu An.
Seventeen excited little ladies, hobbling into the City on their Manchu shoes of the terribly high heels, each
one eager to become Secondary Wife to Hsien Feng. The clacking of their high-heeled shoes, their excited
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chattering with the others who went—since the decree insisted that they all arrive together. They were dressed in
many colors, the best that money could buy. All wore the high black headdresses of the unmarried, with the lotus
designs, the pink flowers in the center, the seed pearls here and there, and various designs dear to the hearts of the
several seventeen. There were dabs of rouge on the trembling lower lips. Eyes were bright and shining with
anticipation. It was a great honor to be concubine to the Emperor of the Middle Kingdom!
Lan Kuei, The Orchid, was a trifle late to the audience. This may have been intentional. It may have been
accident. It was never wise to be late to audience with His Majesty, nevertheless, Lan Kuei was late, and it may be
that the moment or two she was late changed the whole history of China.
Yung Lu was at the gate through which Lan Kuei entered the Forbidden City. He was very straight, very proud,
in his uniform of the Manchu Guardsman. His face was expressive of hope, and of hopelessness, a veritable
battleground of emotions. He was proud of Lan Kuei, because he loved her. He wished her to be chosen, because
all honor would be hers; but if she were chosen, he would lose her forever. 1£ she were not chosen she would be
unhappy all her days, and if she were chosen she might also be unhappy. All these things Yung Lu knew. Yet he
stood very proud, and very straight, as Lan Kuei, on her entrance to the Forbidden City, saw him on duty at the
gate. His eyes looked straight into Lan Kuei’s eyes, and his stiff lips, which strove to keep from trembling, shaped
the words:
“You are glorious today, Lan Kuei!”
She smiled a little. She read the face of Yung Lu; but she was ambitious. She comforted herself for failing
Yung Lu with the knowledge that her name had been written in that first decree, and that she would have been
compelled to come to the Forbidden City in spite of any reluctance she might have entertained. But she had
prepared herself for this audience. She wore her best, and she would not have been a woman had she not known
that she was “glorious,” as Yung Lu had said. She wore her favorite color, lavender. She was “glorious” indeed.
She could not hide from herself, nor from Yung Lu, that she would be very unhappy indeed if she were not
chosen.
The question of loving, or of being loved, entered into the matter not at all. She passed Y ung Lu without a
backward glance, putting love from her.
The sixteen had already entered the place of the private audience when Lan Kuei, The Orchid, arrived. The
sixteen were a laughing lot. They were excited, expectant—for one of them would be chosen as Secondary Wife.
The room in which the sixteen were was a double room, with a partition, a partition which was pierced by many
shelves, shelves which groaned under their burdens of priceless treasures. Under the windows wide benches, high
as tables, lined the walls; and the tables, too, were heavily laden with treasures—works of art in jade, porcelain,
cloisonne, gold, and precious stones. Scrolls upon the wall, signed by great artists who had long since passed to
whatever rewards were theirs, testified to the tastes of the Emperor and the Empress. There were landscapes and
seascapes by the greatest Chinese artists, living and dead; there were scrolls which set forth the merits of
Emperors dead and gone these many years. The brick floor sounded and resounded to the clacking of high-heeled
Manchu shoes, as little Manchu ladies exhibited their graces, and their plumage, before Hsien Feng the Emperor.
They passed freely here and there, looking at the priceless treasures, the like of which they had never seen before,
and as they walked, always the provocative glances, glances intended to be alluring, at Hsien Feng.
There were eunuchs, servants, ladies-in-waiting. The audience hall was a busy place. As the young ladies
passed in review Hsien Feng, seated, on the right of his Empress—who, by the way, was almost frowning in high
displeasure—glanced casually from youthful face to youthful face. Almost bored was Hsien Feng.
Then entered Lan Kuei, The Orchid, sweetheart of Yung Lu.
The Orchid made no pretense of trying to please. As Lan Kuei, no more no less, she had left her father’s house.
As Lan Kuei, no more no less, she entered into the presence of the two greatest people in all China. Natural, was
Lan Kuei, exhibiting no graces that were not naturally hers. She sent no provocative glances at Hsien Feng. She
did not strive to please. She seemed as bored as Hsien Feng himself. She was easily the most beautiful of the
seventeen, and the other sixteen recognized that fact at once. Hostile glances, envious glances, were cast at Lan
Kuei, but she paid no heed to any. Then in a droning voice the Chief Eunuch, An Teh Hai, began to intone the
names and ages of the seventeen.
“Pou Yu” (Precious Jade).
“Lan Kuei” (The Orchid). On down the list, sing-song of voice, read An Teh Hai, the Chief Eunuch.
The Empress had a voice in the choosing of a Secondary Wife. Often, as the names were read, after all the
seventeen had kowtowed together, Hsien Feng would turn to his Empress, with a question on his lips.
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“What do you think of this one?” The little lady in question would be called before the Empress, who would
take her hands and examine them.
“She will not do! Her hands are not the hands of the high-born! They are too coarse!” This in the court
language, which the seventeen could not understand.
“And what of this one?”
“She will not do, either. She tries to walk with decorum, but does not know how.”
“Which of the seventeen do you believe suitable?”
“My choice would be her who is named Pou Yu!”
The Emperor almost smiled, almost forgot his Imperial dignity, for Pou Yu was not fortunate in the matter of
beauty. She was marred by a few smallpox scars, and her eyes were crossed. Moreover she walked awkwardly.
She was very anxious to be chosen, for she looked very often toward the Emperor, and tried to be alluring; and
because of her crossed eyes she only succeeded in appearing ludicrous. So the Emperor, at mention of Pou Yu,
only shook his head slightly.
“I like the girl Lan Kuei,” he said finally, “she has all the graces. She makes no pretense of being other than
she is, and she is very beautiful.”
“I do not feel she is suitable, for the very reason you name! She is too beautiful to be good!”
Once more Hsien Feng shook his head, but for a different reason. Lan Kuei missed nothing, though she
appeared bored with the whole proceeding. Very wise, and clever, was Lan Kuei, for she noted that the eyes of
His Majesty came back to her again and again. No thought of Yung Lu entered her mind during the audience. She
willed that the man on the throne,\fn{ The text has kong, here and just below, which is surely incorrect:H } beside the Empress
—whom Lan Kuei recognized immediately as an implacable enemy—desire her from all the seventeen. She
studied his face when opportunity offered, when he was not looking at her, and remembered the omen of the
spiraling smoke from the incense burner; how that smoke had taken the form of a man’s face—and the man in the
smoke was the man on the Imperial throne before her at this moment, up there beside the Empress whom Lan
Kuei recognized as an enemy.
Lan Kuei’s heart beat high with excitement, though she gave no sign, seemed not to notice when the other
sixteen, who, being women after all, missed nothing, looked at her with hostile glances, sensing that the Emperor
preferred her to them all. Still, though the sixteen knew the Emperor had already made his choice, they strove to
attract his attention, giggled often, strode here and there with exaggerated dignity, kowtowed, laughing, before an
imaginary Emperor when the real Emperor seemed not to notice—because his eyes were otherwhere—seeking to
compel Hsien Feng to alter the choice he had already made within his mind.
Tea was served, so that the Empress and the Emperor might observe the ladies closer, know something of the
training that had been theirs. The girls giggled often still, looked into one another’s eyes, smiling—save that when
any of the sixteen looked at Lan Kuei, that one did not smile at all. The Empress and the Emperor, long before the
audience was over—despite the fact that the decree had given the period of the audience, at the end of which the
little ladies must leave whether they willed or no—were plainly bored. Proof, their boredom, that Hsien Feng had
already made his choice, and that it was really not necessary for them to wait.
Lan Kuei did not look again at Hsien Feng the Emperor. She already knew all she cared to know.
The end of the audience was near. The Emperor shifted in his seat upon the throne. His eyes, for the merest
fraction of a second, swerved again to rest upon Lan Kuei, easily the most beautiful of the seventeen. After a
while the Chief Eunuch, glancing at one of the many ornate clocks which ornamented the hall of the audience,
made pronouncement.
“The audience is ended. You may all go.”
Had none been chosen? No, that was not the answer. Sixteen had not been chosen. One had been chosen. All
were dismissed, though, in order that the fortune of the one would not make envious the other sixteen, or cause
the less fortunate to “lose face.” Of the seventeen who were leaving, one would return later, in obedience to
another Imperial decree.
Seventeen beautiful Manchu little ladies, one of whom, Pou Yu, was only less beautiful than all the others,
kowtowed gracefully to their Emperor and his Empress, and withdrew.
Lan Kuei glanced at Yung Lu as she passed out through the gate, to where her sedan chair was waiting; but she
scarcely saw him. She was thinking that soon there would be another Imperial decree, ordering one of the
seventeen back to court, which she might never leave again.
Seventeen little ladies, the oldest scarcely seventeen, the youngest scarcely fourteen, passed out of the
Forbidden City. Sixteen of them would return no more. Yet one would return; and Lan Kuei, sure in her heart that
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she had been fortunate, scarcely saw Yung Lu, or the misery in his face, as she passed out of the Forbidden City,
took her place in her sedan chair, and was borne into the heart of Peking.
Was she sure she had been selected? Long years later she said:
“I was leaving with the others; but I knew I would return, and that soon!”
She stopped to make a trivial purchase at one of the many little shops along Hattamen Street, and the keeper of
the shop, because perhaps business had been dull for days, was very much lacking in civility to Lan Kuei. Lan
Kuei resented his incivility. She allowed the shopkeeper to know of her resentment.
“When I am Secondary Wife to His Majesty, Hsien Feng, I shall have you decapitated!” she told him.
The shopkeeper laughed scornfully. But he was to remember her words, as she herself remembered them, and
laughed over the memory, as she related the story in the years that then were still ahead.
If she ever had tender thoughts of Yung Lu thereafter, she told them to no one—unless it were Yung Lu himself
—but if she did, Yung Lu, faithful to her until death, never told.
So Lan Kuei returned to the house of her father, and waited—but during the wait she quietly prepared the
elaborate headdress of the married Manchu lady.
*
A little lady, Lan Kuei, waited in her father’s house for the summons. She knew it would come. All her life she
had known something marvelous would happen to her. She had always been ambitious, had always dreamed great
dreams. Though this was to go beyond her wildest hopes, to her it was not unexpected, because she dared to
dream.
So she sat in her father’s house and waited. How different this time the demeanor of the messengers who came
with the tidings! On the first visit the eunuch who had brought the decree had been arrogant, supercilious, with the
air of one who bestows largess, or casts pearls before swine. This time there were many eunuchs who came;
eunuchs who carried priceless presents for the father and the mother of Lan Kuei, The Orchid; eunuchs bearing an
empty sedan chair of great richness.
Lan Kuei, expecting the summons, had expected to be wildly excited. Yet when the great moment came, when
she saw the eunuchs, a great crowd of them dressed in the robes of office, approaching her house, she was very
calm, took it all as a matter of course. She had expected greatness, and greatness had been thrust upon her, all
because of the fact that she had been born beautiful.
The father and mother were in ecstasies over the presents, worth many thousands of taels, they were overjoyed
at the good fortune of their daughter Lan Kuei. They took the presents, after the eunuchs had been announced and
had politely entered the dwelling-place, and gave Lan Kuei into their keeping. Regally, as one to the manner born,
Lan Kuei left the house of her father, where she had enjoyed those ambitious dreams of hers; while two eunuchs
preceded her, and others walked behind, as though she were already wife to His Majesty, Hsien Feng. Lan Kuei
entered the sedan chair, which was hoisted to the sturdy shoulders of eunuchs, and quitted the garden whose very
atmosphere suggested Yung Lu, and passed through the wall, by way of the moon door, to obey the summons of
Hsien Feng.
Long afterward, having been borne slowly and carefully, as though she had been a fragile flower of great price,
along the road which led from her father’s house to the gates of the Forbidden City, she entered the latter place,
and the ponderous doors swung shut behind her.
There was excitement in the Forbidden City. This was a great date in the life of Hsien Feng. Instinctively the
folk who lived inside the holy of holies knew this, and there was wild rejoicing.
Lan Kuei was borne to the palace where Hsien Feng, masking his impatience behind a fine air of boredom,
awaited her coming. He recalled, as he waited, every line of her features, for they had been impressed most
forcibly upon his memory. Of the seventeen who had attended that first fateful audience, he remembered the faces
and names of not one, save that of Lan Kuei, The Orchid. Regal of bearing, calmly disdainful of inessentials, a
beautiful little lady, born to turn the heads of men—to be given into the bored keeping of Hsien Feng, to become
his plaything, to be cast aside when he tired, if that should be his whim.
Lan Kuei reached the palace of this second audience, the audience which must finally and completely change
the whole course of her life, shut her off forever from contact with Yung Lu, and the eunuchs lowered her sedan
chair almost reverently to the ground. Lan Kuei, still with her head held high, was assisted from the chair.
It may have been accident, it may have been design, but the first person upon whom her eyes fell, ere they
lifted to the moon door, another moon door, beyond which the Emperor waited, was Yung Lu, who had told her he
loved her, who had heard from her own lips the words which told him his love was returned. Yung Lu’s face was
gray as ashes. The fateful summons, then, had been received. Lan Kuei was forever lost to Yung Lu. Henceforth

224

he might only look at her from afar, as a humble man may look at a Queen from among the crowd which wait
with craned necks to watch her passing.
For many moments Lan Kuei hesitated, looking into the eyes of Yung Lu. Perhaps her lips trembled slightly,
but if they did she conquered the trembling, lifted her head higher with pride. Yung Lu’s lips trembled, too, but
there was nothing he could do or say. He could only look into her eyes, his heart creeping into his own, so that
Lan Kuei must have seen the wild and sorrowed beating of it—like invisible, imprisoned wings, behind his eyes.
Then Lan Kuei, noting how Yung Lu straightened, strove to disguise the story she must have seen in his eyes,
looked away from her erstwhile sweetheart, to whom she had been sweetheart since childhood, and, urged
forward by impatient eunuchs, moved steadily to the moon door. It was opened for her by eunuchs, who pushed
her forward. Just as she entered she turned for a fleeting, maybe triumphant, glance back over her shoulder at
Yung Lu. He was still standing there, but his eyes were not upon her. They were looking away, blankly, at an
empty world, and as though he sensed her turning, without seeing, Yung Lu faced smartly about, strode away.
The moon door was open. The eunuchs urged Lan Kuei forward. Inside the palace, on a kang or shelf against
the wall opposite the door—a shelf that was like a great commodious bed—sat Hsien Feng, the Emperor. The
officious eunuchs made haste to place a cushion for Lan Kuei, so that she might perform the necessary kowtows,
do honor to her lord and master, who was also lord and master to all the hosts of China’s people. She walked
steadily to the cushion they had placed for her, unfaltering, and dropped upon it to her knees, her head bowed
forward, her eyes downcast, her breasts rising and falling rapidly.
Hsien Feng, for perhaps the first time since he had become Emperor, broke the rules of the court. Lan Kuei
appealed to him, as no woman whom he had ever known had appealed. Usually he was bored in the presence of
women, usually he regarded the most beautiful of his concubines with impatience. But here—well, here was Lan
Kuei, whom he had chosen from among the seventeen, and she was beautiful to look upon, beyond power of
words to describe.
So Hsien Feng broke the rules. He waved the eunuchs from his presence with an imperious gesture. They went,
striving to mask the polite surprise which persisted in showing itself in their eyes, and closed the moon door
behind them. Hsien Feng stepped down from the kang, moving toward the girl who still knelt humbly on the
cushion the eunuchs had placed for her, and raised her to her feet.
Never in his time had he done this for any woman! He raised her to her feet.
“You are very beautiful, Lan Kuei!” His voice was not very steady as he spoke the words.
Lan Kuei did not make answer. She held her peace. But her breasts rose and fell more rapidly. She was
trembling. Lan Kuei, so calm usually, so proud and regal, was trembling in the presence of Hsien Feng. Hsien
Feng retained her fragile little hand, and golden lights leaped into his bored eyes when he felt the trembling of the
hand within his own.
“You are very beautiful, Lan Kuei!” he repeated, and his voice was harsh, a trifle more husky than when he
had first spoken.
Lan Kuei trembled more, and strove with all her force of will to stay the trembling. Her limbs almost refused
her, would have refused her had not the hand of the Emperor held her stoutly, though even then she swayed a little
on her high-heeled shoes.
“Lan Kuei, I love thee!” said His Majesty. “In all my court there is never another as beautiful as thee!”
Then, slowly, as though all her will were being expended in the effort, Lan Kuei raised her eyes to meet the
eyes of the Emperor, and in the moment of that meeting, both were lost. Ambition had suddenly made a wanton of
Lan Kuei, so that she desired this man above all others, because of what he could give her, because of the high
place to which his love, or his lust, could raise her. Personable, was Hsien Feng. Lan Kuei might have loved him.
That she desired him there can be no doubt, because Hsien Feng was the Emperor. So she met his eyes, and in her
own was all the age-old coquetry which is the heritage of women. The fire in her eyes made answer to the desire
which shone naked from the eyes of Hsien Feng, eyes in which golden lights, like golden motes of sunshine,
glowed and flickered.
Slowly the arm of Hsien Feng passed around the wasp-like waist of Lan Kuei, The Orchid. The thumb and
forefinger of his right hand were raised, to pinch playfully the blush-dyed cheeks of the new Secondary Wife, a
Manchu gesture denotjng affection. Lan Kuei trembled. Involuntarily her eyes turned for a fleeting moment
toward the moon door. But the moon door was closed.
In that fleeting moment of turning, did Lan Kuei think of Yung Lu? Perhaps. She never told, in the years that
followed, for Lan Kuei was proudest of the proud. But perhaps she turned to see that the moon door was really
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closed, to assure herself that no moon-faced eunuchs, snickers visible behind their motionless lips, were standing
just inside, devouring the scene with the eyes of bored wisdom.
The moon door was closed. No eunuchs watched from beside it, and the windows which gave on the courtyard
masked the interior of the palace. The eyes of Lan Kuei went back to the eyes of Hsjen Feng, and in them His
Majesty read the tale of abject surrender. Perhaps he would have been less vain, less proud of his conquest, had he
been able to read the thoughts behind the cold austerity of Lan Kuei’s broad, intellectual brow.
But perhaps not. The fact that she indicated surrender, telling the story with her eyes, was sufficient for Hsien
Feng who was not analytical in inessential things. Softly, though there still was huskiness in his voice, Hsien Feng
spoke into the upturned face of Lan Kuei.
“You are very beautiful, Lan Kuei,” it was almost a whisper. “I shall love thee, and cherish thee always!”
His arm tightened on her wasp-like waist. His eyes looked deeply, ever more deeply, into the eyes of Lan Kuei.
His fingers caressed her cheeks, pinched them until she blushed again, blushed somewhat furiously, not sure how
to. conduct herself, because she lacked experience.
But instinct is woman's oldest preceptor. What she does not know at once, the ages whisper into her ears,
which are ever wide to listen. Instinct then, in words that whispered silently, in the heart of Lan Kuei, prompted
The Orchid. She smiled, a smile that was tremulous, that carried a luring suggestion of fear and something of the
courtesan’s oldest blandishments; and the lips of Hsien Feng, trembling just a little too, smiled back at her.
Silence, deep, purposeful, settled over the palace of the second, and most fateful, audience.
Outside, at the gates of the Forbidden City, Yung Lu clinched his hands until the long nails bit into the palms,
and blood dyed them. The blood was the blood of his palms, really, but his heart. was bleeding, too, for something
precious had been forcibly torn from it, and down the years there must be a wound beyond all healing, a heart that
must ever be empty.
146.76 1. Dri Yang-gam 2. The Legend Of The Lieage Of Shangtarpig 3. Trandrug The Magician 4. The Three
Scratching Beggars 5. The Quest Of The Flower Utumwara 6. The King Of The Middle 7. The Shepherd-Princess
8. The Crow And The Frog 9. The Shepherd Who Wished To Un derstand The Language Of The Animals 10.
Somaki And Dü At-sing 11. The Tail That Talks 12. The Betrayal Of The Poor Girl 13. The Treachery Against The
Three Friends 14. Swallowing A Fish With Golden Eyes 15. Lama Ra-lotswa And The Queen Of The Witches 16.
The Reddish-Brown Hare And TheOld Couple 17. The Hare Gets The Better Of Everyone 18. The Hare And The
Yak 19. The Hare As An Incarnation Of Buddha 20. The Six Little Tales About Hang Apa 21. Balabewa The
Innocent 22. Buddha Tsenchen And The Kandro 23. The End Of The Tsen Of The Cave 24. The “Demon” Of The
Cave Of Saka Drigphug 25. The Three Children Saved From The Water 26. The Rider Of The Divine White
Horse Brought Knowledge To The Three Kingdoms And The Drogpa 27. The Lama’s Request 28. The
Premonition Of Lama Terdag-Lingpa 29. The Tale Of Nang-sa 30. The Two Inseparable Brothers And The Jewel
31. How One Becomes Intelligent 32. The Two Friends 33. The Story Of Semba Chungchung And Hampa
Chenpo 34. The Rolwa Gyabdün 35. The Horseman Who Neither Stole Nor Lied 36. How To Rid Onself Of A
Rival 37. Norbu Tramdu And The Demoness 38. The Nagpa And The Demon’s Son 39. The Battle Of Gesar And
Dü Akyung 40. The Recognition Of An Illegitimate Offspring 41. Ba-Trata-trari The Cow 42. The Story Of Lama
Pargö 43. The Story Of Yoklari 44. How The Lepcha God Wisdom: Forty-three Folktales\fn{by Karma (c.1885-after
1961)} Shungru, Tibetan Autonomous Region, China (M) 48
1
In the Changthang, the vast northern plateau, an old woman had only a single dri\fn{Female yak.} which bore
the name of Yang-gam, “box of good augury.” Each year, the old woman hoped for a calf, but the dri remained
sterile. Finally, she decided to slaughter it and buy another.
“Old woman, if you kill me, you will die also! If one cuts the roots of a tree, it dies,” the dri declared.
The old woman then tried to sell the animal, but had no success. Vexed. the old woman gave it to a rich
breeder. the owner of a large herd of yaks. The dri thought,
“The old woman has given me to a rich drogpa,\fn{Nomadic herder.} how is she going to feed herself?”
The dri Yang-gam left the drogpa’s herd, climbed towards the upper part of the valley. and after a very long
walk approached the tent of the old woman. She rubbed her head against a stay which vibrated with a sound.
urting-urting. The old woman came out and saw the dri.
Happy indeed. she caressed her head and her ears. The dri remained in the pasture, sometimes on the valley
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floor, sometimes on the slopes where she met a yak with white and black coat, and they mated.
The dri delivered two little ones, a male and a female. The old woman, fearing thieves, stayed day and night
near the newborns and, although famished, she left all the milk for the young calves. The young ones thrived. At
the end of a month, they appeared to be a year old, at one year they appeared three years old and they began to
calve, producing numerous descendants, a source of wealth for the old woman.
So, when one speaks of a productive dri, it is said to be the descendant of dri lhamdri samu\fn{Poetic name of a
dri.} yang-gam.
2
A very long time ago the bird Khyung\fn{ Also Sansk, Garuda: a mythical bird. } laid an egg which a dragon took
under its wings, and one day a very small man, the eight of a cubit, emerged from the egg! This little man\fn{ A
dwarf.} flew way on the back of the dragon who placed him near the White lioness of the Glaciers, at the top of a
high peak. The White lioness suckled the little man with her own milk. A hunter made his way to the cave of the
lioness and saw the little man, then eight years old.
“Who are you?” the hunter asked. “Where do you come from? What is your lineage?”
The child related his story. The hunter took him away and brought him up. This child became the chieftain of a
land which was given the name of Khyung-lung, “the land of the bird Khyung.”
The little man had three hundred and sixty faithful servants who were loyal to him and who all became pholha\fn{Ancestor gods.} when they died. But he did not have any descendants.
Many years later, a woman was weaving some cloth. the weather was clear. not a cloud in the sky, when
suddenly a large hailstone fell near her, and as the woman was thirsty, she ate it. She later gave birth to a child
who was given the name Shangtarpig. Shangtarpig met a giant with nine heads who became his pho-lha, and
helped him to establish himself in the valley. He became chieftain of the area and went on to establish himself at
Nyi-Shang. east of Kang Tise.
Shangtarpig took a girl from Dolpo for his wife, by whom he had two sons, Tashi Palden and Namka. Tashi
Palden had numerous descendants. Namka went off to Sikkim. One day, Shangtarpig said to his wife:
“I will die in twenty-one days.”
“How can you know so precisely the day of your death?” she asked. “You are neither lama nor the incarnation
of a holy man.”
Nevertheless. on the day he said, Shangtarpig died in the position of meditation.
3
In the land ofTo, the king had a son; in the land of Me, the minister had a son; and in the land of Par, a poor
woman had a son. She was so poor that the child was naked and his skin became blue, from which came his
name: Trangdrug ngöntrag, “the beggar’s child with blue blood.”
The three children, united in friendship, often played taka\fn{Knucklebones.} together. Trangdrug was constantly
the winner. The minister was outraged and went to plead with the king:
“King of the land of To: Trangdrug, the son of a beggar, wins all the time. Tomorrow, he may win our
kingdom. It is necessary to expel him.”
The king was easily convinced and expelled first the mother, then the child. But Trangdrug’s two playmates
resolved to leave with him.
After a long trek, the three children fell asleep, exhausted, at the summit of a pass, beside a labise.\fn{Cairn.}
Before sleeping; however, Trangdrug laid his knucklebones out on the trail, the “horse” side upwards.\fn{ Each face
of the knucklebones carries the name of an animal. }
The king and the minister sent their best horsemen in pursuit of the children. Awakened by the sound of the
horses, Trangdrug pronounced the magical words “Haa,” followed by “Huu,” transforming the knucklebones into
colorful horsemen who blocked the way. The king’s army took fright and turned back. The children, continuing on
their way, arrived at the base of a cliff and, after having drunk pure, sacred water, fell asleep. But Trangdrug
stayed awake. In a hollow on the cliff there was an owl’s nest. The male arrived, calling,
“I have something to eat and something to drink. The king’s mule is dead and I have brought some liver and
lung.” The female, quite pleased, said,
“Shug shug shug.”

227

Trangdrug understood these words of the owl. The fledgling asked,
“What is there to eat today?” The mother replied,
“There are lots of tasty bits; among which, liver and lung of mule have magical powers: if one eats of them,
one obtains everything, only don’t eat too much.”
And she put some of the meat on the edge of the nest. The next day, the owl came back to the nest and said,
“Today, the king has to perform a ritual for finding his son. We must go there and bring back some torma.”\fn
{Sacrificial moldings.}
Trangdrug, taking advantage of the owl’s absence, climbed up to the nest. He took some of the liver, ate a part,
and saved the rest. He also found a blue and white turquoise in the shape of a goat’s liver and this he brought
away. Trangdrug crushed the turquoise, making it into powder.
The children set out again. A little farther, they saw, rising above a pasture, the smoke from an encampment. A
shepherdess was cooking some mutton; she gave a piece to each of the boys, and Trangdrug mixed a little of the
turquoise powder with the meat. He also asked for the right shoulder blade of the sheep.
After having thanked the shepherdess, they went on, and arrived in a rich and prosperous land. In the evening,
Trangdrug made a divination with the shoulder blade, putting it in the fire.\fn{ In this divination, questions are posed
mentally and the answers appear on the bone, in the form of one or many fine cracks and splits. } He invoked his yidam:\fn{His
tutelary deity; it can be Buddha or a ghost.}
“The king’s son, where must he go? The minister’s son, where must he go?” he asked. The response came:
“The king’s son will become the son-in-law of a powerful king, The minister’s son will become the son-in-law
of a powerful minister.”
The next day the three friends set out and arrived at a bridge. A towo\fn{A construction of three large stones placed on
top of one another.} and a guard blocked their way. On the other side of the river, there was a large house which
resembled a palace. The guard spoke:
“Do not cross over this bridge! You will be entering the realm of a powerful king.”
“If there is a bridge on the river, but there is no right of passage, then what is the use of the bridge?” replied
Trangdrug, who then crossed over, followed by his two friends. At the door to the palace, a guard told them,
“It is forbidden to enter into the court.”
“If there is a door at the entrance of the palace, what use can it serve if one cannot enter or leave through it?”
asked Trangdrug. And the three friends went through the door and into the court. The king, seated on his throne of
gold, saw the children arrive and showed his astonishment:
“I have posted a guard at the bridge and another in front of the door, how can it be that these children have
been able to get by these obstacles? Who are you, where do you come from?” demanded the king.
“The sky is my father, the earth is my mother,” said Trangdrug. “My friend here is the son of a king; my friend
there is a minister’s son. Give us a task to accomplish, like looking after yaks, horses, or sheep; we will fulfill it
with dedication.” They stayed the night and the king made them work one day, then he told them:
“I am a powerful king and no one has ever managed to enter my kingdom without my permission; but, as my
only child is a daughter, I will give her to a king’s son, a child of noble birth.”
Trangdrug’s friend wanted to refuse, but Trangdrug convinced him to stay and to marry the princess. The
king’s son was wise and good because he had eaten some of the turquoise powder which had great power.
Trangdrug made a prayer and collected some flowers. He gave some to his friend, the king’s son:
“The flowers are similar to the soul; as long as they bloom, the soul and the body are in good health; if a
flower withers, the body suffers.”
On the occasion of the marriage of his daughter, the king arranged a big feast which lasted seven days, with
much celebrating, horse races, archery competitions, and other games which encourage good fortune. Then,
Trangdrug and the minister’s son prepared to set out again, to go far away. The king saw the flowers left by
Trangdrug and asked his new son-in-law:
“What are these three flowers?”
“The white flower represents the Lha;\fn{ The divinity of the heavens. } the red flower represents the Tsen;\fn{ The
divinity of the intermediate world.} the blue flower represents the Lu.”\fn{ The wind.}
Trangdrug and his friend, the minister’s son, left. They came to a bridge where a towo rose up to the sky. They
said to the guard at the bridge and to the guard at the door of the palace who warned them against proceeding:
“What is the use of a bridge if one cannot pass over it? What is the use of a door if one cannot pass through
it?” They then entered the palace of the powerful minister.
“Who are you?” the minister demanded.
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“The sky is my father, the earth is my mother. My companion is the son of the minister of the land of Me.”
Hearing these words, the powerful minister gave his daughter to the son of the minister of Me, who did not
want to stay; however, Trangdrug persuaded him to remain and handed over to him also, three flowers, as he had
done for the king’s son.
There was rejoicing for seven days, with horse-racing, archery, and all; then Trangdrug, alone, set out on his
way. He arrived in a place where some children were quarreling with each other. One had a hat, another a whip,
the third a saddle bag. Trangdrug demanded:
“What are you beating each other for?”
“We each have a possession of great power—if I tap three times on the ground with my whip, I can go
anywhere I want to,” said the first child.
“If I wear this hat, I become invisible,” said the second. The third said,
“When I put my hand into this saddle bag, if I make a wish for food, I find raw sugar, sugar candy, butter: this
is the bag gangde shamar yag.”\fn{ “Giving a lot of good meat and butter,” a magic bag.}
“Which of these is the most powerful object? This is the reason for our dispute,” said all three.
Trangdrug reflected, and said:
“Don’t dispute. I have a method by which you can settle everything. Run a race; the first to arrive has the most
powerful object. Run now, 1 will watch your things.”
Trangdrug took the bag and the whip in his hands and, not knowing what to do with the hat, he instinctively
put it on his head without being aware that he was becoming invisible! The three children ran the race, then
returned to their starting place, but they could not find Trangdrug! They searched for a long time and in the end
they went away. Trangdrug,for his part, was tired out from waiting. He took off the hat and didn’t see anyone. He
thought: “Those children have told me stories,” and in order to see for himself, he made a wish: “May there be
tea, may there be butter” and plunged his hand into the bag, and immediately he got a large amount of tea and
butter!
“The children have indeed told the truth. These things have great magic power. How am I to return these
precious objects to them?” And Trangdrug set out to search the world for the children.
Trangdrug walked a long time. One day he arrived near an encampment. He put on the hat that makes one
invisible, in order to better study the people and the tents. And then he saw a beautiful girl. Raising his hat, he
asked,
“Which encampment is this? And to which clan does it belong?”
“These are tents of the drogpa of the heights. What is your name?” she replied.
“I am called Chachatiwa,\fn{“The falling drops;” i.e., it is raining.} and 1 am looking for a shelter for the night,” he
said.
“Ask for hospitality from my mother who is busy milking the goats,” the girl told him. The mother said,
“Stay under our tent; there is only my daughter and I, but what is your name?”
“Chochichi,”\fn{“Make love.”} replied Trangdrug.
At nightfall, the mother made a fire, prepared the tea, and got ready to sleep. Trangdrug put the hat in one side
of the bag, the whip in the other. Then, with the bag as a pillow, he lay down at the middle of the tent between the
mother and the girl, who slept at a lower level. It began to rain, and Trangdrug took advantage of this to pass
quietly to the lower part of the tent, to the place where the girl was, and began to caress her. In surprise, she cried,
“Mother, Mother, its raining; I can’t sleep!”
“As it rains, get close to make love.”
The girl obeyed her mother and Trangdrug made love with her all night, and for the next seven nights also. On
the eighth day, Trangdrug noticed that the white flower which he had kept was wilting.
“I must leave; one of my friends is in danger, but I will come again, very soon,” said Trangdrug. He hit the
ground with the whip three times:
“Let me be at the king’s palace.”
Arriving at the palace, Trangdrug put the magic hat on his head, and, invisible, went in looking for his friend.
That night, he saw a stranger arrive who went to the bed of the king's daughter. Trangdrug thought:
“Where is my friend?”
Invisible, he followed the girl who went to a secluded room of the palace and he discovered his friend there,
locked in. Trangdrug went close to him.
“Oh! You are here,” said the king’s son as Trangdrug took off the hat that had made him invisible.
“What has happened? Are you unhappy?” asked Trangdrug.
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“At the beginning, everything went well, but now, I am deprived of everything. The king has taken a second
son-in-law who has all the powers,” said his friend.
“This man must be killed, and we must leave,” said Trangdrug.
He and his friend stayed together for seven days, eating at their pleasure. thanks to the magic bag. They ate
well and drank sweet beer. Each time the daughter came, Trangdrug would put on his hat. Invisible, he would beat
the second husband who, covered with wounds of an unknown origin, was between life and death.
The king made many religious rituals to cure his second son-in-law, but in vain. Finally he heard mention of a
lama of great power, a togden (this was Trangdrug in disguise) and had him summoned. On being consulted,
Trangdrug interpreted a divination:
“O king, he said, appearing to be frightened, “I have never made such a divination, and I do not dare reveal the
interpretation to you.” The king reassured the togden:
“I will give you whatever you want, if necessary, even my treasures. but tell me the cause of my son-in-law’s
sickness.”
“O king. I do not dare to tell you! Permit me to live after you have heard me interpret the divination! Your first
son-in-law is the son of a deity. If you do not turn out the second son- in-law, you both are going to die soon.”
Later, Trangdrug recounted these events to his friend. In the meantime, the king thought.
“This togden is wrong; I will not torment my son-in-law.” The king then sent for his minister and assembled
his subjects in order to reveal the meaning of the divination, and said to them:
“What must I do? The divination commands the removal of the second son-in-law. the first being the son of a
deity. I myself will die if I do not carry out this verdict.”
Then the minister proposed that the king, in order to guard the lives of both his sons-in-law, construct two
palaces: the king’s daughter would then go from one to the other without either son-in-law being aware of this
strategy. The king agreed to follow this advice.
Trangdrug, invisible, had heard everything. He beat the son-in-law, then also the king, for one whole night.
The king. covered with wounds, decided to turn out the second son-in-law and he recovered instantaneously. The
daughter, however, decided to leave with the banished son-in-law.
Once again, Trangdrug surprised them. He went by a group of chörten,\fn{ Shrines; reliquaries.} took a little white
dust from the white chörten and a little black dust from the black chörten.\fn{ These dusts have magical powers, the black
causing the body to adhere to the ground, the white to free it. } He then scattered the black dust all around the daughter of the
king and the second son-in-law, who both became fixed to the ground. The king, not knowing what to do to free
them, again appealed to the togden.
“I offer you a part of my treasure if you can free these two beings.”
“O king! I do not want anything, but I also do not want to be killed if I reveal the meaning of my divination to
you. You did not wish to hear me the first time. To save your life and that of your daughter, the second son-in-law
must be turned out. Only this way will you and your kingdom be saved.”
The second son-in-law was finally banished and Trangdrug’s friend found happiness again.
Trangdrug then saw that the blue flower was beginning to wither. Invisible, he set out for the land of the
powerful minister where he found his second friend suffering in the same way. Thanks to the hat that makes one
invisible, he could help his friend to find power and happiness again. So, he was well served by the whip that
transported one far away; the little hat that makes one invisible; and the saddle bag gangde shamar yag that
granted all desires.
Having helped his two friends, and they now being reestablished with their rights, Trangdrug thought of his old
mother. He struck three blows with the magic whip and was immediately near her. She was extremely happy, and
Trangdrug, powerful with his magic bag, served up a large amount of excellent food.
“Have you been stealing?"” his mother wanted to know.
Trangdrug related his long adventure: the flight with his two friends; the accidental meeting with the three
children quarreling on the subject of the value of their magic objects. Then his mother gave him the answer which
the children had sought:
“The best thing is the magic bag; the least good is the hat; and in between them is the whip.”\fn{ Because in order
to live at all one must eat; and there are in life situations which can be successfully faced, but also some which would result in one’s death
unless one could flee them at a moment’s notice. But a man of any character, even the most courageous and upright, would be corrupted by
the power to become invisible; for on one hand the riches of the world would be at his disposal (thus expotentially increasing the ease of
indolence and sloth); and on the other, his ears would be pivy to the most deceitful, debauched, and disgusting plottings of the most
powerful and outward self-effacing people; and his soul would suffer accordingly such onslaughts of despair and demoralization, that he
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would take his own life in a very short time, rather than continue his personal existence in a world so bereft of virtue and decency. (H) }

Trangdrug returned afterwards to the encampment of the girl where he stayed for one year, one month and one
day, before again going to meet his two friends. All three then decided to go back to their native place. In time
they all arrived at their parental homes. The old king, the old minister and the old lady were all happy to see their
children.
Trangdrug then returned to the drogpa encampment and decided to build a house. In the night, he made an
offering, pronouncing the magical words “Haa” and “Huu,” and in the morning there appeared a fine three-story
house in the plain. He invited his two friends and their fathers-in-law who had become very cordial now with their
sons-in-law.
Trangdrug then resumed the appearance of the togden. Recognizing him, the king and the minister treated him
with deference.
In his private chapel, Trangdrug had hung up the hat, the whip and the saddle bag on the wall. The king and the
minister were unable to understand what good these three things could serve. The king decided to put the question
to Trangdrug, to which Trangdrug gave this reply:
“These three things are responsible for my wealth.”
The king, on returning to his palace, bought a hat, a whip and a saddle bag, put them on the wall, and asked
Trangdrug the togden to consecrate them. hoping thus to acquire a similar fortune himself.
4
Once upon a time there were three beggars: one was bald and scratched his head; another had eye trouble and
rubbed his eyes all the time; the third had mange and was always rubbing the skin of his hands and arms.
Troubled by all this scratching. they made a vow to stop. but it was very difficult.
One day, they were stretched out along the edge of the road and the hot summer sunshine again inflamed their
itches. The one who had trouble with his eyes said to his companions:
“I am going to tell you a story. Long. long ago, my grandfather had a ram with immense horns,” and he made a
gesture to illustrate, passing his hands before his eyes and rubbing them, as he simulated imaginary horns with his
extended fingers. The man with the mange then said:
“I am going to tell you a story: my father was an archer so skilled that he was able to draw the bow as well
with the left hand as with the right hand,” and he simulated this by scratching himself energetically under the
arms.
“Your two stories have truly made an impression in my mind,” said the third beggar, vigorously scratching his
bald head.
5
In the land of To, the king’s son, the minister’s son, the rich trader’s son and the beggar’s son were all bound
by ties of friendship. They decided to make a tour of the land of To and the king gave his son three gold coins.
One day, the friends arrived in a village of stonecutters. The king’s son asked the villagers:
“How do the people of this village earn their livelihood? What crafts and skills are practiced here?”
“Stone is cut here,” the people replied. The king’s son then said to the trader’s son:
“Stay here and learn the craft of the stonecutter.” And he gave a gold coin to the master quarryman to pay for
teaching his craft to the boy. The others went on and arrived at a village of blacksmiths.
“What craft is practiced here?” asked the king’s son.
“Iron is worked here, and iron palaces are built,” was the answer.
The king’s son asked the beggar’s son to learn the craft of forging iron, and to compensate for this, he gave a
gold coin to the master of the forge. The two remaining friends left and in time arrived in the land of the masters
of divination.
“What does one learn in this place?”
“We practice astrological calculations and divinations,” was the reply. The minister’s son stayed to learn
calculation and divination and the master who was to teach him received a gold coin.
“When each of you three have learned your craft we will meet together again,” said the king’s son.
The king’s son then arrived alone at the edge of a large lake where stood the palace of a demon, just beside a
garden filled with flowers. In the palace there were two yak tails which had special powers: one was the tail of a
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white yak and one the tail of a black yak. When one is touched with the black tail, one falls into a deep sleep,
resembling death; then only a touch with the white tail can bring back life. These objects belonged to the demon,
and were used to capture young men and to keep them prisoner.
In the garden a young woman of exceptional beauty was asleep and the king’s son instantly fell in love with
her. Gazing at her, he said to himself:
“This girl is so beautiful she can only be a deity.”
He saw the two yak tails and brushed the girl with the white tail. She awoke then and he asked her many
questions, and discovered that there were many young men living in the palace whom the girl would awake at
night with the white tail, and put to sleep at dawn with the black tail. The king’s son found them asleep and shook
the white tail over them.
“What are you all doing here?”
“We are on a search for a marvelous flower, Utumwara, which resembles a jewel and is unique in the world. It
is to be found in the center of the lake. But, arriving at the shore, we were captured by a demon and imprisoned.
With the flower Utumwara, one can restore life to a loved one, give sight to the blind and do other marvelous
things.”
“Have you found this flower?” asked the king’s son.
“No,” was the reply.
“Would you not like to stay to look for it?”
“No,” was the reply. The king's son asked,
“How can one come to possess the marvelous flower if it is at the unreachable center of the evil lake?”
“If you kill the demon’s daughter, the lake will dry up and the flower will be accessible.” And the young men,
now freed, went away.
In the evening the girl found only the king’s son, the other young men having departed. Furious, she touched
him with the black tail. He was immediately put to sleep. At nightfall, he was given a meal, and this went on for
some years. One day, the minister’s son, who had been instructed in the art of divination, thought to himself:
“I would like to find out where my friend, the king’s son, is.”
He then performed a divinational ritual and learned that the king’s son was in trouble, his body having become
like a corpse. The minister’s son then went to the village of iron workers to meet his friend who was there.
“The king’s son, our friend, is in difficulty; this I have learned by divination,” he told the master of the forge.
The master of the forge climbed a high iron tower which commanded a view of the entire world. He saw the
king’s son on the other side of a large lake. The minister’s son and the trader’s son went off to find their friend,
the beggar’s son, to tell him the bad news. The three friends then set out.
They arrived on the bank of the lake and found their friend asleep. Nothing could wake him! The minister’s
son, by divination, asked if the king’s son was dead:
“The white tail will bring him back to life,” was the reply.
He then shook the white tail and the king’s son awoke. The king’s son related his adventures and then said:
“There is a rare flower here which is at the center of the lake, but to obtain it, the demon’s daughter has to be
killed. Only if this girl is killed will the lake dry up and we will be able to reach the flower. But we must learn
how to distinguish the demon’s daughter from all the other girls that are gathered here.” A divination was made
which advised that the girl called Yujum Drolma was to be killed.
“Which one carries this name?” the four friends asked.
“This girl passes the day in the garden, and at night returns to the center of the lake.”
“How is the girl to be killed?”
“If one is able to cut the stem of the flower that supports the throne, one kills the girl.”
“What is the appearance of the flower?”
“The marvelous flower has three petals: two in the ears of the girl. The third is under her throne surrounded by
water.”
The beggar’s son then made an iron bridge reaching to the center of the lake. That night, the king’s son went to
the center of the lake. The girl spoke to him:
“No man has ever come here; if the demon learns about it, he will kill you.”
“I have come to take you and the marvelous flower!”
“If you take me away. the lake will disappear and the demon will be utterly destroyed! This is because I am the
flower Utumwara!”
he king’s son tried to cut the stem, which was as hard as rock. He asked the girl:
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“How is the flower Utumwara to be obtained? “ The girl replied:
“I am the flower Utumwara! To take me away is to destroy the palace of the demon. If this is to be. then listen:
On my demon-father’s head is a hat and at the top of this hat. there is a jewel, norbu chushel.\fn{“Water crystal
jewel.”} Only with this jewel. can the stem of the flower Utumwara be cut.” The king’s son then asked:
“How is this jewel to be obtained?” The minister’s son then performed a divination and the response was:
“The entrance of the palace is guarded by tigers and leopards; the demon can be killed only with a quarryman’s
hammer.”
The beggar’s son then hit the demon with his heavy hammer on the nose and on the chest, killing him and thus
they got hold of the jewel, norbu chushel. Then the girl said:
“Do not kill me or you will destroy the flower and the demon’s palace.”
The king’s son again asked for the flower. The girl then gave him the petal from her right ear, and immediately.
she could no longer see from her right eye. and the lake emptied itself a little. The king’s son himself detached the
petal from the left ear. The girl became blind. and the lake dried up some more. Then the king’s son struck the
stem with the jewel norbu chushel. severing it and freeing the entire flower.
The four friends came back again into their country with the marvelous flower and the jewel, norbu chushel.
The demon’s daughter had said:
“If the stem of the flower is broken, from each petal a girl will be born.”
Of the three girls born that day, one became the wife of the king’s son; the second the wife of the minister’s
son; and the third the wife of the trader’s son. The beggar’s son retained the jewel norbu chushel. with which he
created the most beautiful works of art. And the kingdom became prosperous.
6
Long. long ago in Tibet. in the West lived the king Berakha. and in the East lived the king Garadrug. The
people of the Middle did not have a chieftain and power there was periodically coveted by the two neighboring
kings. But the men of the Middle wished to decide for themselves their own fate, as they thought that a king from
a distant region was “like the cold which the wind brings when it blows over the ridge of a mountain.”
The two kings insisted that the men of the Middle find themselves a chieftain. They said:
“If you do not have a chief, you have no law.”
The men of the Middle, after discussing amongst themselves, decided to designate one of themselves as
chieftain. The two kings were very disappointed not to have been chosen.
There was a courageous and wise man in the Middle. and it was he who had been chosen. He was given the
name Gyalwo Kaga Yangdzi. The two neighboring kings then proposed a meeting to select the most intelligent
chieftain and they chose the Middle as the place for this meeting. The kings of the East and the West asked the
king of the Middle:
“Do you now have a law?” The king of the Middle replied:
“Earlier. there was no king in the Middle and yet there has always been a law: On the earth there is a law for
the grass. In the water there is a law for the water. Therefore there is a law." The two kings gave some thought to
this.
“How can there be a law for the grass; how can there be a law for the water?” they asked. The king of the
Middle then said:
"Earlier, there was no king in our country and now you ask me how then there could have been a law for the
grass and a law for the water? Well! What can people do without grass from the pasture and without water to
irrigate the fields? You have to admit that the most basic of laws is that which governs the use of grass and water.”
The king of the East remained unconvinced. but the king of the West regretted having doubted the intelligence
of the man from the Middle as he had to recognize his wisdom. The king of the East was furious and proposed a
horse race with a view to getting even.
Preparations were made on the plain of the Middle. The king of the Middle cleverly sat very quickly on the
center throne, obliging the two others to be seated. one at his right. the other at his left. Thus it was before him
only that the offerings were placed. The celebrations continued for seven days. Before departing. the king of the
Middle said:
“The king remains seated. unmoved; the rat of the fields is seated. a little bent. the tiger stands with shoulders
high.”
The king of East did not understand the reference, but the king of the West recognized himself in that image.
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and said to the king of the Middle:
“You are like the center between two extremes, like the heart in the middle of the chest.”
And the king of the West joined the service of the king of the Middle and became his wise minister.
7
A long time ago, there lived a king in Sharling, the country of the East, and a king in Nubling, the country of
the West. The king of the West had a single daughter, beautiful and virtuous, an incarnation of Drolma.\fn{ Sansk;
Tara; The Divine Saviouress.} She lived in her father’s palace and showed herself to her subjects at the time of each
full moon, a lotus flower\fn{Her emblem.} in hand. Her beauty was known to all.
One day, a trader from the land of the East, having come to the West for business, saw the princess. On
returning to his country, the trader came to know that his own king wished to get his son married, but the son was
not able to find a princess according to his taste. The trader then said to the king’s son:
“In the country of the West lives a princess, daughter of a powerful king; she is an incarnation of Drolma.”
The king’s son sent the trader with a letter for the princess. Arriving in the land of the princess, the trader
lodged with an old woman who gave him advice on how to approach the princess. However, on the next day of
the full moon so many people had assembled that he was not able to hand over the letter, yet he succeeded in
slipping it into the princess’s boot.
In the evening, the princess, pulling off her boots, saw the letter and read it:
This message comes from the prince of the country of the East. If you are beautiful, listen! I am powerful and skilled
with weapons. Perhaps we could join together? If this pleases you, entrust your response to the carrier of this message.

“Who has been able to slip this message into my boot?” the princess asked herself. Her faithful servant made
some enquiries and identified the trader, who explained the prince’s purpose. The princess then handed the trader
a hand-sized piece of yellow silk.
“Give it to the prince,” she said. “If this piece of silk fits the window of his room, I will be his wife. But if it is
either too large or too small, this will not happen.” The trader reported his experiences and gave the silk to the
prince who discovered that it fitted his window perfectly.
“Happy omen!” he thought. The prince asked the trader to accompany him to the country of the West.
“No soldiers, no servants,” he said, “for my father the king perhaps will not accept this marriage. Lei us go
alone with only our two excellent horses.” As soon as they arrived, the old woman gave the prince this advice:
“To meet the princess, you must enter the palace al night. But pay attention! The palace is guarded by
ferocious dogs. You must take some meat to distract the dogs and make your entry into the princess’s house when
the night is darkest.”
This, then, is what the prince did. But as he had to wait until midnight, he grew drowsy and dozed near a large
prayer-wheel. The princess saw him and placed some fruit beside him. Early the next morning. the prince awoke
and saw the fruit, which he took with him, thinking that it could be a gift from the princess. He vowed to come
back the next night.
The next night the prince again entered the palace and again he fell asleep as he waited. The prince could not
think how to keep himself awake. The trader advised him to cut himself with a knife and, when in the palace, to
dress the wound with a special red powder that he would give him. which was, unknown to the prince, red chili
powder! The prince then left with meal for the dogs, entered the palace and as his wound caused him to suffer, he
remained completely awake. At midnight, he saw the princess, dazzling with beauty. He told her that the piece of
silk was exactly the size of his window. They then passed the night together.
“Tomorrow,” she said, “is the day of the full moon. I have to present myself to my people. But now I am no
longer pure, the flower of the lotus has faded. We must leave quickly, and go far from our two countries.”
Mounting the two fine horses, they crossed India and arrived in a Muslim country. Soon they had exhausted all
their resources, so the princess asked the prince to buy yellow silk fabric and some thread of the five ritual colors
yellow, green, red, white and blue. She then embroidered a beautiful image of Drolma on the yellow fabric.
“Go and sell this embroidery, but do not reply to any questions that are put to you,” she told the prince.
She also gave him a magic dagger. And she stayed behind, hidden in a cave.
The prince went straight away to find a wealthy Muslim trader, and offered him the embroidery. The trader,
full of praise for the embroidery, put a thousand questions to him on its origin.
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“I am the son of the king of the East,” admitted the prince, who went on to relate the story of his life. The
trader then offered him some fruit that put him to sleep. He stole the magic dagger, went into the cave and
captured the princess whom he took into his service.
Then the trader turned out the prince who, dressed in rags, wandered through the country. To earn a living, he
sewed women’s clothing. In the course of his wanderings, he eventually returned to the traders city, and one day,
the princess noticed him as he was embroidering a motif. She told her servant to call the poor man. The prince did
not recognize her, but she told him:
“I am your wife, the princess of the country of the West; by your fault and your boasting, I have lost you and
am now in the hands of the trader. Here is some money. Go and buy two fine horses, tie them up tonight at the
foot of the wall, near the window, and we will escape together.”
The prince bought two fast horses and excellent saddles. At nightfall, he tied the horses under the window, but
then he fell asleep. Two thieves came up and took hold of the horses. At the same moment, the princess jumped
onto one of the horses, thinking that the horseman was the prince. At day break, the thieves were surprised to find,
behind, a beautiful princess covered with precious jewelry.
Each of the two robbers wanted her for a wife. The princess. taking advantage of their disagreement, proposed
the following bargain to them:
“Make a bow and an arrow. I will then shoot the arrow and the one who brings it back will marry me; the other
one will have my jewelry.”
While the two thieves fashioned the bow, the princess made a prayer so that the arrow would fly as far as
possible. The arrow went over a high pass; the thieves immediately left for the search, and the princess took
advantage of their departure to flee, disguising herself as a man. In a distant country, still disguised as a man, she
settled down, becoming a shepherd in the service of the king of the land, and, as she was an incarnation of
Drolma, the herd grew larger to the point that the king put her in charge of his horses.
Thus three years passed while the princess kept busy with the king’s horses, which prospered marvelously.
Very satisfied, the king promoted the shepherd-princess to the rank of personal attendant and she advised him
better than a wise minister would have done.
The king had only one child, a daughter, who refused all the suitors that were presented to her. The king
decided to find her a husband, thinking to himself that his faithful attendant had all the required qualities! During
a meeting with the princes of the neighboring lands, the king proposed: “The one who brings back nine right ears
of deer will become my son-in-law,” and he secretly encouraged his attendant to also leave for the hunt.
The princess-attendant did not know what to do and went to visit a saintly hermit she knew who was living as
a recluse in the forest. Earlier, she had on occasion offered him milk from her ewes, and he expressed his surprise
at not having seen her for such a long time.
“What has become of you? What brings you here?” he asked. The princess explained to him the reason for her
disguise, then the project of the king to see her become his son-in-law and inherit the kingdom!
"But I am a woman and cannot be a prince,” she said.
“You will be a man,” said the recluse, and because he was a master of rituals, he performed the necessary rites.
The ceremony concluded, the princess acquired all the male attributes. Then the deer came in large numbers to the
hermitage and the princess had only to cut off their right ears. The lama told her to set aside twenty-one, that is to
say as many as the manifestations of Drolma. On returning to the royal palace, the princess-attendant presented
the king with twenty-one right ears of deer. The king then said:
“Princes, ministers and wise men here assembled! You have each brought four or six or eight right ears of deer.
Behold my attendant has brought twenty-one! Therefore. it is he who will become my son-in-law.”
So, by the intervention of the lama, the princess acquired male sex and her union with the daughter of the king
was celebrated. And the king, having become old. gave his kingdom to his son-in-law, an incarnation of Drolma!
The princess often thought:
“Aka! Aka! Where is my prince and what is he doing? Here it is now more than ten years since I have lost him..
I must find him!”
In a wild. flat country. the king-princess discovered a spring that bestowed special benefits to thirsty travelers.
She placed her portrait over the spring and posted a guard nearby. The guard had instructions to catch hold of all
men who identified the image. One day, one of the thieves arrived near the spring. Exhausted, he drank deeply
and seeing the picture, exclaimed:
“Oh, there is the woman whom we carried away, from the city in the country of the Muslims!”
Immediately, the guard led him before the king-princess who, recognizing him as a bandit, had him thrown
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into jail. A few days later. the second thief came to the spring and suffered the same fate as the first. After a long
time, the Muslim trader, now ruined, came to drink at the spring.
“Aha. here is my servant!” he said. looking at the portrait. Immediately arrested. he was brought before the
king-princess who heard his story:
“A prince of the country of the East had sold me a beautiful embroidered picture. I had him intoxicated with
alcohol, then put to sleep with a sleeping potion. I robbed him of his magic dagger, and I got hold of his
companion. whom I made my maid-servant for three years.”
The trader, in his turn. was thrown in prison. Very much later, the prince himself came to the spring, clothed in
scraps and rags, unrecognizable. He saw the portrait:
“Aka! Here is the princess of the country of the West, my wife!”
The guard seized him and presented him to the king-princess. The prince did not recognize his wife but she
recognized him. She made the prince relate in detail all his adventures, to tell the story of his expedition to the
land of the West in search of the princess. of his misadventure at the hands of the trader. and of his life as a
wandering beggar and embroiderer. The king-princess took the prince into his service as a servant. After a few
days, the king-princess said:
“Prince, do you not recognize me?”
“No. who are you?” the prince-beggar replied.
“I am the princess. your wife, born in the country of the West.”
The prince then had to hear the long narration of the sufferings of the princess, of her ten years of unhappiness.
So they went to find the lama-recluse, who gave her back her female attributes and made her a woman again.
The prince became the king and the princess bore him two sons. The prince also married the princess of the
land where he found himself. the daughter of the old king and the wife of the king-princess, and she bore him one
son, His power was immense, expanding over all the three countries together.
8
A crow and a frog were friends. The crow lived at the top of a large juniper; the frog lived at the foot of the
tree. The crow flew here and there, all day long, in search of food. The frog thought,
“Ah, but the crow is intelligent and crafty. If only I could be like him!” The crow had other ideas:
“Why don’t I just imitate the peaceful life of my fried, the frog?” One day, the crow asked:
“Friend frog, how do you eat?”
“I eat the air, the wind that blows, by opening my mouth,” said the frog.
The crow decided to do the same, and passed the entire day with his beak open. Evening came; he was very
hungry, and said, irritably:
“Frog, I have followed your advice. I have swallowed the wind, but I am not satisfied. Besides, I am so
weakened that I am not able to fly any more. Therefore, I am going to be forced to eat you.” The next morning,
just as the crow was about to eat the frog, the frog spoke:
“Crow, don’t kill me at the foot of this tree; it is the place where my father was born!” The crow took the frog
in his claws and put him on a rock.
“Crow, don’t kill me on this rock. It is the place where my mother was born!” The crow then took the frog to
the middle of a large plain.
“Ah, don’t kill me here,” the frog pleaded. “This is the place of the congregation of the frogs, and a curse will
fall upon you!” The crow then carried the frog to the edge of a little stream and the frog said:
“Before you eat me, you must make an invocation to the Four Cardinal Points.”
The frog took advantage of this delay to jump into the water and thereby saved himself
9
Long, long ago, in Tibet, there lived a family who possessed much wealth, and bore the name of Gyuchugpo,
“great richness.” Their flock of sheep was looked after by a single shepherd, very pious. Before taking any food,
he would always offer a little to his protective saint, Urgyen Rinpoche. One day, a man dressed in white appeared
to him:
“Why have you not offered me a part of your food today?” he asked.
“I did not dare because I had only scraps left by my master’s guests,” was the shepherd’s reply.
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“I see that you are pious and good; offer me something every day, even if it is only scraps. It is the intention
that counts. Now I would like to do something for you. What would you like?” The shepherd, who loved nature
and all the things of the earth, reflected, then said:
“I would like to understand the language of animals.”
“So be it,” said Urgyen Rinpoche, for indeed it was he. “I give you this power.”
When evening came, the shepherd returned home and put the flock in the enclosure. However, his master
decided to celebrate the festival of the Tenth Day by slaughtering a fat ewe, a mamo. The next day, the shepherd,
led his animals to the pasture and as he could now understand the language of the animals, this is what he heard:
“Bee.” (This was the word of the mother.)
“Mee.” (This was the word of the lamb.)
“Tomorrow, don’t walk at the front of the herd; don’t be greedy and don’t go up too high or the wolf will eat
you,” the mother warned. “And don’t stay in the rear, the shepherd will throw stones at you with his sling.”
“Mama, where will you go tomorrow?” asked the Iamb.
“Tomorrow, the master will kill me and offer my flesh to his guests,” said the mother. “This is the reason for
which I give you this advice: don’t walk ahead of the flock, nor at the rear.”
The shepherd understood these words, and asked himself what to do? In the evening he returned. very sad. To
save the life of the ewe, he fled, taking with him the mother and her lamb.
Along the road, he met a horseman followed by a colt. The horseman was speeding his mount.
“Mother, wait for me!” said the colt.
“Little tigi, go slowly, a needle wounds me in my side. It is concealed in the saddle carpet.” The shepherd
understood these words and stopped the horseman.
“Stop and dismount from the saddle, you are wounding your horse,” he said.
“You stop me at the time my father is about to die! I am on my way to look for a doctor and a lama.”
“Inspect the seam of your saddle carpet before you continue on your way,” the shepherd insisted. The
horseman looked and found there a needle that he had forgotten to take out and he thought to himself,
“This man is a lama or a magician!”
“Please come with me, you will know how to cure my father. Come!” he begged.
“I am not a lama, I haven’t any power,” the shepherd replied.
“You understand the language of the animals, so come!” again begged the horseman.
The shepherd was thus compelled to follow the horseman. In the house, the shepherd said to himself,
“How am I to convince this man that I am neither a lama nor a doctor?”
Now in this house, there was a cat and three kittens. The horseman had offered a plate of meat to the shepherd
and the mother cat said to her kittens:
“Wait a little, I am going to ask this lama for some of this meat.”
“This lama, what has he come to do here?” asked a kitten.
“Our master is ill. The lama has come to take care of him,” the mother answered.
“What is our master suffering from?” asked the kitten.
“Our master suffers from this: he has some ants in his ear.” And the shepherd understood all these words!
“And to cure him. what must be done?” asked the second kitten, who was curious.
“It is necessary to gather the most beautiful flowers of the mountain; put them near the ear, sprinkle them with
some water and some milk; then beat the little cymbals, tingsha, and in this way, the ants will think, ‘It’s spring.
the fragrance of the flowers is fresh and strong; it rains, the thunder growls,’ and the ants will come out of the
ear.”
The shepherd understood all this and in gratitude, gave the whole plate of meat to the mother cat. Then he went
to gather the most beautiful flowers and followed the cat’s words. He asked the master of the house for a vessel
filled with some water, some milk, and for the little cymbals tingsha. Then, he murmured, “Mamoma, Mamamar,”
for he didn’t know any prayer and he spoke as he would speak to his sheep. The ants thought,
“Well, it rains, the flowers are blooming; it’s spring-time!”
One of them came out of the ear and called to the others. The master of the house recovered immediately.
“To say. that I have spent so much money in ceremonies, appealing to the lamas and the pious for a cure that
was so simple!” he said to himself and he gave his house, his field and his flock to the shepherd who understood
the language of the animals.
10
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On the heights above a valley similar to that of Samling lived a demon\fn{Dü} named Atsing. He had a very
old wife from whom he decided to free himself; for he had seen a girl. young and beautiful, who was living with
her mother in Do. the lower part of the valley. at the confluence of two streams. The demon went to ask for the
girl’s hand in marriage, but the mother said.
“You will not have my daughter unless you can tell me her name.”
The demon, who did not know the girl’s name, asked himself what he should do? On the road, he met a wolf
Uncle wolf, there is something I want to propose to you. If you find the name of the girl who lives at Do, I will
give you plenty of flesh and blood.” The wolf went down to Do and, at night, listened at the door of the house.
”Somaki, it is time to sleep,” said the mother to her daughter. Immediately, the wolf left, repeating, so that he
did not forget:
“Somaki, Somaki, Somaki …”
Arriving at the river, he was not able to cross over at the ford. So he leapt over, but the jump made him forget
the name of the girl!
“Well, Uncle wolf, have you heard the name of the girl?”
“Yes, I have heard it, but in jumping over the river, l have forgotten it,” replied the wolf.
“Stupid! Go quickly, listen again. I will give you much flesh and blood,” said the demon. The wolf heard
again: “Somaki, sleep!” and returned to the demon.
“Quick, Uncle wolf, what is her name?”
But so abruptly did the demon put the question to him, that the wolf again forgot the name. The wolf then said,
“Tomorrow, when I come back, don’t put any questions to me, don’t disturb me in any way, and I will tell you
the name.”
The next day, the wolf was able to repeat the name of the girl, and the demon went to meet the mother. The
mother had to let the demon take Somaki, but she entrusted her with three grains of barley and told her:
“When you find yourself in difficulty, offer these three grains of barley; the first to the Konchog; the second to
the lu and sadag divinities; and the third, you will eat.”
The demon set up Somaki in his house at the upper part of the valley and entrusted her with a copper key. He
left to hunt and Somaki, intrigued, opened the room with the copper door with the copper key. There she found a
large quantity of tsampa\fn{Roasted barley flour.} and corn flour, enough to feed an entire village.
The next day, again leaving Somaki, the demon went off to hunt and entrusted her with a silver key which
opened the silver door. In this room Somaki found heaps of treasures; silver ornaments and jewels of great value.
The third day, the demon left to go hunting and entrusted a gold key to Somaki, which opened a golden door.
Here Somaki found only skeletons of men and animals, and corpses in various stages of decomposition. In one
corner, there was an old woman, the wife of the demon, who was not yet dead.
“Girl, what are you doing here?” asked the old woman.
“The demon kidnapped me and took me for his wife,” replied Somaki. Then the old woman spoke again:
“The same thing happened to me a long time ago. I am old now, and the demon locked me in here to get rid of
me. If you want to save yourself, take this turquoise image of Drolma, which has special powers and put it on the
head of an old dead woman who is here. The bones and flesh will disappear and you will be dressed in the skin of
the old woman.”
Somaki followed this advice, put the image of Drolma on the head of the corpse and the bones and flesh
disappeared, leaving only an empty skin. Thus dressed, she fled and took refuge far away, toward the foot of the
valley. On his return, the demon found the house empty! Meanwhile, Somaki arrived in the land of a wise king
who had lost his wife. She was hired as a maid-servant to carry water.
Now the king was looking for a wife and had asked his wise minister to help. Somaki, in the skin of the old
woman, was suffering an attack of numerous lice and fleas. So, one day, believing she was alone, she removed the
skin and bathed herself But a maid-servant witnessed her beauty, bedecked in jewels of gold and turquoise and
told the minister what she had seen. The minister sent for Somaki and ordered her to destroy the skin which
covered her. To all present she appeared beautiful and adorned with jewels. The minister thought:
“Such a girl could only be from a good lineage; she could even become queen of this country.”
The king then married her. Not long after the wedding, Somaki gave birth to a son. The son was extraordinary:
he had a head of gold, back of silver, legs of copper. The minister immediately sent a message to the king:
“A son is born to you; he has a head of gold, a back of silver, legs of copper. You alone can give him a name!”
Now the demon had heard talk about this extraordinary infant and thought:
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“This is certainly the son that I have had from Somaki.” So he stationed himself on the road along which the
messenger would pass, and substituted a false message for the true one:
King, your son is born; he has the head of a scorpion, the back of a toad, the body of a snake. What is to be done?

The king, receiving this false message, was struck with consternation and gave this order,
“Kill the son and drive Somaki to the end of the world.”
The minister, not able to understand the king’s reply, advised Somaki to flee with her son. Somaki returned to
the lower part of the valley where she was joined by the demon who, in a rage, cut the son in two, throwing one
half towards the lower part of the valley, the other half towards the upper. Somaki went back into the house of the
demon.
Again, one day she took the golden key, opened the door of gold and asked for advice from the old wife, who
was still alive. She replied to Somaki:
“If you wish to destroy this house, lay the image of Drolma on all the skeletons in this room.”
Immediately revived, the skeletons set the house on fire and on his return the demon found nothing but ashes.
Somaki fled, and again she was overtaken by the demon. Then she remembered the three grains of barley: the first
grain she offered to the Konchog, the second she offered to the lu and sadag divinities and the third she
swallowed.
No sooner was this done, than a winged horse named Tapho Tseldang Kyangpo came down from the sky,
picked her up and put her down on a desert-like plain. The demon tried to follow them but was stopped by a hot,
scorching wind. The winged horse then said to Somaki:
“You must kill me, to stretch out my skin, place my head on the skin, and then you will have luck.”
Somaki, however, refused to kill the horse. Nevertheless, it died a little later. So she cut it up, stretched the
skin, put the head on the skin, the legs laid out pointing towards the four directions. the entrails scattered all
around and the lungs and heart placed on the skin. Then she went to sleep.
From the earth a marvelous chörten came up: the lungs and heart transformed themselves into gold and
turquoise; the entrails into coral; the hairs of the mane and of the tail into fruit trees. Seated before the door of the
chörten, a ferocious dog prevented any entrance.
Meanwhile the king had questioned the minister and discovered the treachery of the false message. The king
was then unable to reconcile himself to Somaki’s disappearance and set off in search of her. wandering like a
beggar. He arrived on the great plain where previously nothing grew, saw a marvelous chörten and thought.
“This must be the palace of Somaki, incarnation of Drolma.”
The king stopped near the chörten and the ferocious dog, the incarnation of the winged horse. permitted him to
enter. Somaki was astonished to see that the ferocious dog permitted the visitor to fondle him!
“This ferocious dog has never let a person pass, how has he permitted the beggar to come in? He must be a
holy man,” said Somaki.
The king recognized Somaki, but she did not immediately recognize him. However. his gold ring proved that
he was her husband. and so they were finally reunited.
11
Once upon a time. in the highlands. there lived an old man and an old woman whose only possession was a
single goat. One day they quarreled with each other and decided to separate. But the question arose: what to do
with the goat?
“It has to be divided into two,” said the old man. hoping to get the largest part. “Woman, you hold the goat by
the head. I will take her by the tail, and we will then pull. and it will break into two!”
The wife pulled by the horns, the man by the tail. The old man heard a cracking sound and thought:
“Oh! The tail is detaching itself! I won’t get anything at all!”
“Old woman,” he said quickly, “I have changed my mind. I prefer the ribs. Come. grab the tail, I will take the
head.”
The two of them tugged again, and finally the old woman pulled off the tail. The old man went off with all the
rest. The old woman now had nothing for herself but the little tail of the goat. What was she to do? She put it on
the beam above the hearth, saying,
“The eve before the New Year, I will put the tail in a soup of nine ingredients,\fn{ Barley, wheat, rice, cheese, roots of

239

potentilla, bamboo shoots, peas, mutton and salt.}

guthug, the soup that brings good luck, and I will enjoy myself.” The
eve of the New Year came, and the woman took down the tail to cut it up into little pieces.
“Don’t cut me into bits,” said the tail. “What is gained by putting me in the soup? I am so small, and without a
bit of fat!” The old woman, astonished to hear a goat’s tail talk, said:
“If I do not put you in the soup, I will drink only clear water!”
“Do not cut me into bits, I can be very useful to you!” the tail continued. “I can get for you all the food that
you wish for.”
Now, all she possessed was a little tsampa, begged from her neighbors, and a young calf The little tail then
said:
“Old woman, let me go. I will bring tsampa for you.” The old woman allowed herself to be convinced and the
tail went off.
On the way, seeing a trader who was guiding a mule, the tail hid itself under a stone. The trader had stopped to
make a fire and prepare tea, and the tail led away the mule loaded with tsampa. The tail returned with the loaded
mule to the old woman, and knocked at the door.
“Old woman, open up. I return with a load of tsampa!” The old woman said:
“My goodness:\fn{The text has: Goddness; perhaps “Goddess” was meant.} the goat’s tail has returned! As you are so
small, you can come in through the crack under the door!”
“Old woman, the load is very bulky, so open quickly!” said the tail.
The old woman. incredulous, thought: “This tail exaggerates. I am going to punish it,” and she took up some
cinders and a stick in her right hand. before opening the door. There, before the door, she saw a large sack of
tsampa.
“What are you going to do with the cinders and the stick?” asked the tail suspiciously. The old woman lied:
“I was going to give the calf a blow with the stick to make her move from the door so that you could enter. and
to scatter the ashes on its urine so that you did not slip “
The old woman was now able to satisfy her hunger, which she had not been able to do for many, many months.
Later, one day, she had a desire for meat, and she said to the tail:
“You must get me a little meat.”
The tail left, and on the road, she met five thieves. Quickly she hid herself under a well-dried cake of yak
dung. The thieves were amusing themselves by throwing stones and one of them said.
“Let’s aim at that dried up dung cake.” The tail heard these words.
“Don’t throw stones, there is someone under the dung cake,” it called out.
“What is this voice?” they said, and lifting the dung, they saw only the little tail of a goat.
“Who are you? What are you doing here?” they demanded.
“I am a goat’s tail. and I am looking for some meat to steal,” the tail replied.
“Good, let us then be off together,” said the thieves.
They arrived near a wealthy house. Night came and the servants brought the yaks into the enclosure and,
counting them, put the dri in the courtyard near the house.
“Keep your distance, while I go into the enclosure,” said the goat’s tail who moved up and selected a beautiful
Khampa yak with a red coat, then another, very fat, without horns,.\fn{ U-yu.}
“Which do you want, the red yak, or the yak without horns?” the tail asked. The robbers cried:
“U-yu, u-yu!”
The master of the house, hearing u-yu, stirred, thought of thieves and sent his servant out to investigate. The
servant didn’t see anyone. just the hornless yak who was wagging its tail from side to side because the goat’s tail
had affixed herself on its tail. The tail was then able to loosen the ropes that tied up the hornless yak and lead him
away.
The thieves killed the yak and cut it into pieces. The tail asked for the bladder and said.
“I am going to the pass to be on watch to see if the servants of the rich owner come.”
Having reached the pass. the goat's tail blew into the bladder, then let the air escape from it. This made a
terrifying noise, and she called out in a loud voice:
“I haven’t stolen anything, but there are robbers on the plain.”
The thieves, hearing these words, ran away, abandoning the body of the yak. The tail carried the meat to the
house of the old woman. Thus. the goat’s tail supplied the old woman with food, and she became strong and
comfortable to the great astonishment of everyone.
Eventually the king heard about this. Wondering about the old woman’s sudden wealth, he sent for her.
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Trembling, she related the whole story. The king did not believe her and told her:
“If. in three days. the goat’s tail succeeds in stealing from me my priceless turquoise, my la-yu, I will give you
land and wealth.” The old woman went back home.
“What did the king say?” the goat’s tail asked, and the old woman reported the king’s challenge.
“Well. we will see who is going to succeed,” said the goat’s tail.
The king, suspicious, had made arrangements to protect the turquoise. He had dogs tied at the four corners of
the palace, he placed guards armed with sticks all around the throne, he ordered the indoor servants to keep the
hearth going, and with the queen, decided during the night to take turns holding the turquoise in the hand while
the other slept.
A day and a night passed without incident. The second night, the goat’s tail went to the palace. It entered by a
little hole in the wall. then detached the dogs and led them into the sheepfold; tying up the sheep in place of the
dogs in front of the palace doors. The guards were asleep and the goat’s tail I tied their long hair together. Then,
coming to the hearth, she removed the cinders and put human excrement in their place. A lama was in the palace,
reading a sacred book. The tail tied a heavy stone to the end of his shawl. Finally, she came close to the king and
waited.
The queen was holding the turquoise. As she was about to fall asleep, she said to the king:
“I am about to go to sleep. Here, you take the turquoise.” The goat’s tail, which had come close the queen,
imitated the king’s the voice and said:
“Give it to me.” And, as soon as the tail had the turquoise, she called out:
“The turquoise of the king; it is I who have it!” Everyone woke up and the king demanded:
“Where is the turquoise?”
“I gave it to you,” the queen told him.
They searched everywhere, but in vain. The servant scattered the cinders to renew the fire, but immediately
withdrew her hand in disgust! The guards, held together by their hair, could not separate themselves. The lama,
with an abrupt movement of the hand, flung his shawl around his shoulder, and the stone, tied to the shawl, hit
him full on the forehead, knocking him out. The king gave the order to release the dogs, but the guards could only
release the sheep.
The goat’s tail arrived at the house of the old woman with the king’s turquoise, and the king, convinced of the
power of the old woman, gave her, as he had promised, land and wealth.
12
Long, long ago, in the high land, there was, in a rich family, a very handsome son. One day, the boy set out and
went down in the valley where the people of humble origins lived. Here lived a girl who was fifteen years old and
beautiful, and the boy fell in love with her.
“What is your father’s name, your mother’s name, what is your clan, your birth-place, your work?” he asked.
“My father and my mother are metal workers; their work is looked down upon,” she replied.
“I want you to be my wife; I am rich and of noble birth,” he said. The girl said,
“I am of low birth; you want me now because I am beautiful, but later, you will throw me away.”
“I will never do this, I am my own master!”
The boy almost lost his mind because he wanted the girl so much. He called the men of the valley together and
said:
“I wish to marry this girl. If she refuses, I will die on this spot.”
The men of the valley begged the girl’s parents to give their daughter to the young man. At first, the boy stayed
three months at the girl’s place. Then he thought of returning to his home with his young wife, who had put on her
most beautiful ornaments. Reaching a forest, they went to sleep; but the boy woke up and thought:
“I am going to arrive at my home with a girl of low birth. My parents and friends will abuse me. I will not be
permitted to enter my own house! I will kill this girl now, take the jewels, and throw her body into the water.”
With his sword, then, he struck his wife’s neck, took the jewels and thinking she was dead, threw her body into
the river and went off towards his home. The wife, who was only wounded, lay for a whole day in the water, and
was rescued by a hunter who passed by.
“What happened to you?” the hunter asked.
“Last night, a thief struck me, stole all my jewels, killed my husband, and threw me into the water.”
“Go back to your country,” the hunter advised her. Returning to her home, she told her parents:
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“A thief attacked us in the night, killed my husband and stole my jewels.” The parents anxiously asked, “What
has become of our son-in-law?” and the girl stayed with them.
“he boy returned to the highlands. His parents were overjoyed, for the jewels he brought increased their
wealth, but he soon lost all his wealth drinking and gambling with his friends.
Two years passed. His fortune squandered, the boy thought:
“I will go to my wife’s parents. I’ll tell them that she is in good health, and that a daughter has been born, so
they will be happy and will give me some money.” He left then and arrived at this parents-in-law where he found
his wife.
“What shall I do?” he asked himself. His wife said to him:
“By what good luck were you saved?” The parents, happy that their son-in-law was safe and sound, proposed:
“Both of you stay with us.”
Two months went by; the boy again wished to return to his parents, taking his wife with him. Along the way,
he again stole her wealth and abandoned her. A man of the valley from which the girl had come found her
wandering, and she told him what had come to pass.
“My husband is wicked; I should never have married him.”
“You are of humble birth and you should have married a man of your status,” he remarked. “Stay with us
now.”
And that is what she did.
13
In olden times, in India, at a place called Kanpur, there lived a powerful king. This king had a son who had two
friends, the son of a minister and the son of a trader.
One day, the son of the trader, who was married, received a message from his in-laws, requesting him to visit
them. The three friends set out for the trader’s village. On their arrival, the king’s son and the minister’s son
stayed in the inn of a very hospitable woman who sold good barley beer. At that time, they noticed an old woman,
seated nearby, who was weeping while looking at them.
“Old lady, why do you weep?” they asked.
“Seeing you, I can tell that you are two sons of noble birth. You have taken hospitality in the home of a
demoness. She has a snake in her belly and when a man enters her home, he does not come away alive. That is the
reason for my tears! She makes a guest drink beer, and in the night, the snake comes out through her nose and
devours the man. Then the demoness steals everything that is on the dead body.”
The king’s son, attracted by the demoness, went in; but the minister’s son stayed outside. In the middle of the
night, the king’s son saw three snakes come out of the nostrils and mouth of the demoness, which he killed, one
after the other. The serpents were the protectors of the demoness’ life-force and in the morning, the king’s son
found the woman dead.
“What shall I do?” he exclaimed. But already, some men came and grabbed hold of him.
“What is going on here? Why is this woman dead?” they demanded.
“I slept with this seductive woman, and I found her dead this morning.”
He was put in prison. The minister’s son thought:
“This is an evil country.”
One night he saw the trader’s wife go ouy toward the forest. He followed her to a cave where there lived a
demon, pretending to be a religious hermit.
“O king of magicians! My husband has come. I have given him some food and made up his bed,” said the
trader’s wife.
“'Why did you not come sooner? You are an evil-minded woman,” and with a snap of his teeth, the demon bit
off her nose. The woman fled, and the son of the minister killed the false hermit.
“I no longer have a nose!” she cried. “What will become of me?” During the night, in bed with her husband,
she cried out loudly,
“He is killing me! He is killing me!”
Her attendants came and asked many questions. She accused her husband.
“He has cut off my nose with his teeth,” and the trader’s son was thrown into jail.
The minister’s son continued to travel through the country. He came to a temple and he took a little rest behind
the image of the deity. Three thieves entered the sanctuary. One of them prostrated himself and said to the image:
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“You are a powerful deity, help us to steal the king’s gold and silver. If we succeed, we will offer you the
king’s daughter as a sacrifice, but if you do not help us, we will set this temple on fire.”
The thieves went off. Aided by the malevolent spirits, they got hold of all the treasure of the king, and led the
captive daughter to the temple. At the moment they were about to sacrifice her, the minister’s son killed all three.
“You are a good man, and courageous,” she said. “Help me return to my home.” He accompanied her up to the
door of the palace.
“Come. I am going to tell my father that you saved me.”
“I can’t remain,” he said, “I have much to do.”
“Even if you are very busy, stay just a little with me,” she replied.
“I have only helped you like a brother would,” he told her.
The girl, who desired the minister’s son, cried and rent her clothing. Some servants came, seized the boy,
taking him for the thief of the treasure. Thus the three friends found themselves in the same prison.
“Tomorrow, the son of the king will be executed,” said one of the guards. The son of the king requested that he
be heard by the king:
“I am accused of having killed a woman, but it was a demoness. I have only killed three snakes which came
from her nostrils and her mouth. These snakes served as protectors of her life-force.\fn{ Srog kyob.} The bodies of
these snakes are hidden under the stone of the threshold.”
After having verified this fact, the king’s son was released. The king then resolved to have the nose of the
trader’s son cut off. The minister’s son told the king what he had seen and the body of the false hermit was
discovered in his cave. He even had the nose of the girl in his mouth! Thus the trader’s son was released.
The minister’s son was then questioned about the theft of the treasure.
:”Three thieves got hold of the daughter of the king and the treasure. I saved the girl but she was filled with
desire and wanted me to become her lover. I refused and she then hid the truth.”
Behind the image of the temple, the king’s treasure was found. Then the king was convinced of the
mischievousness of women, and threw his daughter into prison.
14
In Tarap, a father had an unmarried daughter. The daughter became pregnant;
“What am I going to say to my father?” she thought to herself. She then said:
“Father, I am pregnant because, being thirsty, I drank the water of a spring and I swallowed a fish with golden
eyes.” To this the father ironically replied:
“I would like to see the spring from which this water came!”
15
Not far from Lhasa, there was a valley where all the women were witches. There was, then, in this valley, a
very rich family. The mother was a witch, and would absent herself in the middle of the night, after having been,
as all witches were, normal during the day. This woman was the queen of the witches.
One night, the son saw his mother seat herself on a wooden trunk and fly away. Intrigued, the next day, he hid
himself in the trunk before his mother departed.
“This trunk is indeed heavy and does not go fast!” his mother said to herself. But they arrived, in spite of this,
on a great plain. near a tree where all the witches of the region had gathered.
The mother seated herself on a throne of moss and received gifts of skulls, hearts and human blood. One witch
also offered a brain, but the queen had forgotten her spoon. So she stretched her right arm which became longer
and longer and longer, so that finally it was able to enter into her home, where she picked a spoon off the shelf
Then the arm returned to its normal length and the queen of the sorceresses could eat the human brain. Later, she
returned to her house astride the trunk, as though on a horse, her son still hidden inside it. The next day, the
mother was busy spinning woolen thread and her spindle fell through the opening in the roof terrace into the
kitchen.
“Son, go fetch my spindle!” The child who had seen the woman’s arm lengthen said:
“You need only lengthen your arm and you can pick up the spindle. You have the power to do this!”
The mother ,furious, realized that her son had guessed that she was a witch. She covered him with her apron,
and gave him a powerful blow on the head which changed him into a dog.
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So, the son turned into a dog but he kept his human conscience .and his understanding of the language of
people! He wandered for a long time. One day, he heard villagers praising the saintliness of a religious man
named Lama Shang. He came to meet Lama Shang as he was about to make the circumanbulation of a chörten.
The holy one immediately perceived the true nature of the dog, and said:
“Dog, I know that you are a man but I don’t have the power to return you to your true nature. Go, then, to
Lama Ralotsawa; he alone can do this.” Then he attached a gold coin between the dog’s two eyes. Lama
Ralotsawa, while in deep prayer, had a premonition of the arrival of a creature in difficulty. He instructed his
servant:
“A creature, undoutedly human, is in difficulty; receive him and inform me.”
The servant, who expected to see a man arrive, saw only a dog come and he chased it away. The dog hid
himself behind the hermitage. In the evening, the Lama inquired about his visitor.
“No man came, only a dog came and it has hidden itself behind the building.”
“Go look for this dog. It is he whom I must free from possession, from him I must remove malevolent forces.”
Lama Ralotsawa was holding a torma in his hand and when the dog appeared, he threw it in the direction of
the dog’s head. This caused the gold coin, which had been attached between the eyes, to fall, and the dog resumed
its human form. The child, freed, then related his miseries.
“And your mother, where does she live?” asked the lama.
“My mother lives in the country which is called Pempo. She is a witch, in fact she is the queen of the witches,
and her trunk serves her as her steed. She changed me into a dog after covering me with an apron and striking me
on the head. It is Lama Shang who understood that I was a man. He told me to go and find you, and fixed the gold
coin on my forehead. I am grateful to you for having restored my state as a man.”
Lama Ralotsawa kept the boy as his attendant. After two years, he thought about the boy’s evil-doing witchmother, and said to him elf that it was necessary to suppress her.
“Go and see your mother,” said the Lama.
“I will not see my mother; she is a witch with great power,” the boy replied.
“Take this yellow scarf and go see your mother. If she gives you something to bring, do not open the package!”
The boy returned home and said to his mother:
“I am your son. I was a dog, and I have again become human being. Thanks to Lama Ralotsawa who gave me
human form.” The mother said:
“This lama must be very powerful; I wish to offer him a present.” And she entrusted her son with an iron box
which contained a thunderbolt to kill the Lama.
“And, whatever you do, do not open it along the way.” The boy thought:
“The lama told me to not open anything. On the other hand, my mother must intend that the contents of the
box will kill the Lama. I must protect my master by releasing the contents of the box now. The scarf will protect
me.”
He opened the box and the thunderbolt fell out, but the scarf protected him. The boy became afraid, and
thought:
“My mother is indeed a wicked witch! She wants to kill the lama.” When he returned, his teacher asked him:
“What did your mother say?”
“My mother gave me an iron box and told me not to open it along the way and to offer it to you. I understood
that she wanted to kill you with the contents; so I opened it and a thunderbolt fell out, but the scarf protected me.”
Three months later, the boy returned to his mother; the Lama, aware that the death of the witch was
approaching, said to the boy:
“If your mother gives you a gift, whatever you do, do not open the package!” The mother, seeing the boy
arrive, thought to herself:
“The box, opened in the Lama’s presence, had no effect. I am going to send something even more powerful.”
And she showed great joy at the coming of her son.
“Take this very big package to give to the holy man, but whatever you do, do not open it in the course of the
journey.”
. This time, the boy did not open the box and handed it over to the Lama. The lama asked him to return to his
mother, place the gift close to her, open it, and then to leave as fast as possible:
“Your scarf will protect you!”
The boy returned to his mother. That night, as soon as she went to sleep, he put the box close by her, opened it,
and fled as fast as he could go. Huge clouds bellowed out of the box and nine times a bolt of lightening fell on the
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house. The mother died, crushed under the ruins.
16
Long, long ago, in Drogpa country, there lived an old man and an old woman. Their abode was a small tent.
All they possessed was a tiny clay cooking pot, a sheep and a goat. The old man grazed his two animals every day
on the heights, and the old woman stayed alone under the tent.
One day, the old woman gave birth to a child. She wrapped it in rags, anointed its fontanel with oil,\fn{ Probably
a reference to the anterior interval between the incompleted angles of the parietal bones and the neighboring bones of a fetal skull, situated
at the junction of the coronal and sagittal sutures—by far the largest and the most persistent of six such spaces (all of which are normally
covered with membraneous tissue), and so-called because it is possible to easily see the rhythmical pulsation produced by the flow of blood
in the vessels of the brain.} then went to find some wood.

A hare, sly and mischievous, entered the tent, killed the newborn, removed the head, and ate the body. Hearing
the approach of the old woman, he put the head on the bedchines\fn{ I am unable to find this word. } of the infant, and
put a little tsampa on its nose and the lips. The old woman saw the hare escape and noticing the traces of tsampa
on the infant’s face, she thought,
“Father hare, you are kind, you have given my baby something to eat,” but when she lifted the child, she saw
there was nothing left but the head. The old woman, in tears, went to inform her husband:
“The hare has killed our infant! It was a reddish-brown hare.”
The old man left to look for the hare. Seeing a yellow one, he said:
“You, yellow hare! How have you managed to be so yellow?”
“I ate yellow grass and drank yellow water.”
And the yellow hare was able to save himself. Farther on, the old man saw a reddish hare.
“Reddish hare, how have you become reddish?”
“I became reddish eating red grass and drinking red water.”
And the reddish hare made off Alas!, the husband saw a reddish-brown hare.
“Reddish-brown hare. in what way have you made yourself reddish-brown?”
“It is from eating the infant of an old man and an old woman I shall became reddish-brown.”
The old man seized the hare and put him in his garment, to carry him to his lent. On the way, tired, he sat down
and went to sleep. The hare look the opportunity to flee, and put. in his place, a large piece of ice. The old man
woke up, took the road to the tent and upon arriving called out:
“Wife. be quick, prepare the fire and heal the cooking pot full of water; I have brought the reddish-brown
hare.”
Without paying attention, the old man look the piece of ice out of his garment and threw it into the cooking
pot. Finding the garment damp, he thought,
“The hare has urinated.” The two old people then waited for the hare to be cooked. but found instead that it had
disappeared!
Again the husband left on a search. He met a yellow hare and a red hare, and he asked the same questions as
before. At last. he found the reddish-brown hare and seized it. He decided to kill the hare there and then.
“Old man, don’t kill me here, I will go with you to your tent.” said the hare.
The old woman put the pot on the fire and the old man prepared to kill the animal when it said to him:
"Old man. in order to kill me, you each must take a bar from the loom: you, old man, with a urlu; you. old
woman. with a tashing.\fn{Both parts of a loom.} Then sit down facing each other. I will then jump between you two
and you both can strike me.”
The old people agreed, but they didn’t strike quickly enough and the hare was able to jump aside while each of
the two old ones gave the other a mortal blow.
17
A hare and a tiger became friends. The hare was intelligent, but his conscience was base and he could only
think of killing the tiger to get his skin. But the tiger was cleverer and stronger than usual, while the hare was very
puny.
One day, the hare invited the tiger to join him. He lit a small fire by the edge of a cliff and gave the tiger a
place to sit between the fire and the cliff edge. Then, slowly, the hare began to feed the fire and the fire grew and
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began to radiate more and more heat. The tiger drew back more and more. Finally the tiger fell backwards over
the cliff, roaring and howling as he fell.
“Tiger, my friend, don’t cry, you have all my sympathy,” called the hare. The hare set out again and met a tea
merchant to whom he said:
“My friend the tiger is dead at the foot of the cliff. I will sell you his skin.”
The trader, laying down his load, went to skin the tiger. The hare, seeing a shepherd, called out to him.
“Shepherd, would you not like to go and find a load of tea, abandoned on the edge of the road?”
And the shepherd, leaving his flock, went off to find the tea. The hare then went to find a wolf
“Friendly wolf,” he said. “What would you say to a feast of ewes?” And the wolf devoured the flock of the
shepherd.
The hare then said to himself: “I must get rid of the wolf," and went to find the ram, Tugpho Tashi and the
billy-goat, Rapho Tarkye. He told them:
“Tell me, are you two strong enough to kill the wolf that has consumed the herd?”
“How can we kill a wolf?” they asked,. “We are not strong enough.”
“You, Billy-goat, you stand erect on your rear feet and knock the wolf with your horns, and you, Ram, you
take a huge stone and you strike the wolf.”
The wolf came, the Billy-goat stood erect, but the wolf jumped at his breast and removed the goat’s heart!
Then the ram charged the wolf, but the wolf led the ram to fall into a deep hole which broke its back. So the wolf
saved himself.
The hare was disappointed at the failure of his plan for killing the wolf. Arriving at a stream, he filled a saddle
bag with sand. The wolf asked him:
“What are you doing?”
“Tomorrow, the king will give some sheep to one of my wolf friends. This bag will serve as my saddle, as I am
to ride this friend to take myself to the king.”
“I would like to be this friend,” said the wolf
The hare then saddled the wolf, and thus mounted, went to see the king. A servant saw the hare arrive, riding
on a wolf. He called some men armed with bows and arrows. The hare fled, but the wolf, weighed down by the
bag, was killed.
18
In a pasture, the hare saw a wild yak, then a hunter. The hare told the hunter about the yak:
“I am going stand by the yak in order to identify it out to you,” he said.
“Uncle yak, a man is coming, don’t fool about. Quick, we must leave,” said the hare.
The hunter fired at the yak and the yak fell on his back and made several somersaults as it died. With the last
kick, the hooves of the yak caused a stone to fly up, which shattered the nose of the hare and killed it.
The hunter carried away the flesh of the wild yak, and left the body of the hare to the carrion-eating birds.
19
A man had only a small field of barley. He was hoping to get married with the money he received from the
harvest. But a hare came regularly to eat the barley. One day, the man set a trap and caught the hare.
“You are destroying my only wealth. Moreover, this field of barley must serve to pay for my wedding dowry!”
said the man.
“Don’t kill me,” the hare begged. “I will help you to get married. If you have confidence in me, then go to the
summit of the mountain and consult the wise hermit hare who is there. He will give you good advice.” The young
man went up to see the hermit hare, who was, in fact, the same one who was devastating his field.
“Holy hare, what must I do to find a wife who is wise and of good birth?” the young man asked.
“Leave the barley to the poor hare that you took in your trap and I will help.”
At the time of the harvest. there was nothing left in the field except for three little sheaves of barley from
which the young man made tsampa. The young man then loaded up his donkey, and set off with the hare who had
become his friend. They went to find the young man a wife.
They arrived in the capital of a prosperous land. The hare poured out a little tsampa in a nearby lake and the
donkey drank there.
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“Here is a man wealthy enough to feed his donkey tsampa in great quantity!” said the king’s servant who had
watched the scene, and he went to report this fact to his master. Then the hare secretly removed all the silk
banners from the palace, tore them up and spread them on the ground, shouting:
“The prince of a faraway country has come to ask for the hand of the king’s daughter!”
And the king gave his daughter to the man so rich that he fed his donkey tsampa and walked upon silk. Then it
was necessary for the young man to return to his own land. The king. his subjects and the young couple went off
in a procession making a great clamor. The hare, who proceeded them. went to find a demoness who lived in a
house filled with gold and turquoise, and said to her:
“Demoness, the king of a powerful country comes to make war on you. Hear the shouts and this terrible
commotion. Hide yourself, quick!”
“Where can I hide myself, friend hare?”
“Here! In this copper cooking pot,” he replied.
The demoness hid herself in the pot and the hare closed the lid and lit a big fire. Then he roasted her.
Thus, the hare was able to offer a palace filled with gold and turquoise to the young man who possessed only a
small field of barley.
20
Chang-Apa had borrowed a very large sum from a drogpa, while on the pilgrimage route to Kang Tise. He
promised to return it to him quickly. One day, as he was circumambulating the large prayer flag pole at Darchen,
Chang-Apa saw the drogpa coming toward him. Quickly, Chang-Apa took hold of the pole.
“What are you doing there, Chang-Apa? Don’t you know that you must return the money I lent you?”
“I am very busy now. I have a most important task, I am holding up the sacred pole. If you want your money
back, you must hold up the pole in my place, so I can go and get the money.” The drogpa agreed and Chang-Apa
instructed him:
“Hold the pole with both your arms and keep your eyes fixed on the top. If you see it move, shout, ‘The central
pillar of the religion is going to fall,’\fn{ A note here says that, unknown to Karma, this statement is highly blasphemous, because
through a double meaning of the words used, it equates the pole with the fundamentals of Buddhist belief. } so people will come to
help you.”
The drogpa watched the top of the pole. lie believed that he saw it move, though it was only clouds blowing
by. So he shouted at the top of his voice:
“The central pillar of the religion is going to fall!”
The pilgrims that were present, thinking it was a joke in bad taste by a sacrilegious fellow, mercilessly beat up
the poor man, and made a fool of him while Chang-Apa was already far off.
On his way, Chang-Apa met some children fishing in a stream. The children had rambled off some distance.
He took the fish they had caught, fried them and ate them. Then he put each of the .skeletons into the holes of
field mice.
Coming back, the children looked for the fish. Chang-Apa told them they had escaped, and had gone into the
holes of the field-mice.
“If you don’t want to believe me, look over here, only don’t come too close. Here, let me do this,” and
delicately, he drew out the skeletons from the holes.
“Somebody has eaten the fish!” said the children.
“It must have been the field mice!” said Chang-Apa.
+
The soles of Chang-Apa’s shoes were full of holes, and he needed a little skin to repair them. On the road, he
saw an old woman who was tanning a skin.
“Here’s my chance!” he said to himself, and, approaching her, he said:
“How beautiful you are! And not a wrinkle on your face!”
The old woman passed her hands over her cheeks, and Chang Apa, taking advantage of this, took the skin and
fled.
+
Continuing on his way, Chang-Apa arrived at the edge of a river and saw a horseman coming his way.
“Where are you going?” the rider asked.
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“I am going to cross the river, can you help me?”
“I have to continue on my way, which is on this side of the river; but I can lend you my horse to cross the ford.
He will come back by himself.”
Chang-Apa mounted the horse, made it enter the water and. coming to the middle of the river, stopped the
horse by pulling on the reins. However, from a distance, it appeared that he was unable to make the horse cross
over. Then he rode back to the bank.
“This horse doesn’t want to cross. Lend me your clothes. then he will obey me, for he will then think that it is
his master who is crossing the river.”
Chang-Apa, dressed in the horseman’s clothes then crossed over. From the other side, the horseman, naked and
numb with cold, shouted:
“Send back my horse, and my clothes, quickly!”
Chang-Apa then put some butter on the forehead of the horse and called to the horseman,
“Aho! Aho!” The horseman looked at the horse, and said to himself:
“That's not my horse, mine doesn't have a white spot on the forehead. Moreover, the rider doesn’t look like the
man to whom I loaned my horse.”
And he waved to Chang-Apa to go on.
+
Chang-Apa had no money. He left for Lhasa. On the way, he saw a group of porters who were waiting to be
hired, and sat down with them. A wealthy trader came up and said:
“I have a load of porcelain bowls to carry to my place; I will give three wise counsels as wages to the one who
will transport it.” The porters all refused, excepting Chang-Apa.
“One can make money on any number of occasions,” he thought, “but it is more difficult to obtain good
advice.”
“I will carry this load,” said Chang-Apa.
The trader and Chang-Apa made an agreement and Chang- Apa carried the load. After a while, Chang-Apa
demanded:
“Can you give me a word of advice?”
“‘Don’t believe the one who tells you that it is better to be hungry than to eat too much,’” said the trader.
“That is good advice!” After a while, Chang-Apa asked for a second word of advice and the trader said:
“‘Don’t believe the one who will tell you that it is better to go on foot than to go by horse.’”
“That is indeed good advice,” said Chang-Apa. They continued to go along and arrived in front of the trader’s
gate.
“What is the third piece of good advice?” asked C hang-Apa.
“‘Don’t believe the one who tells you that there are porters more stupid than you,’” said the trader.
Immediately, Chang-Apa let slip the rope of his load which fell to the ground, the bowls breaking into a
thousand pieces.
“'Don’t believe the one who tells you that any of the bowls are not broken,” said Chang-Apa.
+
Chang-Apa, walking in the streets of Lhasa, saw a beautiful daughter of a noble family. He did not hide his
desire. The girl was willing, provided Chang-Apa agreed to a bet, the terms of which were that he was obliged to
make love to her one hundred times consecutively, one after another, in a single night, failing which he would lose
the bet.
They passed the night together. Chang-Apa, in order to give himself strength after each session, ate a brain of a
sparrow. The girl, after the ninety-ninth time, became aware of this ploy and hid the last brain. Chang-Apa,
exhausted, was then not able to fully satisfy his companion-in-love the hundredth time.
As they now disagreed on the result of the bet, they decided to speak to a judge, but they could not speak
openly about the true nature of the bet. So Chang-Apa used a subterfuge:
“We have seen a tree covered with one hundred fruits,” he said, “but this girl pretends that there are only
ninety-nine. We have made a bet about it. Which of us is right?”
“There were only ninety-nine fruits!” said the girl. Then Chang-Apa said:
“This tree had indeed ninety-nine fruits well ripened. But there was one that was not quite ripe.” To this, the
girl had to agree. The judge reflected and then said:
“A green fruit is still a fruit.; this cannot be contested; therefore giving the verdict to Chang-Apa!
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21
Pha Khyungpo Abchen Tsorala. a wise and powerful king. had a guileless son who was called Balabewa. The
king decided to initiate his son into the affairs of the world. and sent him off to hunt. Accordingly. Balabewa set
out in search of game, traveling the endless plain on horseback.
One day he saw a fox and set himself to following it, but the fox went down into his den. Balabewa
dismounted from his horse. undressed himself, and tied his clothes to the saddle. Then he entered the tunnel of the
den, placing his hat behind him, over the opening.
The fox was able to escape past Balabewa and come out of the tunnel with the hat on his head! This gave the
horse such a fright that the poor animal fled. along with Balabewa’s clothes.
Balabewa returned to his father, on foot and naked. The king insisted on hearing the story of his adventure.
“On the endless great plain. I pursued a fox, entering his den after him. But the fox escaped, upsetting the
horse! I will never again go hunting. It is too dangerous!”
After a while, the father asked his son to go and do some trading. He gave him a hundred fat rams fitted with a
hundred empty pack bags. Balabewa went far off, repeating endlessly:
“If I sell the fat rams, what do I do with the bags? If I sell the bags, what do I do with the rams? I am not cut
out to be a trader.”
Along the way, he stopped to rest near a spring. A girl came, carrying a water container on her back; then a
second girl came. Balabewa offered to help the younger one lift her load. While doing this, the turquoise which he
was wearing at his neck fell into the container without his noticing it. When Balabewa realized that he had lost the
turquoise, he returned home, telling his father:
“I am not capable of carrying out business.” His father replied:
“Tomorrow, go again and keep in mind this bit of advice: ‘Nourishment is less important than profit.’”
The next day, Balabewa again arrived at the spring. Meanwhile, the girl had found the turquoise and had
placed it on a large rock, over the spring. Many girls saw the reflection of the turquoise in the water and tried in
vain to catch it, thinking that it was in the water. Balabewa discovered the jewel at the same time as the girl he had
helped came to the spring again.
“Where are you going?” asked the girl.
“I am going to do business, but I don’t know how to begin!”
“What do you have to sell?” she asked.
“My father has given me a hundred fat rams and a hundred empty pack bags. Then he said to me: ‘Nourishment is less important than profit,’ but 1 don’t know what it means!”
“But this is very simple! To feed yourself, each day you have only to castrate a ram and eat the testicles. To fill
up a pack-bag with grain, you have only to shear the wool from the back of an animal and exchange it for grain!”
“You are a very intelligent girl; help me with my business,” said the young man.
So the two set out together to find a rich trader and exchange wool for grain. When the hundred bags had been
filled with grain, the son returned to his father’s palace.
“What did you do to succeed in this trading?” the father asked.
“I met a girl to whom I confessed my ignorance, and she helped me,” he told his father.
“Do you know this girl?”
“Yes, every day she goes to draw water at the spring!”
“I think she is very wise,” the father replied. “You ought to take her for your wife.”
The king and his son returned to the spring and placed a turquoise on the large rock over the water. Many of
the girls wanted to fish out the turquoise when they were only seeing its reflection! It was the intelligent girl who
realized the true location of the stone.
The king wanted to kidnap the girl, but he was caught by the girl’s parents. The king was locked up, but
Balabewa was set free. The king wrote a message to his son from the prison. It said:
I am all right. I am kept prisoner. When I ask for food, they give me a bowl of beer in the morning and another in the
evening. Do what you can to free me.

But this message was not legible because it was written with milk. In vain. Balabewa showed the paper to the
lamas, to wise men, to the minister. Everyone thought him a simpleton as they could see no message.
Three years, three months and three days passed. One night as he was going to sleep, he examined once again
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the paper sent by his father. The light from the lamp shone through the paper and the letters appeared at last.
Balabewa was able to read his father’s appeal for help. He quickly left to free his father and met again the girl
who had advised him so well in the trading business.
“Where are you going?” she asked him.
“I am going 10 rescue my father, who is between life and death,” Balabewa said.
“I know where your father is kept. Prepare a bowl of clotted milk in which you must hide a turquoise and a
jawbone of a sheep. I will take it to him,” said the girl.
The girl succeeded in making her way to the prisoner. She gave him the bowl of milk, saying:
"”Old man, don’t eat like a glutton! Drink slowly, take little sips, and hide the turquoise in the neck of your
garment. With the jawbone of the sheep, cut your bonds.”
The king understood this message. He found the turquoise and the jawbone. The turquoise he gave to the
guard, who let him escape. He made his escape and left with the girl, whom Balabewa then married.
But, Balabewa was ignorant as to how to make love. His father again gave him advice:
“Make use of the extremity of flesh which possesses articulation and which is without a bone.”
That night, Balabewa counted the eighteen articulations of his body, and while making the count, he touched
his penis which stiffened itself. He told himself that it was a bone. Finally he thought of the tongue. Convinced he
had discovered the proper device, he thought he had made love by using his tongue.
“Last night, I made love,” he told his father the next day. The father, incredulous, asked him:
“How did you do it?”
“I found the extremity of flesh which possessed articulation and is without a bone, the tongue, and I made
love!” The father was horrified at the stupidity of his son,
“Go and ask another woman so that she can teach you how to make love.” But all the women in the kingdom
refused.
One day, Balabewa and his wife went to a festival. Balabewa rode a stallion, his wife, a mare. While they were
watching archery, the stallion mounted the mare.
“What are they doing?” Balabewa asked.
“They are making love,” responded his wife.
Balabewa understood; from then on he could not do anything but make love. The father, seeing this, fastened
the brain of a sheep on the door of the room, saying,
“Some men die of making love too much; certain vaginas become rotten from too much lovemaking.”
Balabewa, smelling the odor of the brain, became fearful, and told his wife his father’s advice, and she
suggested that it would be good to make love once every seven days or even every three days. Balabewa, who had
learned trade and love, became intelligent, thanks to his wife, Pumo Dongtso.
22
In the high valley of Khumbu lived a holy man called Buddha Tsenchen, who was nearly a hundred years old,
Now it is a belief that the life of a holy man will not go beyond a hundred years if he is not married, and the
villagers warned to look after this holy man for the longest time possible. So, some villagers came to persuade
Buddha Tsenchen to marry a maiden fifteen years of age. The girl bore marks identifying her as a kandro.\fn{A
type of deity that works either for good or for evil, but never for both. }
Tsenchen lived then a good many more years to the benefit of all. He had exceptional powers and spoke freely
to his tutelary deities, to Urgyen Rinpoche, and to his pho-lha and the deities responded to him. Nearby lived Yullha Tritsen Karpo, one of the attendants of Urgyen Rinpoche. One day, the old lama appealed to Tritsen Karpo:
“There is no salt in the land of Khumbu, and the salt that comes from Tibet each year is very costly; could you
procure a store for us?”
“The time for this has not yet come, but I promise to help you.”
“Whether the time comes or not, I will make a prayer,” said Buddha Tsenchen.
“If you wish, we will speak of it seriously each day, but this must be done far from all other people.”
The lama then bought a little field and asked his wife to cultivate it. This was done secretly, in order to keep
her occupied and away from the house so he could meet the deity alone.
The next day. the wife prepared the meal, left the cooking pot on the hearth. covered the embers with ashes to
prevent their smoking, and left to work in the field. That day. Buddha Tsenchen and Yul-lha Tritsen Karpo talked
at length about the salt. Then the lama made a ritual burning of juniper to honor the deity. From the field, the wife
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saw white smoke rising in the sky and said to herself:
“Look at that, the fire is still smoking, though I had left the embers well covered!”
The second day, Buddha Tsenchen and Yul-lha Tritsen continued their conversation and again. the smoke of
the juniper rose above the house. The wife became concerned, and then suspicious. The third day, she took
particular care to cover the hearth with ashes before leaving for the field. Again the deity came and again the
smoke from the burning juniper rose in the sky. The wife then ran toward the house and saw. leaving by the
window in a hurry, a being clothed in white, with a white headdress.
“Who has come here while I was in the field?” she asked. “Woman, you are too suspicious! I will not tell you,
neither tomorrow. nor the day after, but I will tell you after three days.”
“Then it was a woman who came to see you?”
“I will tell you everything after three days,” was all the lama would say. The wife, furious, took the porcelain
bowl from which the deity had drunk and threw it at the lama’s head.
“Woman, since you want to know what has happened here this is it. For three days. I have been in conversation
with Yul-lha Tritsen Karpo on the subject of a store of salt for our country. Now, this cannot be realized because of
your jealousy and your folly, and the whole country is going to suffer because of it. And now I am going to die in
three days. If you want to bring blessings to the country, live a virtuous life and retire to a place of meditation.”
The holy man died as he had predicted, and Khumbu never had a stock of salt.
23
In the land of Tö, a family was very wealthy; they had fields of barley, a large herd of yaks and pack-goats.
Two sons were born; the older took up trading; the second attended to the herds.
One day, one of the goats climbed a cliff. The shepherd followed the goat and came across a crack in the rock.
He entered the cavity and discovered a series of large rooms ornamented with gold, silver and turquoise.
Succulent dishes were laid out and he tasted them. This was the palace of a tsen.\fn{A divinity of the intermediate
world.}
The tsen came in unexpectedly and the boy hid himself behind a door. The tsen detected the smell of human,
closed the door and discovered the intruder.
”I have need of a servant. and behold, one is found!”
Days went by and the boy's parents grew more and more anxious. They made appeals to lamas and offered
very costly ceremonies. Finally they received news through a divination:
“Your son is not dead, but his life is perpetually in danger. He is under the power of a tsen. The tsen has given
him custody of three keys, of gold. of silver and of copper; giving access to the treasures of gold, silver and
copper.”
A nagpa\fn{Magician; religious practitioner of great power. } was called. lie wrote the name of the tsen on a piece of
paper which he put into a triangular box. This would utterly destroy the tsen from a distance.
The tsen, knowing that his doom was desired, gave the boy a hat that made him invisible and sent him to the
magician. The boy was instructed to put a little bird’s feather on the end of the magician’s pen and a little dust in
the triangular box. Thus the nagpa’s action was neutralized.
Many days later, a second nagpa, one-eyed. was consulted. He performed a ritual. Then the tsen said to the
boy:
“Today, a very powerful magician has arrived. You go again. fix a little feather of a bird at the end of his pen,
and throw a little dust in the triangular box.”
The boy did what he was asked to do. The one-eyed magician noticed the dust, and because he had only one
eye. he was able to see the feather which he removed from the end of the pen. Then the one-eyed nagpa wrote the
name of the tsen on a paper which he put into the box. and performed a kurim.\fn{A religious ceremony related to illness,
defilement, or danger.} Then he called the tsen by shaking a black cloth.
“Boy, I must go to the powerful magician. I will take myself there in the form of a pigeon. When you see me,
you must carefully close the sleeves of your garment to hide me.”
The boy, invisible. went near the magician and saw the pigeon arrive, lured by the force of the magic. The bird
entered the front of the nagpa’s garment and came out by the sleeve, then went to hide himself in the boy’s
garment. But the boy had forgotten to close the sleeves. So, the bird had to come out again and was utterly
destroyed by the power of the nagpa.
By another kurim, the nagpa was able to free the boy from the tsen’s control and in this way, the boy was able
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to obtain the riches of the tsen.
24
The wind was blowing with great force on the plain; an old man and an old woman had found shelter in the
cave but were stripped of everything and without food.
A little later, a caravan of traders from the distant province of Kham arrived. The old ones hid themselves at
the back of the cave.
The men of the caravan placed the loads of the pack animals in a heap at the entrance of the cave, lit a fire, and
began to prepare tea and a meal. The two old ones were terrified, cold, and half dead from hunger.
But the old man was crafty. He asked his wife to get undressed. Then, with charcoal, he drew ears, eyes, and
eyebrows on her buttocks. Then he asked her to walk on all fours and to move backward in the direction of the
cave entrance.
So well did she do this that the attendant who first saw her was utterly terrified. Panicked, he rushed toward his
friends, shouting:
The demon of the cave of Saka Drigphug is threatening us; it has a rounded figure, black eyes like charcoal.
and instead of having a human mouth, it has a vertical slit!”
And everyone fled, leaving the old people .something to eat and a fire to warm themselves by.
25
In ancient times, in the land of the East there was a powerful king, the father of three girls, and in the land of
the West, there was also a powerful king, who was a widower. The minister of the king of the West was constantly
pressing him to marry again.
In the West also lived an old woman, an able cook, who knew, above all, how to prepare tripe very well. The
minister asked her for matrimonial advice, and she went to the land of the East to investigate. The daughters of the
king of the East were always seated on the roof-terrace of the palace, watching from afar the palace of the king of
the West.
“If I become the wife of the king of the West, I will make uniforms for a thousand warriors from a cubit of
fabric,” said the eldest.
“If I become the wife of the king of the West, I will give a measure of grain to a thousand warriors from a
single measure,” said the second.
“If I become the wife of the king of the West,” said the last one, “I will have three children born at the same
time.”
The old woman heard these words and reported them to the minister, who then encouraged the king to ask for a
daughter of the king of the East in marriage.
“I give you the youngest.” said the king of the East.
“No, I want all three,” replied the king of the West.
“If you want all three, you will have much trouble!” the minister warned. The king of the West insisted, and
married the three sisters.
The two elder ones did not keep the promises they had made. Only the third kept her word, and gave birth to
triplets. Now the older wives were jealous and they decided to get rid of the new-born children. Nearby a dog had
given birth to three puppies. The sisters replaced the babies, two boys and a girl, with the puppies, put the babies
in clay pots and threw them in the river.
The king became furious on hearing that his wife had given birth to puppies and had her put into prison. The
three pots floated on the river, going with the current as far as a confluence, where they stayed, motionless, in a
whirlpool. A saintly man, who went every day to bathe in the river and fetch fresh water, saw the three pots. He
pushed the pots aside so that he could draw water, but they returned and put themselves in front of him!
“When I remove these pots, they come back in front of me!” he remarked.
The lama lifted them out and discovered the three children, whom he took home. He fed them and brought
them up in the Religion.\fn{I.e., in Buddhism.}
Eventually, the queen was judged, and the minister pronounced the judgment:
“To the queen, three puppies were born; their father, then, is a dog. It is necessary to kill her for this grave
crime.”
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But the king decided to keep her locked up. As for the older queens, they never kept their promises and they
had no children.
Twelve years went by, and one day the lama told his wards:
“I am now going to retire to meditate in a cave; each day, make a little food for me. This flower, Drolma
Metog, which I entrust to you, will bloom as long as I will be alive. When it withers, I will be dead. Remember
my advice: always stay in this hermitage, do not go to the land of the West to play, and do not eat food that
strangers offer you.”
The lama also gave them three excellent horses. He added:
“Later, indeed much later, from the dried-up flower, a new flower will be born, and when it opens, I will
reincarnate myself in the form of a bird, Chapo Karabshog. The bird will be born very far from here, but it will
always be your protector.”
“Our father and mother, who are they?” the children asked.
“Now, I will not say anything, but when I come back in the form of a bird, you will meet your parents,” the
lama replied.
The lama stayed a long time in meditation, isolated from the world.
One day, the flower suddenly withered. The children thought:
“The flower has dried up, our lama protector has died. What shall we do? The lama had indeed said, ‘Don’t go
to the land of the West.’”
The two boys, who were very handsome, went about on horseback. One day, they participated in a race, which
they won, and they won every time, defeating the chieftain of the valley and the king’s minister. The king, present
at the race, asked them,
“Which is your country, and your lineage? What is the name of your clan?”
“We have neither father nor mother, no name as progeny or of clan. Our protector, a saintly lama, is dead, and
we live at the lower end of a remote valley.” The king and the minister knew of the lama, and wondered how he
could have had children as he who had made a vow of celibacy.
“These boys are well-behaved, and strong. Who are they?” The king and the minister remained perplexed, but
the older queens remembered their misdeed and guessed,
“They are, without doubt, the children of our sister,. They must be destroyed, they must be poisoned.”
The eldest queen instructed the old servant to prepare a plate of tripe, to which she added some poison, and had
it carried to the hermitage in the distant valley. The old woman arrived safely and gave the plate to the girl.
“This old woman came from far away with this food. We must accept it in order to please her,” she thought,
but she waited for her two brothers. She then divided the tripe into three portions.
In the house, a mother cat had three kittens. One of the kittens ate the three portions and died immediately.
Seeing this, the girl remembered the instructions of the lama.
“This meat had poison in it. Someone wishes us harm,” she decided.
Three days later, the boys returned again to the festival. Seeing them, the two queens thought,
“Our poison was not strong enough. The children are still alive.”
The old woman was again sent with a plate of tripe. The girl did not eat any, but made three portions of it. The
second kitten ate some and died immediately. The girl again thought,
“Someone wishes us harm.”
The boys again took part in the horse races and carried off the prizes. The two queens sent the old woman with
a plate of tripe a third time. After eating some, the third kitten died. Finally, the three children understood the plan
of the queens and the old woman. Meanwhile. the king, puzzled. continued to wonder about the origin of the
children. He consulted a magician who said.
“No one can tell their origin, only the bird Chapo Karabshog can do this; this bird is the reincarnation of a
saintly lama. He is like a jewel, norbu, a jewel which gives strength.”
Immediately, the king wished to acquire the bird and ordered a search. All the servants went off in different
directions but it was not seen.
Around the hermitage of the lama, the flower Drolma Metog bloomed again.
“The saintly lama had announced,” the children told themselves, “that when the flower opens again. he will be
reborn in the form of a bird. This has now happened. The bird will surely show itself soon.”
The older boy left to search for the bird, far, far, up to the edge of the world. He arrived in a great forest
growing beside a high cliff. There, an old woman was weaving on a loom. She was the custodian of a cave in the
cliff
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“Old woman, can you tell me where the bird Chapo Karabshog, king of the birds, is found?”
“My master is a demon; he is guarded by animals: tiger, snake, leopard, and bear, and you cannot go any
further. So go back to where you came from. What is it you want?”
“I want to meet the bird!” said the boy.
“Many men have come this far, but none of them has left; all have been transformed into stone. If you go
further, you will die.”
“This bird is my teacher, I must find him,” said the boy.
The old woman then gave the child a ball of thread from the weft and attached one end of the thread to the
loom. The boy left, unrolling the thread. When the thread was entirely unrolled, he came to a rock which was the
door of the cave and he struck it which caused it to open. The child went in, and saw trees with many fruits and
the animal guardians: the tiger, the snake, the leopard, and the bear. At the same time, he saw countless birds. One
of them said,
“I am not the bird Chapo Karabshog.” A bird-liar then said.
“I am the bird Chapo Karabshog.”
The child, who did not know how to recognize the true bird-incarnation, was transformed into stone.
Three years later, the second brother, concerned by his brother’s absence, decided to take up the search. He
arrived at the edge of the world, found the old woman who repeated,
“Do not go to look for the bird, unless you go to die.”
But the boy did not listen to this advice. Guided by a bird who pretended to be the bird Chapo Karabshog, he
went on, right up to the cave. As he too had been deceived, he was transformed into stone. Three years later, as
her two brothers had not returned. the sister thought,
“Neither of my two brothers have come back, the flower Drolma Metog flowers again, and the bird has not
come.” So she left in search of the bird. She saw the old woman who told her:
“Many men have passed by here, but all are now dead. Don’t enter into the cave!”
But the sister entered there, unrolling the spool of thread, and she saw the birds perched on a sandalwood tree.
At the top of the tree, a bird said,
“As for me, I am not the bird Chapo Karabshog.” A bird-liar then said:
“It is I who am the bird Chapo Karabshog!” The girl said a prayer:
“My lama protector is the bird Chapo Karabshog. I ask him to turn three times around me, making a
circumambulation, and to perch on my right shoulder. May he come quickly!”
The bird Chapo Karabshog came down from the top of the sandalwood tree, three times circled around the girl.
and perched on her shoulder.
“Protector bird, spirit of our lama, my two brothers and a great number of men are here, transformed into
stone; give them life again.”
Then the bird perched on each of the stones, and their human forms returned to them. They all said,
“Girl, you are a deity similar to Drolma. You have brought us back to life; we are your servants.”
Thus, these men, ministers. warriors and servants were freed. They mounted the excellent horses adorned with
turquoises and corals, and arrived at the foot of the valley where the lama and the three children had lived.
The king of the land of the West came to hear that this faraway valley now had a queen, and that she possessed
a marvelous bird which he had been searching for everywhere. Envious, he sent his army against that of the
reincarnate, but was defeated.
“We are going to kill the king,” said the victors. The bird then said:
“Do not kill the king; he is your father!”
“And where is our mother?” they demanded.
“Your mother is in prison.” The king listened to these words. and, repenting his error, said:
“These are indeed my children.”
Prostrating himself before them, he begged their forgiveness. The queen, who had spent many years locked up,
was merely skin and bones. The bird perched on her shoulder and immediately, she became young and beautiful
again.
“Here is the mother of the three children,” said the bird-protector. “It was the older queens who replaced the
three new-born children with puppies, enclosed them in clay pots and threw them into the river.”
Thus the three children, succeeding their father, became the rulers of the country.
26

254

Once, a horseman rode over an endless grassland. He met a shepherd and asked:
“Which way will bring me to the king of the West?”
“'The way to the palace of the king of the West is along the heights,” he was told. After a little, he met a goatherd; then a yak herd.
“Will I arrive today in the kingdom of the West?” he asked.
“If you go fast, you will not arrive; if you go leisurely, you will arrive,” replied the yak herd.
The horseman found the reply to be incomprehensible. and went off at a gallop. Soon the horse stopped,
exhausted; the horseman then appreciated the herder’s advice! He did not arrive until the next day near the king of
the West, to whom he offered his services.
“Who are you?” asked the minister. “What work can you do?”
“I am single; I know how to do everything. Give me an old person’s work, a woman’s work or a youngster’s
work.”
The first day. the horseman did old people’s work, combing the hair of goats and yaks, and in less than a day
he did what others found difficult to do in seven days.
The second day, he did women’s work, he carried water, and churned tea while singing:
At the bottom of the churn,
the tea of China is good to taste.
On the rim of the churn,
some dri butter; and mixed in,
salt, which is an expression of thanks.

Then he milked the dri and they gave much more milk than normal, all the time he kept a rhythm by this song:
Dri, give your milk,
With the rope, I tie your feet up.

After having milked ten dri, he made collars for the calves and to tether them he made ropes out of five
different threads: wool, fluff, yak hair, goat hair, and fine lamb’s wool. Then he decorated the collars with
embroidery in red thread.
The third day, the horseman did the work of a young man: he exercised the horses.
“If there are many horses and a single rider, of what use is it to make the horses run? Does this make sense?”
he asked himself. Then, changing occupations, he first spun yak hair with much skill and then practiced archery.
The minister said to the king:
“This man is skillful and wise; let us keep him in our service!” But the horseman refused, citing a proverb:
“The king has only limited power; the tsampa is not finely ground.”
Then the horseman went off toward the kingdom of the East. Thefirst day, he taught sheep shearing, singing:
If one cuts too high, one wounds the little finger,
If one cuts too low, the sheep is wounded.

To the women, he taught the milking of the ewes:
Tie up the animals with one rope that comes loose when it is drawn upward.
If the grass that is growing is uprooted, it dies.
If one strikes the udder, the milk will not come and the ewe will perish.
To the men, he taught the making of felt:
White felt, stretched on the ground,
is useful to the lama\fn{Medium.} in his rituals;
and to the lhapa who calls the divinities;
White felt is valuable to young married people.

And he continued on his way. After riding for a long time, he came to a tent.
“"Tie up the dog!” he shouted, but no one answered. Continuing on, he came to a house, but found no
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inhabitants there either. Eventually, he was stopped by a stream, and not finding either a ford or a bridge, he
camped on the bank and went to sleep. The horse ambled off.
Upon waking up and not seeing his mount, the horseman went off in search of it. Helped by another horseman,
he followed his horse’s footprints, discovered the ford and found his horse, tied up near a tent. To the owner of the
tent, he said:
“It’s my horse that’s tied here.”
“Who are you, and where do you come from?” asked the man of the tent.
"”I come from the country of the king of the East. Not having succeeded in crossing the stream, I went to
sleep, but my horse crossed the river all alone. Give me shelter tonight.” The next day, the horseman set out again
and his horse began to gallop every which way.
“My horse must be a divine white horse,” the horseman said to himself. Crossing over the ford again, he came
to a group of tents and asked for shelter; and he carefully tied up his horse.
“Where do you come from? How have you crossed the stream?” they asked him. “No one knows the location
of the ford.”
“I come from the north where my horse lost its way, and I have worked in the countries of the kings of the
West and the East. To locate the ford I just used, I need all the men of the encampment who should come to me on
their horses and follow me,” he replied.
The horseman made his horse go into the water, followed by some of the drogpa. They went up gently against
the current and the divine horse found the ford. which was named thereafter “the ford of the divine white horse.”
The chieftain of the tents then asked the horseman to build a bridge. To build the bridge for the drogpa, the
horseman asked as payment the precious jewel that was in their possession, an antelope horn made of turquoise!
"This bridge will bring you many riches greater than the horn-jewel, because it will give access to deposits of
salt,” he told them. The drogpa chieftain finally accepted.
“How many men will be needed to help in the construction?” he asked.
The horseman proposed to make a suspension bridge, and he insisted that he would construct it entirely by
himself. On each side of the river, he built a towo. Then, while he recited a prayer, these piles of stones
transformed themselves into foundations of the bridge! Next, he took some sinews of yak which he stretched from
one bank to the other, between the piles; uttering first a prayer, then the magical words “Haa” and “Huu,” and the
sinews became iron chains! The drogpa then handed over the precious jewel to the horseman.
The horseman started out again, stopping in the country of the Middle. This country seemed fertile, but lacked
people and animals. There he had a dream. In his dream, the king of the West appeared as a possessor of yaks, the
king of the East a possessor of sheep; he himself was rich and strong with a herd of many horses. He also saw a
mare giving birth to numerous foals. Waking up, he found himself on an empty plain and looked in vain for the
horses. In the evening, he lay down again, using as pillow, the saddle carpet of white felt. In a dream, he saw great
riches, and on waking up, these visions became reality. The plain of the Middle was covered with animals and
three-storied; houses!
Meanwhile, the king of the West asked himself what became of the horseman who gave so much good advice,
and he sent a man to the Middle to look for him. This messenger arrived in the land of the Middle, and asked for
advice:
“Is this the road to the land of the Middle?”
“You are in the country of Middle, the king is Gyalpo Takar Mikar,” he was told.
The messenger returned and reported to the king of the West. The king of the East did the same, and came to
know of the prosperity of the country of the Middle. The king of the West, puzzled, wanted to hear the details
himself. Disguising himself as a tea trader, he went to the land of the Middle with twenty-one mules loaded with
various products, and set up his tent near the palace. The horseman questioned the king of the West.
“Where do you come from? What is the name of your country?”
“I come from the country of the West. I am a trader of tea,” replied the king.
“Come closer to me, king of the West,” said the horseman, who had recognized him.
“Who are you?” asked the disguised king.
“I am the horseman who stayed in your kingdom; I taught your subjects to card yak hair and to make rope
from animal hair.”
The king of the West returned home, furious to have been shown up as curious, and to have been exposed as a
liar. The king of the East, also puzzled, accompanied by a servant, went to the country of the Middle, and asked to
see the chieftain of the land.
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“Who are you?” he was asked.
“I am the king of the East; I have come to take account of the state of the country of the Middle.”
The horseman and the king of the East, pleased to meet again. spent three days together. The king of the East
invited the horseman to come again to his country. to teach wisdom, saying..
“With a single leap. the tiger reaches his prey, a single teaching of the king is rewarding.”
The king of the East unwisely pastured the yaks, the horses, the sheep and the goats all together, and the
animals died in great numbers.
On the advice of the horseman, the male yaks were sent up high in the valley, and the dri and their little ones
were confined to the paddock. At the southern side, the geldings were sent to the heights; the mares and the foals
towards the lower part of the valley and the stallions were kept in the middle. At the Eastern side, the castrated
goats were sent to the heights, the females and the kids lower down and the rams stayed in the middle.
And so the kingdom of the East became prosperous. Then the horseman decided to go to the kingdom of the
West. The king of the West received him but did not ask him for advice. He proposed a horse race on the plain of
the Middle to which the king of the East was also invited.
The white horse of the horseman, king of the land of the Middle, was given great care. In the morning, he was
given the first drops of milk of one hundred dri; at midday, the first drops of milk from one hundred ewes, in the
evening, the first drops of milk of one hundred goats. He was also given three handfuls of tsampa, and some
butter, some raw sugar from Purang, and reddish-brown raw sugar from Kyirong.
The day of the race came, and the residents of the three kingdoms gathered. The kings entered many horses,
their heads adorned with an eagle feather and the mane with colorful strips of cloth. The horses were ridden by
boys under sixteen years of age. =
The white horse went as fast as a shooting star, and won the race; followed by a red horse and a blue horse.. all
three were the horses of the king of the Middle. The fourth fastest was the horse of the king of the East; and the
fifth that of the king of the West. The king of the East did not say anything, but the king of the West was furious
and asked:
“Why is the white horse so fast?”
“Because the white horse bears the name Shooting Star.”
“Why did the red horse come second?”
“The red horse is the horse of the tsen.”
“And the blue horse?”
“The blue horse is the horse of the lu.”\fn{Divinity of the sub-soil and springs. } The king of the West did not
understand, and asked once more:
“How is it possible that these horses go so fast?”
“The four elements earth, water, fire and air are under their feet,” was the answer.
The king of the West did not understand at all; neither he did have the wisdom necessary for making his
kingdom prosperous. The kingdom of the Middle became the most prosperous of all.
27
In upper Tibet, a lama, famous for his magical powers, before dying, said to his disciples:
“When I die, it will be necessary to drive a thousand iron nails into my body. If this is not done, I will not find
rest.”
On his death, his disciples thought, “We cannot defile the body of our master by driving iron nails into it,” and
they did not obey the lama’s request. The mummified body was placed on an elevated seat and clothed in the
lama’s most beautiful ornaments. And the funeral ceremonies began.
In the middle of the night, the monks were asleep in the temple, and the lamps were almost spent. Only a
young novice was awake, being troubled by fleas. He saw the body of the holy lama raise itself. Terrified, he went
outside, then stood at the window of the temple to see what happened inside. The lama made a gesture of blessing,
then all the monks rose up and danced. A little before dawn, everything returned to the way it had been before.
The young trapa related his experiences to the villagers who, seized with fear, consulted a lama magician:
“Our deceased lama, and all the monks, have become ghosts, roblang. What is to be done to be rid of them?”
“Below the village, tie a small boat of yak hide to the river bank,” was the response.
Night came, the lama-magician made a kurim. Then he opened the door of the temple, went out and all the
monks followed. Upon arriving at the edge of the river, he took his place in the boat and crossed the river. The
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roblang followed him and entered the water and were carried away by the current.
28
At Lhasa, in the temple of the Jokhang, in front of the image of the Buddha, there is a heavy stone under which
Urgyen Rinpoche interned the Nine Demon Brothers, Damsrid Pun-gu. A beam of light emanating from the
forehead of the image of Jowo prevented the demons from crying out or escaping.
The great Lama Tsongkapa presented a crown of five golden lobes to the image of Jowo. He placed the crown
on the head of the image and it blocked the beam of light. This made it possible for the demons to be liberated.
The stone rose up a little and Tsongkapa heard a whispering. He circled the stone and heard a sound like the
wind coming from beneath the stone. He thought,
“There are some beings trapped under this stone!”
Filled with compassion. he raised it up and immediately the Nine Demon Brothers escaped.
These Nine Demon Brothers reincarnated themselves into the nine sons of the king of Mongolia, Sogpo
Jungkar. Soon their riches became immense and they decided to make war on Tibet.
At this same time. a monk from Lhasa, a dobdob,\fn{A monk in charge of discipline.} ignorant and rude. went to the
monastery of Mindroling, to ask for alms: there. He entered the courtyard while the lamas and the monks were
conducting a particularly important ceremony, a very intricate ritual. The monks, furious at being disturbed,
decided to punish the dobdob by beating him. However. the abbot of the monastery, Lama Terdaglingpa, who had
the gift of premonition, told them:
“Instead of beating the dobdob. you would do better to offer him a number of gifts, tsampa, a large amount of
tea. both white and yellow butter, and spices. A time will come when he will be of great help to us.” And
eventually, this dobdob was reincarnated as a Mongol war chieftain!
Meanwhile. the aggressive plans of the nine sons of the Mongol king became known to Lama Terdaglingpa.
He then had a golden saddle fashioned, which was richly ornamented with turquoises and coral, and in the saddle
he hid a written curse. Then he sent the saddle to the Mongol country, offering it for sale at a very high price so
that only the king would be able to buy it. The nine sons would certainly covet it immediately!
The oldest son used this saddle during a race.. He fell from the horse and died. The next day, the second son
died in the same way. So it was with all the remaining seven others.
The king then broke the saddle to pieces and found the curse! He then set out against Tibet, pillaging and
burning all the monasteries of the Nyingmapa sect, from the frontier to the doors of Lhasa. One of the chieftains
of the Mongol army was the reincarnated dobdob, and he refused to go to Mindroling where he had received such
a warm welcome in his previous life. And while approaching the monastery, his soldiers heard growls from the
wooden tigers that adorn the door of the temple. Terrified, they fled.
29
Nangsa, a girl of great beauty, was chosen by the king to become his wife, even though she desired to devote
herself to the Religion. Nangsa had to accept this.
Nangsa was all goodness and gentleness, but the king’s sister was ill-natured and deceitful. The sister
succeeded in convincing the king that Nangsa was wasting his wealth, when I actually, she was giving alms. Then,
when Nangsa received a religious beggar, the sister accused her of adultery. The king. thinking Nangsa was
unfaithful, and aided by his .sister, beat her. leaving her for dead.
The body of Nangsa was exposed for seven days, but her soul meanwhile presented itself before the king of the
Hells. who sent her back to earth, as her time of life was not yet completed.
On the seventh day the time came to burn the body. The “dead” raised herself and people cried out at this
miracle. The king then permitted Nangsa to dedicate herself to a life of devotion and meditation, as she wished.
30
In the kingdom of the West. there was a king whose wise minister was pressing him to get married. The king
had a divining calculation made by an astrologer which revealed:
“The king of a distant realm has two daughters, one of whom could become your wife. The elder is beautiful,
she will give birth to an incarnation of Buddha Opame. The younger is also beautiful; she will give birth to an
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incarnation of the Buddha Chenrezi.”
The king asked for both of them in marriage. The elder gave birth to a son, Tondrup. Later, the younger sister
also gave birth to a son. Chungdrung Yo. Then the elder queen died. The two boys were inseparable, and
Chungdrung Yo always slept in the lap of his elder brother.
One day some children were playing near the palace, in view of the younger queen, and they built two thrones
of stone, a large one for Tondrup, and a smaller one for Chungdrung Yo. They did this for each of the Four
Directions. The queen, taking this game as an omen, flew into a rage, thinking that the kingdom and the wealth
would be for Tondrup, and that her son would have nothing.
A little later, the queen fell ill; no medicine, no ceremony of expiation was able to cure her. The king was in
despair; the queen told him:
“Nothing can cure me; I am going to die.”
“I will do anything to save you,” said the king. Quickly the queen said:
“Take an oath on what you have just said.” And the king swore.
“Only the heart of your older son, Tondrup, can cure me,” .she said.
The king, horrified, refused at first, but as he had taken an oath, he had to comply. The king’s minister warned
Tondrup:
“You must flee from here, quickly. The young queen wishes you harm. I am going to give you a horse laden
with food, and you must go.”
Now Tondrup was holding Chungdrung Yo on his lap. He put him gently to the ground, but the child sensed
that his elder brother was leaving him and he begged him so much that the two set off together.
The queen then hired a hunter and ordered him to kill Tondrup. But Tondrup was not to be found. The minister
then advised the hunter to kill a goat and to bring the heart to the queen and to say that it was Tondrup’s heart.
This was done and the queen instantly recovered.
The two half-brothers wandered a great distance, but Tondrup had no water nor food for Chungdrung Yo, who
died at the end of seven days. Tondrup, in despair, placed the body in a little cave and built a wall to protect it
from wild animals. After this, he wandered aimlessly. One day, attracted by the sound of cymbals, he came upon a
hermit at his prayers.
“Who dares to come near me in my retreat?” the hermit demanded. Tondrup explained the reason for his
coming:
“I am the son of a king, and have been banished from my father’s country by a jealous step-mother.”
At his request the hermit performed a divination according to which the two brothers would meet again after
twenty years. Tondrup remained with the hermit as his attendant.
Now, the hermit was living in a land where the king possessed all kinds of wealth, except for [the] precious
jewel that was guarded by the lu, The king said to his minister:
“I will give my daughter to the one who brings me the jewel.”
The minister thought, “It is up to my son to find the jewel,” and he went to consult with the hermit, who
replied:
“Only the son of a king can recover this jewel from the lu who guard it.”
The hermit was aware of the destiny of his own prince-attendant. And, so, thanks to the hermit. Tondrup was
able to retrieve the jewel. and marry the king’s daughter,
In the meantime. Chungdrung Yo was not really dead, Two birds fed him in the cave where Tondrup had put
him: one gave him drink, the other food. Later, he lived amongst monkeys, feeding on the fruits of the forest; in
the place of each fruit picked’ another grew again. Day after day, Chungdrung Yo called his elder brother:
“Ajo! Ajo!”
At last. the two boys were reunited. They then returned to see their parents, The king had become old and sad.
and the aged queen was filled with remorse.
Thus the older boy Tondrup had retrieved the jewel Norbu in the land of the hermit and had married the
daughter of the king of that land. He became king there and the younger brother Chungdrung Yo became king of
the country of his birth.
31
Long ago in Tibet, a wise king had a son who was not very intelligent.
“You are a young man without learning; you must learn how to be the chieftain of a kingdom; this you can
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learn through travel,” said the father. “I am giving you three thousand gold coins and a servant to accompany you.
You will learn, if you I can, the rules of life and acquire the knowledge that a prince should have.”
The son left home, and traveling far, arrived at a pilgrim’s shelter on the frontier of India. At night the servant,
exhausted by the heavy load he carried, went to sleep. The boy, however, stayed awake and met a holy man who
was chanting while accompanying himself on a one-stringed instrument.
“Religious one, help me to gain intelligence,” said the prince.
“I will only bestow intelligence at the price of a thousand gold coins,” the man replied.
“I will give you one thousand gold coins; teach me,” said the prince.
“Then hear my advice. In whatever situation you may find yourself, always act respectfully towards everyone
and do not disparage anyone. People must never be treated contemptuously, whether they are powerful or
seemingly insignificant. Remember that everyone is caught in the web of their karma,” he told the boy, and he
returned to his instrument. The king’s son was not satisfied by this.
“Teach me more,” he said.
“My teaching, whatever it may be, is worth a thousand gold coins,” was the master’s reply. And the boy again
gave a thousand gold coins and the master gave him this advice:
“In whatever situation you may find yourself, you must always help those who are in need. Do not turn away
from an angry person, or someone in difficulty, but aid them and give them good advice.” And again he took up
his instrument. However, the boy was not able to sleep.
“Teach me more,” he asked.
“Give me a thousand gold coins and I will tell you another wise word.” The boy gave the thousand gold coins
that remained with him, and the master said:
“In whatever situation you may find yourself, always take the time to listen to the words of the lamas and the
other wise people. And now this is my last word.”
The following day, when the servant woke up, the bag with the gold coins was empty.
“What have you done with the gold coins?” he asked the prince.
“I have given them to a pious man who has taught me wisdom,” replied the boy.
“What do we do now? I cannot remain a servant to a master who has no money,” said the servant, and he left
the prince.
The boy set off and, on the way, met one of his childhood play-mates. He narrated his story, and added:
“Not possessing anything, I have become a beggar. Now I cannot enter your house.” The boy's friend told him:
“We have been friends for a long time; come in, everything here is yours, money, clothing, whatever I have.”
“I am poor, I cannot stay,” said the prince.
“I will give you all my wealth, my house, my fields,” replied the friend, and he thought to himself, “Before, he
was the son of a king; now what has happened to him!” and, taking i pity on his friend and without it being
noticed into the prince’s pocket, he slid three gold coins.
The friend’s house was like a palace. A rosary of pearls was hanging on the wall on which a deity with a
peacock was painted. Very early in the morning, the prince in meditation gazed at the peacock painted on the wall,
and thought:
“If I were a peacock I would be happy indeed.”
And he saw the painting come alive and the peacock swallow the pearls! The prince thought:
“The peacock has swallowed the precious rosary. If I report this fact, no one will believe me; what am I going
to say to my friend?”
And the prince fled; he went very far. The friend found neither the prince nor the rosary.
“The king’s son has gone,” he declared. “He has carried off the rosary. He will have some difficulties. Where
has he gone?”
The prince arrived back in Tibet, a beggar, not having anything to eat. Someone gave him a little rice, and as
he did not have a sack, he put it in his pocket and discovered the three gold coins.
“These three gold coins belong to my friend. He will think that I have stolen not only the rosary, but also these
coins!” he told himself
He passed the night in the house of an old woman who proposed that he stay; he would take the place of a son.
“In my turn, I will help you,” she said.
For a month, he lived with the old woman as if he was her son, and he gave her the three gold coins.
“Where did these three coins come from?” the old woman asked. And the prince related the story of his life to
the old woman.
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“We must take care of these three gold coins,” she said. She wrapped them in a khata.\fn{ A ceremonial scarf.}
In this land there was a king, and the prince’s former servant had been able to enter unseen into the palace
garden. During the night. he stole fruit from the garden and during the day he hid in the trees, thus every day fruits
were disappearing. The king and his minister were much puzzled by these happenings. The king decided to
personally watch over the garden. his sword and his dagger at his side, but he dozed off The servant came silently
down from the tree. took the sword and killed the king. Then. wearing the king’s hat. he went to the minister to
kill him also.
“Don’t kill me!” said the minister. “You have killed the king and put on his hat; so I will recognize you as king.
You take his wife and you keep me as your minister.” Thus the former servant of the prince became king.
However. at the end of two months, the time came when the king was due to present himself before his
assembled subjects. at which time they had to pay homage to him. What could he do? He would be recognized as
an impostor. So, the false king pretended to be ill, and put off the date of the assembly.
Some months later he made it known that he was cured and announced to his subjects a distribution of tea,
butter, and tsampa, as well as horse racing and archery festivals. The old woman told the prince.
“In seven days, we must go to pay homage to the king. He will give tea. butter and tsampa.”
The people of the kingdom came together for the announced festival. When the false king appeared. they said
to themselves,
“Oh. how the face of our king has changed; this must be due to his long illness.” But the prince recognized his
former servant. and thought to himself:
“Oh, it is my servant! I am sure he has killed the king and thus acquired power. He is an impostor. I am going
to denounce this evil-doer.” But. at the same time. he remembered the holy words of the lama:
“In whatever situation you may find yourself. always act respectfully towards everyone and do not disparage
anyone. People must never be treated contemptuously. whether they are powerful or seemingly insignificant.
Remember that everyone is caught in the web of their karma.”
And accordingly he said nothing. Two days later, the prince thought:
“I must become the servant of this king!”
He mentioned this to the old woman and eventually he was given the post of messenger in the palace.
Meanwhile, the queen, who did not like this king, became the mistress of the minister, and the prince-messenger
discovered this. One day, the queen became anxious:
“The messenger has caught one by surprise with the minister. If the king learns of this, he will kill us! We must
immediately get rid of this servant.” The queen wrote to a trustworthy friend, “Kill the one who brings you this
message,” and she had the letter carried by the prince.
On the way, the prince-messenger came across a little girl who was wearing a gold necklace and crying. He
asked her the reason for her grief and she told him that her necklace had been adorned with a pearl which was lost
when she slipped in the mud. The prince recalled the advice of the holy man:
“In whatever situation you may find yourself, you must always help those who are in need. Do not turn away
from an angry person, or someone in difficulty, but aid them and give them good advice.” So the prince wanted to
help the little girl find the pearl.
“While you look for the pearl, I am going to carry your message,” said the girl.
The prince crammed all the mud from the road into his pocket which he then washed in the river. In this way
he found the pearl. He replaced it in the necklace and waited for the little girl. Alas, she had delivered the message
and immediately the friend of the queen had killed her. The prince waited a whole day; the little girl did not come
back. He went to look for her.
“What has happened to the little girl who carried the message?” he asked the queen’s friend. The friend
replied:
“The work is done.”
“What have you done?” asked the prince-messenger.
“The message gave the order to have her killed! I have killed her, as required,” was the reply. The prince
thought:
“I have just caused the death of a little girl, whom I did not even know, nor do I know her parents. What, then,
is the teaching of the holy man worth?”
The queen thought, “The messenger is dead,” but the next day, he was back at the palace. The queen then sent
a secret message to the oil-presser:
“If anyone comes and asks you, ‘Is the oil cooked?’ throw that person immediately into the boiling oil.”
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The queen had much power over her subjects. Shortly after, she told the prince-messenger:
“We need some oil; go to the oil-presser and ask, ‘Is the oil cooked?’ Go right away, and come back quickly.”
The messenger left immediately. On the road, he encountered a lama-manipa\fn{A lama who tells religious stories. }
who was telling a religious story. The prince passed him by, but then he remembered what the pious lama had
taught him:
“In whatever situation you may find yourself, always take the time to listen to the words of the lamas and the
other wise people.”
Accordingly, he retraced his footsteps and returned to the place where the lama-manipa was speaking. He
passed the whole day near him. But the queen, not having seen the messenger returns, left on horseback to see the
oil presser, and asked him:
“Is the oil cooked?”
The presser seized the queen and threw her into the boiling oil. The prince eventually left the lama-manipa and
arrived at the presser’s place.
“Is the oil cooked?” he asked the presser.
“The oil is cooked and the work is finished,” was the reply.
“What work are you speaking of?” asked the messenger.
“I have obeyed the queen’s order to kill the first person who would come and say to me, ‘Is the oil cooked?’”
the presser told him. The prince, realizing the danger which he had escaped, thought:
“This pious one who instructed me is indeed a wise man!” The king and the minister wondered about the
absence of the queen. A search was made, but in vain. The minister said:
“The messenger may know something about this.”
So the messenger was questioned; the king recognized the prince and questioned him. The prince-messenger
replied to each of them saying:
“I gave all my gold to a religious man who, three times, gave me advice: First, do not disparage anyone;
second, help those in need; and third, listen to the holy words of wise men. Thus, I have not revealed your true
identity at the time of the assembly of the people. Also, the queen was the ministers mistress; I knew this, but I
said nothing. She wished to get rid of me, but caused a little girl to be killed before being killed herself by the oilpresser.” The king then said:
“You are a good man, you are the son of my king. Before the day is over, you will be the king of this land. I
will be your minister.”
Thus, the prince became king of the land; the servant became his minister; the old woman lived in the palace,
and the kingdom prospered.
The old woman reminded the king about the three gold coins he had been given by his friend:
“Oh, I have forgotten my friend; I must return this money to him,” said the prince-king. He sent his friend
some fine horses and some jewels, then went to meet him.
“Why did you leave my house?” his friend asked. The king said:
“You had overwhelmed me with gifts, and without doubt, you thought that I was a thief because the pearl
rosary disappeared. But it was the peacock painted on the wall that swallowed it!” The friend said:
“I have only thought about you as being in difficulty; I did not take you for a thief!”
The king offered a rosary of pearls and the three gold coins to his friend. At that moment, the peacock spat out
the pearl rosary under the eyes of the two men! The young king then said:
“My father has acted wisely in requiring me to be educated,” and he returned to his palace and to his father,
“Father, you did well to send me out to gain wisdom!”
The old king gave the insignia of his power to his son, a golden wheel, and thus he became a king, powerful
and wise.
32
A long time ago, two men, one sharp-witted and deceitful, the other less clever but honest, became friends.
“Now we are friends,” said the deceitful one. “Let us go together on a trip and do some trading.”
The two men set out right away. They made a lot of money and returned to their country. The cunning one then
said,
“This money should not be brought to our homes, as all our relatives would then want a portion of it, and we
would have to share it among many.” So they agreed to hide the gold and silver in the hollow trunk of a tree
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whose location they alone knew.
“:Later, when we have need of money, we both will come and take some, but it is necessary that we come
together.” they agreed.
One day, however, the deceitful one went there alone and carried away the entire treasure. Then, a little later.
the two of them visited the tree, and not finding the treasure, the deceitful one immediately accused his friend:
“We had hidden money in this tree; we are the only ones to know this, I have not taken it; therefore, you are
the thief!” The simple soul swore that he had not stolen it and the other then said:
“In this tree, there is a divinity. Let us find a judge to ask this divinity who has stolen our treasure.” (The
deceitful one had earlier discussed all of this with his father, who had agreed to hide himself in the tree, and he
instructed his father in this way: “A judge will come and ask: ‘O divinity, who has stolen the treasure?’ You will
reply: ‘The simple soul has taken the money.’”)
When the judge arrived to settle the dispute the deceitful one proposed to ask the help of the divinity in the
tree. Then the question was put:
“Divinity in this tree, will you name the thief?”
“The thief is the simple man,” said a voice in the tree.
“This divinity is a fraud!” the simple one said. "Make a fire at the base of the tree, and we will know the
truth!” The judge lit a fire and an angry voice was heard in the tree:
“You have wanted to be more clever than the others and you have smoked out your father!”
33
A long time ago, two men were living in Tibet: one, known as Semba Chungchung,\fn{ “Simple Minded.”} was
full of goodness, thinking only of doing good. The other, Hampa Chenpo,\fn{ “Much Insolence.”} was crafty and
illnatured.
Semba Chungchung supported his very large family which consisted of his wife, ten very young children, his
father and his mother. Every day, he went to the summit of the mountain to gather an armful of flowers which he
would sell. In this way he collected enough money to be able to feed his family. Hampa Chenpo was living by
various expedients; stealing and borrowing money and never paying it back. One day, Hampa Chenpo asked
Semba Chungchung what he lived on.
“I gather an armful of flowers every day, and I go to sell them,” he replied.
“I know where there are flowers in quantity, come with me,” Hampa Chenpo told him.
They arrived at the edge of a cliff under which flowed a river; halfway down the cliff was a cave where
flowers were growing in great numbers.
“Go down by this rope, cut the flowers and prepare the bunches,” Hampa Chenpo told him. “I will raise up the
loads gradually, as the work goes on.”
Semba Chungchung began to work, preparing a number of loads, attaching them to the rope, then just when he
wanted to leave, he discovered that the rope was no longer there. Hampa Chenpo had gone off, taking the rope
and abandoning him. Semba Chungchung made all kinds of prayers; nothing came of them.
Sometime later, Hampa Chenpo, thinking his companion was dead, went to Semba Chungchung’s family. The
parents and children, convinced by him that Semba Chungchung had died, became his servants and he took
Semba Chungchung’s wife for himself
Semba Chung chung ate grass and flowers and was confined to the cave for six months by the impassable
river. Finally winter came and, the river having frozen over, he could cross over and go back home. Semba
Chungchung reentered his house, but found nobody there. So he set out to wander through the world.
One day, he stopped in a temple dedicated to Ling Cesar, the divine hero, and settled down to sleep. In the
middle of the night, a tiger entered the temple. The tiger was a servant of Ling Cesar. Semba Chungchung,
terrified, hid himself behind the door. Then the image of Cesar began to speak!
“Uncle tiger, you have come!” Then a leopard entered.
“Uncle leopard, you have come!” And then a bear arrived.
“Uncle bear, you have come!” Then Cesar asked the tiger:
“What is the news from the land of China?”
“The emperor suffers with his eyes, and no remedy is able to cure him. How can his illness be relieved?”
“A needle has been left in the eye of a dragon embroidered on a silk flag. The dragon is the emperor’s protector
and the needle has offended him,” said Cesar. The leopard then said:
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“At the center of the land of China, there is a beautiful girl, but she does not speak, and she does not have a
son. This girl, how can she regain her speech?” asked the leopard.
“At the summit of a mountain is a medicinal flower, men gi mendog. In the morning a little dew lies on this
flower; it is necessary to drink some of this water in order to regain speech,” said Gesar. The bear in his turn, said:
“In the country of China, in the region of the north, a great drought is raging; for three years there has been no
harvest. How can water be made to come?” asked the bear.
“In the middle of the plain, there is a tree. A snake is trapped under the roots. If it is freed, water will be
plentiful,” said Cesar.
Hidden at the back of the temple, nearly dead from fear, Semba Chungchung had heard all these words; then
the animals left.
Semba Chungchung set out for China and along the way, he heard it said that the emperor was suffering. He
went to the palace and presented himself as a healer. He said to the emperor:
“Behind you, there is a flag and the dragon that is embroidered on it suffers because a needle was forgotten in
its eye!” The emperor took a look, withdrew the needle from the eye of the dragon, and was instantly cured!
“I have offered a thousand rituals, invited many lamas, nothing came of it! As for you, you come and you cure
me! You are a saintly lama; I give you, as promised, half of my wealth and since your wisdom is so great, I
request you to cure my daughter.”
Semba Chungchung, recalling the words of Ling Cesar. made his way toward the mountain top. For a month,
each morning he collected the dew from the flower men gi mendog. He then offered the pure dew to the daughter
of the emperor; she drank it and immediately began to speak. The emperor thanked him again, and asked him to
help in a region where, for more than three years, nothing grew because of a severe drought. The rivers were dry,
and people and animals had died by the thousand.
Semba Chungchung set out alone and went to the vast plain. He found there a sandalwood tree, under which a
snake was trapped. He made an offering and freed the snake. Immediately, a spring burst forth, then transformed
itself into a river. The land became prosperous again and the inhabitants wanted Semba Chungchung to become
their king.
But, Semba Chungchung had only one thought: to find his family and his parents. So he went off to Tibet with
a band of warriors. Along the way, he met Hampa Chenpo who was astonished to see that his companion had
become a powerful chieftain. Hampa Chenpo asked Semba Chungchung what he had done to acquire such great
power?
Semba Chung chung innocently related his entire adventure: the night in the temple of Ling Cesar, the healing
of the king, the healing of the girl, and finally the restoration of fertility to the plain. Hampa Chenpo, full of envy,
went to spend a night in the temple. The tiger, then the leopard, finally the bear arrived. Ling Cesar asked:
“What news do you bring me from the land of China?”
“The emperor is cured; he does not suffer any more in his eye,” said the tiger.
“The girl speaks very well now,” said the leopard.
“The desert-like land has recovered its fertility,” said the bear.
“But how is it that all these troubles were cured?” asked all the animals.
“A man was hidden behind the door of the temple and overheard my words,” said Lmg Gesar.
Fear seized Hampa Chenpo. He made a little sound, and the three animals found him and devoured him. So,
Semba Chungchung became a powerful chieftain, full of good works.
34
A long time ago, a very wealthy family named Utpal lived in the valley of Kathmandu. One son became a
monk and stayed a very long time in meditation. Everyone knew this recluse and his spiritual attainments.
One day. the queen of Li-yul went to the bank of the Bagmati River to bathe. A large snake who was sleeping
at the edge of the water began to follow her. The hermit, meditating nearby, saw the snake and the danger to the
queen. He decided to break his meditation and warn her. He ran towards her to her warn of the danger. The queen
saw the hermit running toward her, but did not see the snake. and she thought:
“This man has evil intentions; he wants to ravish me.” The hermit tried to warn the queen, and shouted:
”Watch out, Queen of Li-yul, a snake is following you.”
But, frightened, the queen threw herself from the height of a large rock into the river, and was drowned.
Terrified, the hermit ran away.

264

Witnesses of the scene had not seen the snake, and reported the event to the king, who decided to seize the
hermit so that he could be put to death. He sent his soldiers to the Four Directions in search of the fugitive, who
had taken the road to Tibet. The hermit took refuge at Rum-ne at the base of a large rock. There, the soldiers
found him and killed him.
The soul of the hermit did not find peace, and his blood produced seven eggs. The eggs swelled and seven men
came out of them, resembling demons, the Rolwa Gyabdün, who, like so many demons, had very great power.
They met Urgyen Rinpoche who gave them religious initiation, and transformed them into “Defenders of the
Religion.” They are now protecting the pastures in the Changthang.
35
In times of old in Tibet, there were two kings; Shar Toyo Trulwa, the king of the East, who passionately
coveted the realm of Nub Nyima Gyaltsen, the king of the West, who was virtuous and wise. The king of the East
had three daughters, the king of the West had a virtuous horseman called Tadzi ku meshes tang dziin meshes, “the
horseman who does not steal nor lie.” One day, the king of the East provoked the king of the West, expressing
doubt about the virtue of the horseman.
“If the horseman never steals, it will surely happen that he will lie!” The king of the West defended the
horseman and proposed putting him to a test.
“If the horseman lies, I will give you my kingdom. If he does not lie, I will take possession of yours,” said the
king of the West.
Not far from the boundary of the two kingdoms, the horseman watched over the divine horse of the king of the
West. This horse had flanks the color of the inside of a conch. The king of the East told his daughters of his
intention to test the horseman. They decided to help their father. The eldest daughter approached the horseman.
“Horseman of a thousand virtues, I wish to become your wife,” she said.
”I do not desire you. I am only a simple servant of the king of the West,” he replied.
The girl, going back to the palace, related what had happened and the reason the horseman refused. The next
day, the king of the East sent his second daughter. She, too was refused. The third daughter tried in turn. She
pleaded with the horseman to let her stay near his tent. Touched by her firm resolve, he took her as his wife.
One day, some time later, the girl appeared to fall gravely ill; she applied red ochre to her right nostril and her
upper lip.
“I am very ill,” she told the horseman.
“What must we do to cure you?” he asked.
“No remedy can save me, I am going to die.”
“Isn’t there some means of curing this illness? I will do anything to save you!” he told her.
“The only effective remedy is a little blood from the heart of Lharta Shelgichorten, the divine horse,” she said.
“But this is the divine horse of the king of the West! How can you ask such a thing!”
“Then I am going to die,” said the king’s daughter, and her condition became worse.
The horseman reflected for a long time. Finally he decided to save the girl and to kill the horse. He took a little
blood from the heart and it cured her in no time! The daughter then decided to visit her father. The horseman
hesitated to announce the divine horse’s death.
On the boundary of the two kingdoms the horseman made two towo-s, on the side of the king of the West he
constructed a towo of white stones and on the side of the king of the East he did the same with black stones. First,
facing the white towo, he made three prostrations, saying,
“If the towo collapses by itself, I may lie to my master!”
But the towo remained erect. Then turning to the black towo, he made three prostrations and said,
“May the towo collapse if I must tell the truth.” The black towo collapsed.
Anxious, but resolved to not lie, the horseman went to his master. The two kings were together, aware of the
arrival of the horseman. At the intersection of the roads of the East and the West, they were seated in a tent. The
horseman appeared before them, alone. The king of the East was convinced that the horseman was going to lie.
The king of the West inquired:
“Horseman-who-does-not-steal-nor-lie, have you truly arrived? The divine horse, is it in good health?”
“O king, my master, I have killed the splendid horse.”
“Why have you killed it?” demanded his master.
“The three daughters of the king of the East came to see me in the pasture; the third stayed with me. She fell
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ill, and to save her, I have, at her request, killed the splendid horse. I preferred to save a human life by the death of
the horse which was an animal.”
Thus, the horseman had not told a lie. The king of the East lost his wager and his kingdom, which the king of
the West gave to the faithful horseman.
36
There was a drogpa family in the Changthang. While the husband was away tending the herd, the wife had a
lover who stayed in the tent. The wife said to the lover,
“One day, I will go with my husband to the pasture and you will come there and kill him!”
However, the husband, who had left at dawn, had returned without warning to keep an eye on the lovers; so he
was able to overhear their words.
In the herd that he was grazing, there was a black sheep which he killed. He buried the skin of the animal,
washed the entrails and filled them with sugar and sweet syrup, then he cooked them. The lover arrived, armed
with a long sword, and the husband sat down and began to eat the entrails. They smelled good and the lover
asked:
“What is this meat that has such a good aroma?”
“It is a sausage made with human flesh,” was the reply.
“You eat human flesh?”
“Human entrails are delicious. Here, taste them.” The lover tasted them, found the taste very good, and asked
for more.
“You have, then, killed a man in order to have his intestines?”
“It’s my wife who gave them to me!” added the husband.
“Your wife, then, has killed a man?” demanded the lover, a little anxiously.
“My wife knows how to draw out the intestines from a man without killing him.”
“How does she do it?”
“She begins to caress the man from the head to the lower back and takes the intestines out from behind.”
The lover, having come to kill his rival, left, thinking about this woman who was perhaps a demoness!
Meanwhile, the husband returned to their tent. The woman had been thinking,
“My husband is dead; I am going to be able to live with my lover peacefully and undisturbed.”
Night came and to her great astonishment, the husband had returned. He ate some tsampa with a fine appetite
and drank some tea.
“Did not a man come to see you this morning?” she asked.
“Actually, a man did come to see me, armed with a splendid sword. I think he was a deity.”
“Why do you say that?”
“This man hid under his hair a flat cap of turquoise and from his lower back he had a tail of conch.” The wife
thought,
“This cap of turquoise and this tail of conch shell shows that he is indeed a deity!”
The next day, the husband decided to absent himself for several days in order to do some trading. The lover,
therefore, set himself up in the tent. In the middle of the night, the woman wanted to verify the existence of the
cap of turquoise and the tail of conch shell. She passed her hand softly on the head and down the back of the
lover. He, awakening. and remembering the description of the extraction of intestines, fled in haste.
Thus the husband returned and resumed living with his wife, in peace and quiet.
37
One day, two hunters went off and killed a klang, a wild ass. Back at the camp, the son of one of the hunters,
six years old, was guarding the tent. A diümo stole the child and carried it off, far away. She lived in a tent around
which there were piles of dead men and horses.
At dawn, the demoness went off in search of food. At the same time, the hunters were searching for the child.
They went into the demoness tent, where the fire had died out. The child, tied up behind a trunk, called out to his
father:
“Father, I am the prisoner of a wicked demoness, don’t stay here, she will kill you; but after two days, send our
cow, Batratatrari, and see that she touches the stays of the tent.”
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The hunters, following the child’s advice, returned to their encampment. The demoness returned that night,
carrying on her back three bodies: that of a man, of a horse, and of a wild yak. This demoness was frightening to
look at, with her four copper teeth, two above. two below. She would go out for water, taking with her a leather
container made from the stomach of a sheep.
One day, the child inflated the container and pierced it in many places with a needle so that the water leaked
out of it as fast as it was filled. The demoness pulled out a tooth and a hair of her mustache and made a knot at the
place of each hole. Thus she had to pull out all her hairs and all her teeth.
The demoness possessed a special copper needle. Whatever happened to the needle, happened to her. If the
needle was safe, the demoness could not be harmed. If the needle was bent in one direction. the demoness’ body
would bend in the same direction, if it was bent in another direction. the demoness' body would bend in the other
direction. and if I the needle was to break, the demoness would die. This needle was her srog-kyob.\fn{ Lifeprotecting object.}
Two days after the father’s visit, the cow arrived. and it made the stay of the tent vibrate. The demoness was
asleep, tired out. The child. hearing the sound, came out and climbed up on the cow. taking with him the
demoness’ needle. The demoness, seeing the child escape, threw her right breast over her left shoulder, and her
left breast over the right shoulder, and began to run after the child, with blood filling her terrible mouth. The child,
seeing that he was being pursued, took hold of the demoness’ needle and bent it as much as he could.
Immediately. the demoness bent over too, her head touching her feet.
The child arrived near his home and straightened the needle. The demoness immediately straightened herself,
shouting:
"To-u trug mug tug to to!”\fn{Onomatopoeic sound.} The child again bent the needle. this time in the other
direction. and the demoness’ head went back and her neck touched her heels. Thus the child was able to reach
home.
“Father, I have succeeded in stealing the demoness’ needle, her life-support!”
The father tried to break the needle with a big stone; he finally managed with the help of an iron hammer. Thus
the demoness, whose life was linked with this magic needle, died.
The child was very wise, and possessed supernatural gifts. In fact. many people before him had tried to destroy
the demoness, but without success. The drogpa gave the child the name of Norbu Tramdu. As his parents were
poor’ he plucked some cow’s hairs; the white hairs became white sheep; the black hairs became yaks; and the
motley hairs became horses.
Thus he gained a fortune and everyone’s respect.\fn{Then Karma commented: “There are always demons who
bring on a curse! In the province of Tsang, tradition requires that the girl who is going to be married should be
carried off by the groom’s friends and that the girl’s relations resist this kidnapping by all kinds of tricks.”}
38
Two rich families had decided to unite their children. The night of the ceremony, the girl disappeared. The
boy’s parents thought that she had stayed at home, but the parents of the girl alleged that she had been kidnapped
by her future husband. Actually, it was a demon that had taken human form and had carried her off to make her
his wife. The family searched in vain. She reappeared on the seventh day. The marriage then took place, and the
girl eventually gave birth to a very handsome child. At one month, he appeared to be six months old; at one year,
he appeared to be three; he had all the gifts: excellence in archery and firearms, he was the strongest in war
games, but he did not want to know anything about the Religion.\fn{ I.e., Buddhism.}
This child came to be known as Tsangpa Dretrug. When he became chieftain of the country, he persecuted all
the lamas. A nagpa, a lama-magician, who tired of this, made a divination and the chieftain’s true nature was
discovered, and it was decided to do away with him.
The nagpa made an image of Tsangpa Dretrug. He put the image on nine carpets piled one on top of each other,
and placed a table of offerings before it. He worshipped the effigy day after day, removing a carpet each day. The
ninth day, when he removed the last carpet, Tsangpa Dretrug died.
The magic was powerful and the Religion was restored to its glory. The lama-magician was an incarnation of
the Buddha.
39
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Gesar, the “Little Man from Tibet,” fought the demon Akyung. Riding his horse, Tawo Kyango Yarwa, Gesar
came to a gloomy land with a dark sky. Gesar then arrived at the home of the demon and met the demon’s wife,
Bagsa Bumde, a demoness. Bagsa Bumde was a grotesque creature who had only two teeth, an incisor of copper
and one of iron.
“I smell the Little Man of Tibet,” she said. Gesar aimed an arrow at a fingernail of the demoness; she saw a
flame burst forth and became afraid:
“Don’t draw your bow, come in. What brings you here?” she asked.
“I have come to kill dü Akyung!”
“He has gone off towards the mountain in the north. If I help you to kill him, will you stay with me?”
Gesar accepted the proposal. In the late afternoon, dü Akyung returned, and the demoness hid Gesar in a ditch
filled with the bodies of horses, wild yaks, wild asses and men, on which she placed a stone plate; placing up on
this three stones forming a tripod, and finally a container full of water.
“Ho! Ho! I smell a man, I smell a dog. Has the Lillie Man of Tibet come?” asked the demon when he arrived.
“Don’t talk rubbish,” replied the demoness, “the Little Man of Tibet has not arrived; you have just killed men
and wild animals on the mountain. I have been here and I have not seen anything.”
“No doubt you are right,” said the demon.
The next day the demon went off looking for Gesar. The demoness gave the keys of all the locks to Gesar, and
indicated how to kill dü Akyung:
“You must hide yourself in the ditch. When the demon has fallen asleep, two fishes with golden eyes, normally
hidden in his hair, will emerge on his forehead. These fish are his srog-kyob, the supports of his life-force, and
they must be killed with an arrow.”
When dü Akyung came back, the demoness gave a bow and some arrows to Gesar. She hid him in the silo,
which she covered with a round stone on which she placed the tripod and lastly placed uppermost a basin filled
with water.
“Ho! Ho! I smell a man, I smell a dog. The Lillie Man of Tibet, has he arrived?” asked the demon. The
demoness said:
“Don’t talk rubbish. the Littie Man of Tibet is not here. You have just killed men and wild animals on the
mountain and I have been in the house; I have seen nothing.”
“You are right,” said the demon.
Gesar, hidden in his hole, tried to string the bow, but the string .slipped out of his hands and vibrated, making
an urling sound. The demon then asked again:
“The Lillie Man of Tibet, has he not come?”
“It was my spindle that made the urling sound as it was turning.”
“You are right,” said the demon. Uneasy, the demon made a divination.
“I have just performed a divination. The Little Man of Tibet, who has taken on the appearance of a black stone,
is in a silo under water,” he told her.
“How is it possible for a man to hide under a container full of water?” she asked.
“I want to stay awake. If I fall asleep, cry out Ha! Ha! Ho! Ho!”
While the demon was dozing, the two golden fish, the two supports of his life-force who lived in his hair,
appeared on his forehead. Cesar came out of his hiding place, drew the bow, took aim, and hit the two fishes, thus
killing the demon.
To keep Gesar near her, the demoness gave Gesar a potion to drink which caused him to forget his origin and
his past life. The demoness used Gesar’s horse for vile tasks. The divine horse had to carry nine loads of human
excrement in the morning and nine more in the evening. The horse worked so hard that soon running sores
appeared over each of his ninety-nine vertebrae.
Gesar stayed in the demon’s house for nine years, nine months and nine days without knowing it. One day,
when he was lying on his back, a white heron, sent by his wife Shomodrugu of the land of Ling, flew over him
and called kikiro.
Gesar did not hear it but some droppings of the bird fell into his mouth and caused him to vomit the potion.
Gesar, regaining his senses, looked for his horse. He went to the east, to the south, to the west, to the north. He
saw, near a spring, a horse covered with wounds, looking like a wild ass. The horse spoke to him with eyes full of
tears:
“You have abandoned me, you stayed here with a demoness and I have been forced to carry loads day after
day. Can you imagine my misery?”
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“Now you are freed.”
The horse rolled in the red earth near the spring and recovered instantly; his coat took the color of black and
fawn and his mane became reddish ochre.
“Let us return to the land of Ling,” said Gesar.
“As long as the demoness is alive, I will not leave this place,” said the divine horse.
Gesar told the demoness that he was going to leave her. but she insisted on leaving with him. Gesar flew in the
sky with his horse; the demoness went by land with some goats, and they met again in the evening to pass the
night together. This went on for three days.
“In order to go faster, leave your goats and mount on the rump behind me:”
The horse. carrying Gesar and the demoness flew up towards the sun and the moon, then came down again.
The horse made every effort to shake off the demoness, who hung on by the tail. Finally, he made her release her
hold over the sea. wherein she disappeared.
Gesar could then return to Ling.
40
A rich family lived on the border of China and Tibet. The parents had two sons and a third was born. But the
mother died three days after the birth. The three sons were wise; the last born, however, was the most skillful in
everything he undertook: archery, horse racing and all. One day, their father called them together and told them:
“I am going to die soon, but one of you, I do not know which one, is not my son. Therefore before my wealth
is distributed, it will be necessary to establish which of you are my two real heirs. For this, it will be necessary to
consult the king and his astrologer.”
And the father died not long after. One day, the eldest said to his brothers:
This morning, I am going hunting. Light the fire and prepare a good meal.”
Then he left. The second, seeing the eldest leave, said to himself:
“Perhaps I am not to be an inheritor of this house. I am also going to hunt.”
And the third did the same. Night came and the eldest, on his return, found the house empty. He was amazed
but understood the thoughts of his brothers. He decided to consult the king on the subject of his origin.
On the way, he crossed a sandy plain where he noticed the imprints of two feet, two hands and a trace of liquid,
perhaps urine. He thought about this, asking himself what this could mean.
“Maybe it is a pregnant woman, ready to deliver, who has dragged herself this far?”
Continuing, he saw the imprints of feet, first pointing one way, then in the opposite direction. He thought,
“This pregnant woman, without doubt, left after a quarrel with her husband, intending to return to her parents
and then, along the way, she changed her mind.” A little further along he met a man who asked him:
“Have you seen a woman on the sandy plain?”
“Is she pregnant?”
“Yes, she is going to deliver, but she has left home!” the man replied.
“You quarreled with each other?” asked the eldest son, to which the man replied:
“Yes, she has gone. Where have you seen her?”
“In fact, I have not seen her,” said the oldest son.
“How is this? At first, you say that she is pregnant, and now you deny seeing her!”
“It was like this,” said the young man. “I have thought about what I have seen and what I have told you is the
result of my thoughts.”
“I don’t believe you,” the man then said. “We must go to ask the opinion of the judge.”
Both went to find the judge. Accused of having killed the woman, the eldest son was thrown into prison.
One year later, the second brother, seeing that his elder brother did not return, left to make a visit to the king.
On the way, he crossed a plain covered with a grassy pasture, where traces of a passing yak could be seen. As the
grass was grazed on only one side of the trail that passed through the pasture, he thought:
“Oh, the grass is grazed on only one side, the yak must be one-eyed.” Then he noticed some red hair caught on
the bushes and he thought:
“This yak must have a red coat.” A Lillie later, a man came to meet him, and asked:
“Have you seen a yak?”
“Is the yak one-eyed, and with a red coat?” asked the second brother.
“Yes! Where have you seen it?” the man asked.
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“In fact, I have not seen it,” the second replied.
“Then how can you know that it is one-eyed and that it has red hair?”
“What I have said is the result of my thoughts,” was his reply.
The two men went before the judge, one accusing the other of theft. The accused was thrown into prison.
One year later. the youngest brother. seeing that his elder brothers did not return, left in his turn to consult with
the king. Along the way, he entered a forest and saw under a tree on the right, a little honey, and under a tree on
the left, a little rice. He thought:
“Well. well, a yak loaded with a pack-saddle has strayed into this thick forest. His load on the right was of
honey’ his load on the left of rice. And, since he was able to penetrate into this dense forest, he probably did not
have horns.” Further on, he met up with a driver of a caravan who asked him:
“Did you met a yak in the forest?”
“A yak uril\fn{Without horns.} with a load of rice and of honey?” asked the youngest brother.
“Indeed, that’s the one!”
“In fact, I have not seen it,” said the brother.
“How can you say that if you know even the nature of the loads?”
“I have never seen your animal. What I say is the result of my reasoning,” replied the youngster.
But he was not believed and the two men went off to see the judge who threw the youngest brother into prison.
It was in this prison that the three brothers found themselves united again, and they recounted their adventures.
But as the wisdom of the three brothers was great, the judge was not able to come to a decision about their guilt
and so they were sent to the king of the country. Then the king put this question to the eldest:
“How did you guess that the woman was pregnant?”
“'This woman, whose waters were breaking, no longer had the strength to walk; she was dragging herself along
the ground.”
“And why did you think there was a quarrel between the husband and his wife?”
“Because of the coming and going of the footprints.”
The king thought this man to be intelligent. The second brother made known his adventures and the king put
this question to him:
“How did you guess that the yak was one-eyed?”
“The yak grazed the grass on only one side of the trail.”
The third brother said that only a yak without horns could have penetrated the forest, and that a part of the
contents of his loads had marked the two trees between which the yak had tried to pass.
The king stated that they were equally intelligent young men, and declared that they were innocent of the
charges that had been made against them. He had the accusers locked up. The brothers then said:
“We three are brothers. Our mother died a long time ago and our father three years ago. Our father told us that
one of us was not his son and advised us to see the king, to learn the truth of our origin.”
Then the king made a divination in order to discover which of the three was the half-brother. However, the
king was not able to get an answer from his divination, and he caused it to be proclaimed everywhere that
whosoever could find the solution of the riddle, would have part of the kingdom. Ministers, sons of kings,
soothsayers. astrologers and lamas came to see the three brothers and put a thousand questions to them without
being able to identify the illegitimate one. One day, a woman who sold beer thought:
“One cannot ascertain the difference of the origin of the three brothers by looking at their faces or bodies, or by
observing their intelligence. as they are so much alike. But their feelings may be different.” Carrying a vessel of
arag,\fn{Distilled liquor.} she went to find the three brothers.
“I have just heard a story with an important meaning which is a riddle. I would like to understand it better.”
“'Tell us this story and we will try to help you,” they said. And the woman related this story:
+
A long, long time ago, a king had a daughter. This girl. who was very intelligent. had as a playmate a boy of
humble birth. After a while. the king;s daughter said to the boy:
“I want to be your wife; I will not marry anyone else.” The boy replied:
“I am the son of a beggar, this will never be possible; everything is against us.” The girl boldly declared:
“If I wish it, my parents will yield, and we will marry.” They then made a solemn promise to unite one day.
One day the king of a neighboring land asked for the king’s daughter for his son. The father thought:
“If I don’t give my daughter to him. this powerful king will wage war on me.” The girl refused, but her father
insisted. saying:
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“If you do not accept, the king will wage war on us and destroy our kingdom.” The girl reflected:
“All that is true, my parents will be killed and the kingdom will be destroyed.”
So at last she accepted marriage. The king’s daughter then confided to her mother:
“A long time ago. I promised to marry the son of a beggar; what should I do?”
Her mother advised her to go and find him. and to come back the next day. The girl, dressed in her most
beautiful clothes, set out on a fine horse for the house of the poor lad. Along the way. seven thieves stopped her,
with the intention of taking her horse and her jewels.
“Free me, I promise to come back tomorrow and to give you everything that I have.” The thieves let her go.
Arriving at the house of the poor boy, she said, “I have come to see you,” and the boy rejoiced at her arrival,
“A long time ago, we were joined by a promise, but the son of a powerful king has demanded that I marry him.
threatening to destroy my father’s whole kingdom if I don’t agree to be his wife. I come, therefore, to see you and
to pass one night with you, as I promised.”
“You can not stay here with me tonight, for, if the son of the king learns of it, he will kill me.”
The girl assured him that he would not be killed, and spent the night with the boy. Before dawn. she said:
“I am going now, don’t be angry.” On the way, she found the seven thieves asleep.
“Wake up. I have returned. If you want to kill me or take me as a wife, get on with it. then!” The thieves
thought:
“Who is this woman who last night wished to save herself at any price and who now offers herself to us?”
“Who then. are you?” they asked.
“I am the daughter of the king of this country!” she stated. One of the thieves said.
“You are like a goddess.” And they helped her to return to her parents.
Finally, the daughter of the king left for the neighboring kingdom and married there.
+
The eldest and the second brother listened to the story paying much attention and without saying anything. The
youngest said:
“Ha. Ha! These thieves. what sort of thieves are they? They have robbed and killed, but they have not killed
the daughter of the king! They steal from the poor, but they do not steal from the king’s daughter! The son of the
poor man. what sort of a man is he? A girl comes to see him and he refuses to sleep with her! These thieves and
this poor man have a way of behaving that is not normal!”
The woman who was trying to resolve the enigma then thought.
“The third son has not the same tsultrim\fn{ Ethical discipline.} nor way of thinking; he is different from the two
others. He is the half-brother.”
She announced her deductions to the king who was convinced, and rewarded her by giving her a part of his
realm.
41
On the great steppe of Changthang. an old woman was living with a single son and a little calf. Ba-tratatrari. It
happened that one day, they were without food or money. The son went off to the East to hunt. taking. for magic
power, some black and white dust. He walked for seven days, then for twenty one days. Arriving at Shar Pang
lung, he saw in the distance an antelope. He approached quietly and scattered a little black dust under the
antelope. who was bedded down. This caused the antelope to become stuck to the ground.
“Little Man of Tibet. why have you trapped me?” the animal asked.
“I have an old mother who is dying of hunger and she has asked me to bring her some meat,” replied the son.
“Little Man of Tibet, let me go and I will furnish you with meat.”
The boy sprinkled a little of the white dust, thus freeing the animal who, by magic power, gave him a large
amount of meat. Returning to the tent with the load of meat, he made the tent stay vibrate, which emitted the
sound urting-urting.
“Mother, I have come back with a quantity of meat!”
Another day, the mother noticed that the stock of salt was exhausted, and sent her son out for some more. The
boy left in a northernly direction and arriving at Tsari, he saw many wild yaks. Going closer to the place where
these animals customarily slept, he scattered a little of the black dust. When the largest of the yaks bedded down.
he became stuck to the earth.
“Little Man of Tibet, what do you want? Why do you kill me?” asked the yak.
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“I have an old mother who has need of salt from the great salt lake of the North,” said the boy.
“Free me. and 1 will give you a load of salt, for I am the guardian of salt,” said the yak. Throwing a little of the
white dust, the boy freed the yak who brought him a large amount of salt.
During this time, the mother lamented, not seeing her son return. Then. all at once she heard the stay vibrate
urting- urting, and rejoiced at the sight of the load of salt.
After a while, the old woman exhausted her supply of raw sugar and raisins. The son left again, walking for a
long time in a southernly direction, and he arrived in Yari, the land of blue cliffs. In a small valley, he saw a herd
of wild sheep with large horns. He approached their resting place, scattered a little of the black dust and thus
captured the most handsome of the males.
“Little Man of Tibet, why have you trapped me? What do you want?”
“My mother has exhausted her supplies of raw sugar and raisins,” said the boy.
“Free me and I will show you how to get supplies.”
The boy freed the animal with a little of the white dust and returned to the tent with a heavy load of sugar and
raisins. But the old woman was lacking tsampa and so the son set out again, this time towards the west. Having
walked for a long time, he saw some wild asses, kyang, running in all directions; he threw a bit of the black dust
in their path and caught one.
“Little Man of Tibet, why do you capture me?”
“My old mother needs tsampa and sent me in the direction of the west.”
“Free me and I will get you plenty of tsampa!” The son returned to the tent, causing the stay to vibrate, urtingurting, and the mother was delighted with the load of tsampa that he brought.
“Mother, we now have the treasures of the Four Directions: the treasure of the East, meat given by the
antelope; the treasure of the North, salt given by the wild yak; the treasure of the South, raw sugar and raisins
given by the wild sheep; and the treasure of the West, tsampa, given by the wild ass.”
Later, being again without resources, the boy decided to steal a yak from the courtyard of a rich neighbor. The
cow, Batratatrari, because she was a deity, guessed the boy’s intention and said to him:
“Child, don’t commit the sin of stealing, kill me rather than steal.”
“Why should I kill you? Is this not an even more grave sin?”
“As I am a deity, you do not commit a sin by killing me. I will assume another form and my body will
transform into precious substances. After killing me, stretch the skin flat; the head oriented towards the East. the
tail toward the West. Throw my front feet towards the North; my vertebrae to the South. my back feet towards the
East. Throw my head toward the cliff; my lungs towards the mountain; the contents of my belly on the plain; the
hairs towards the sky; my kidneys and intestines in the water. As for my tail, present it to someone.”
The boy followed the advice of the cow. He killed her, cut her up and disposed of all the pieces in the way he
was told to do.
Awakening the next morning. the boy saw only marvels! At the place where the skin had been stretched, there
was a beautiful three-storied house. The front feet were transformed into warriors. The head had become
turquoises. The vertebrae had become all kinds of trees. The lungs had become large rocks of various colors. The
contents of the belly had become excellent pasture. The hairs had become stars in the heavens. The intestines had
turned into pebbles, polished by a river. The back feet had become many herds and the tail had produced lineages
of powerful men!
Thanking the cow that had given so much wealth. the boy prayed to the Buddhas of the Three Times,\fn{ I.e.,
Buddha of the past, present and future.} and gave food to those who were in need.
42
Pargo was born in western Tibet, near the sacred Kang Tise, the axis of the world. His father was a chieftain of
the region, and lived in a three-story palace. His mother, it is said, carried him for fifteen months, which was a
good omen.
At the age of one, Pargo appeared to be three; at three years he appeared to be seven. but gradually, as he grew
older, his ill nature and naughtiness increased. He bullied the girls, beat up his playmates, threw stones at dogs,
hurt the lambs and the kids, pulled the tails of yaks, all without any reason. At the age of sixteen, he went to
Dolpo with a caravan and quarreled with the villagers during .the traditional barter of salt and barley. At the
Pangong-la. he even forgot the ritual of burning incense to the divinities guarding the pass!
One day. he killed a partridge with his sling; a little later he was stricken with leprosy. All his body was
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covered with scars and, ashamed, he hid himself in a cave. His mother came to find him there, advised him to
repent, and gave him her blessing.
Pargo, confused in his mind, stayed voluntarily as a recluse. But, one day, a lama, Jatang, an incarnation of the
Buddha Dorjechang, visited him and instructed him in the Religion, and a miraculous cure occurred! Jatang gave
Pargo the name of Bumpal, but for us, he is a togden, rich in learning and understanding.
Pargo entered religious life after having meditated for three years, three months, and three days. He then went
South and set himself up at Balung where he built a small temple. Thirteen times he made the nekor\fn{A
pilgrimage within a small area. } of the mountain, the route since established as the pilgrimage of Kula. He then built
the temple of Trolung in the valley of the Panzang.
Pargo knew magic spells which enabled him to transport very heavy stones without effort. He easily did the
work of ten men, but had forbidden his helpers to watch him produce these results. One day, when a overly
curious worker saw Pargo carry a very heavy rock, he left it midway at a place called Polung Yujab.
Thus he constructed many temples, among them, that of Penri. He meditated at Sharing where a monk had
given him hospitality. The wife of his host wanted to lie with him. At night, the woman came near to Pargo,
groaning, “Uchu, uchu.”\fn{I’m cold, I’m cold.} Pargo, not understanding her real meaning, gave her his clothes. But
the woman was insistent, so Pargo fled, naked, into the night.
Pargo built temples in the four valleys of Dolpo. Meditating in a cave, near the spring where the fairies dance,
each night he saw, always at the same place, a little lamp glittering. One day, he asked his servant to empty the
urinal at the place where he had seen the lamp burning. The urine vaporized before touching the earth, and from
this Pargo concluded that the place should not be defiled. He decided to construct a temple there with the help of
the villagers of Tarap and called it Mekyem.
Pargo died on the tenth day of the Eighth Month, an auspicious day, and his body remained in the position of
meditation for ten days. After cremation, his heart, his tongue and his eyes were found intact. They were then
enshrined in a gilded chörten placed on the altar in Mekyem.
Pargo had great power, and he gave the villagers a blessing in written form to obtain good harvests. But. after
three generations, the chief of the village threw this sheet of paper into the fire, and since that time the harvests in
Tarap have been poor.
Pargo also revealed some special mantras providing protection from hailstorms, spells still in the possession of
a lineage of lamas in the valley.
43
This took place a very long time ago. The faithful maidservant of the king Serla Con had a son. When the son
was fifteen years old, his mother died and he became the king’s shepherd.
The king had three daughters; the oldest bore the name of Serlo, “leaf-of-gold;” the second, the name Ngulo,
“leaf-of-silver;” and the youngest, Dunglo, “leaf-the-color-of-conch.”
The son of the maid-servant, in truth, was the son of a deity. He had no hair, his skull was covered with
turquoise, gold, silver and pearls. But these jewels were invisible to the eyes of his companions who only saw
beeswax on his head; hence came his surname Yoklari, “servant with the bald head covered with beeswax.”
One day, the king decided to marry off his three daughters. He brought together all the people, and said:
“The two older daughters will have a kingdom to share, the youngest will have my kingdom.”
The king, having brought together all the chieftains of the land, asked each of the daughters to choose a
husband. The chieftains had dressed in their most beautiful costumes, and were mounted on their finest horses.
The eldest daughter made her choice first. Carrying a little butter in her left hand, and in her right hand a flag with
the five auspicious colors, she chose the son of the king of the country to the South; she planted the flag in front
of the chosen one, and put butter on his forehead.
The middle daughter, in her turn, planted her banner before the son of the king of the West and deposited the
butter, the symbol of good fortune, on his forehead.
The last girl, Dunglo, looked over all the assembled princes. She went to the right, then to the left, hesitating
without planting the flag she had in her hand. The king, seeing her hesitate, said to her:
“Make your choice, whoever you decide on, I will accept your decision, for I am a powerful king, and
everyone obeys me.”
The daughter then made her choice; she planted her flag in front of Yoklari, the young servant of the king, and
put butter on his forehead, the symbol of good fortune. The king spoke out in anger:
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“This choice is useless, you are deceiving yourself.” But the queen said:
“This choice. without doubt, is good because it is my daughter who has made it. It is the choice of her heart.”
The king, furious, gave nothing to his youngest daughter. However. to the two older girls he gave a fabulous
dowry of gold, silver and precious stones. To Dunglo he gave only an old lame mare and a small torn tent made of
shreds of faded colors. Thus equipped. Yoklari and his wife departed for a distant destination.
One month after the marriage ceremonies, the king’s sons-in-law, the husbands of the two older daughters.
came to visit their father-in-law, according to the custom followed in drogpa land. The king had looked forward to
the celebrations: archery, wrestling, horse racing. Yoklari also arrived and he erected his tattered tent near the
palace, but the king made it known to him that he did not want to see him nor talk to him.
Dunglo visited to her mother, carrying salt in her hand. Yoklar ihad told her:
“You take a fistful of salt, you eat a very little of it, as if you were crunching a louse, you throw several grains
of it into the fire, and the salt bursts in the fire like a louse. They will think that we are poor and covered with
vermin.”
“My beloved daughter, how are you gelling along?” asked the queen.
“Mother. I have no clothes, and I am covered with vermin.”
The queen gave a costume to her daughter which Yoklari gave to a poor person.
During the visit of the sons-in-law, the king decided to bequeath his kingdom to the winner of three
competitions to be held in a year’s time: horse racing, archery and musket shooting. Yoklari went back to the
country Shar pang lung kama, where he erected his tent and put his old mare out to graze. Now, on the tenth day
of the First Month, a male colt was born to this over-aged mare.
The following year, the king made it known that the horse races would be held in the center of the kingdom.
Dunglo said to Yoklari:
“Now it is time to reveal your true identity, to show your head covered with gold and precious stones.”
Yoklari arrived first and erected a tent of extraordinary whiteness, as large as ten of the largest tents known.
Numerous servants attended him, but he did not make himself known. The other two sons-in-law of the king also
arrived. The king was surprised that Yoklari did not arrive. He wanted to hasten the race, but the queen insisted
that the third son-in-law also be present. Seven men, then, went out in search of Yoklari. Seven days later. they
had not yet found him.
By the large plain, the white tent of the rich trader had been much noticed and close by was the old tent and the
old mare which had been given to Yoklari. The king decided to send a messenger to the trader to investigate.
“Who are you? Are you king or trader? My master would like to know.”
“I am a trader from China. I have no reason to see the king. I am more powerful than he is and a hundred times
richer,” said Yoklari.
The messenger reported to the king, but he had seen neither the old tent nor the old mare. The king, curious,
went himself to examine the tent of the rich trader, accompanied by some ministers and his two sons-in-law.
Yoklari was seated on a golden throne in this tent; the daughter Dunglo, on a throne of turquoise. At the arrival of
the king, a servant wished to offer him a throne of gold, but Yoklari said:
“This king has no right to a golden throne; give him a tiger skin.”
“What is the nature of your business?” asked the king. “Have you not seen in your land. a man with a head
covered with beeswax, with a young wife, an old mare, and an old tent?”
“We have no knowledge of anything similar to this,” said Yoklari.
“What is your lineage?”
“I was born in China,” replied Yoklari.
“And your wife, what is her lineage?”
“I do not exactly know, but she comes from the land of the West.”
The girl hid part of her face behind her sleeve of silk. The king then said:
“Tomorrow, a horse race will take place. My three sons-in-law must participate in it. As the third has not come,
and we have searched everywhere for him, I ask you, as a sign of good fortune, to participate in the race. Besides,
I will buy much merchandise from you.” And the king went off with his companions.
The next day, Yoklari presented himself to the king, his head coated with beeswax, the wife dressed in scraps,
followed by the old mare and the colt. The maid-servant of the queen saw them come, and announced the news to
her mistress:
“Yoklari is here! The old mare has had a colt!”
The king was immediately informed. The race was to take place at midday. The two elder sons-in-law each
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entered seven horses, with seven riders. Yoklari rode the young colt.
The fourteen horsemen of the elder sons-in-law were dressed in rich costumes of silk; Yoklari was wearing an
old torn jacket, almost completely eaten away. The king announced the competitions of the day: horse racing,
archery, and musket shooting.
“The winner will receive the jewel Gondü punjung, my throne and my kingdom,” he said.
The race then took place. The riders took off at a gallop, but the colt of Yoklari did not want to run, he went
slowly, gently, haltingly, carrying his rider with difficulty. All at once, Yoklari was seen to overtake, colt and rider
astride a rainbow. The fourteen horsemen quarreled at the finish, each believing that they were the winner. The
king, who had seen the rider on the rainbow, thought:
“This Yoklari can only be the incarnation of a deity.”
Yoklari, who had won the race, received the jewel. At archery, Yoklari, still in rags, won, having pierced a
silver coin at the very center of the target. For the musket shooting, Yoklari put on his most beautiful clothes, his
head appearing ornamented with turquoises and precious stones. The king was so astonished at this that he could
not open his mouth. The sons-in-law demanded:
“Who is this great prince? Is this Yoklari?”
They assumed this because of the presence of the young colt. All the assembled people recognized Yoklari. His
appearance was so extraordinary that the shooting competition was forgotten. Yoklari then presented himself as
the king of Shar panglung kama and invited the king, his father-in-law and the queen to come and to visit him.
The two elder daughters of the king. wishing to get an idea of their sister’s wealth, went, disguised as beggars.
to Shar panglung kama. Dunglo. having guessed the identity of the beggars, gave them a large number of gifts.
The girls. upon returning, told the story of their adventure. saying:
“Yoklari is seated on a golden throne; Dunglo on a throne of turquoises; the attendants are richly clothed; their
palace is of coral.”
The king and queen came to visit their son-in-law, who received them in royal style. The king questioned
Yoklari about his origin and lineage:
“I am the son of a deity; this is the reason for my wealth in gold and turquoises.”
Yoklari gave his father-in-law many presents. seven mule-loads of precious stones, seven loads of raw sugar
and raisins, and seven loads of Chinese silk. And at his father-in-law’s death, Yoklari became king.
204.32 & 203.191 & 207.193 A. Fragments of Chou Tso-jen B. 1. The Ageing Of Ghosts 2. In Praise Of Mutes
3. On “Passing The Itch” 4. Reading On The Toilet 5. Getting Oneself Hurt 6. Candy Selling 7. Our Own Garden
8. Humane Literature: Nine Essays\fn{by Chou Tso-jen [Zhou Zuoren] (1885-1967)} Shaoshing [Shaoxing], Chekiang
[Zhejiang] Province, China (M) 23
A
… It is not that I did not realize the importance of the Greek classics or that I did not want to read the works of
the philosophers; it was truly because I had another ambition. Just as Yen Fu had ventured to translate Huxley in
the literary style of the philosophers of the Chou and Ch’in eras, and as Lin Shu had rendered Scott into a Ssu-ma
Ch’ien, I thought I would want to translate the New Testament, or at least the four Gospels, in a classical, elegant
style equivalent to the language of the Buddhist Sutras. …
*
… If you take the destroyers and the submarines, which do nothing but demolish, to compare with Mahayana
Buddhism, you certainly find great differences between them. However, when you search for the fountainhead of
science all the way to Greece, you will find high, profound civilization there, by no means inferior to China. …
*
… I tinkered with ancient Greek classics for some time and the first work I translated was called Greek
Imitations, completed in 1932 and published by the Commercial Press\fn{ Of Shanghai} a year later. The second
work was The Greek Poetess Sappho, translated and edited in 1949, published by the Shanghai Publishing Co.
The first edition had a run of 3,000 copies and went out of print long ago. It is a biography with its main emphasis
on her poetry, which was banned and burnt by the early Christian Emperors. Her missing works were recovered
by various scholars later and the total amounted to only 80 poems, some of which have one or two lines. To
translate her complete works would amount to no more than a dozen pages. My biographical study contains
almost the entire body of her verse. …
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*
… When I returned to Peking, my second job was to “retranslate” Gods, Heroes and Men of Ancient Greece by
an English writer, W.H.D. Rouse. By “retranslation”, I mean translating it for the second time. … As the author of
this book was British, according to my plan, it should not be within my projects of translating directly from Greek
into Chinese. However, since it dealt with Greek mythology and since his personality and way of presentation
attracted me, I decided to translate it into Chinese. A famous classical scholar, Rouse was one of the editors of the
Loeb Classics. He translated and edited three volumes of Nomno’s Dionysiaka, and, being conversant with
modern Greek, also translated a collection of short stories entitled On the Isles of Greece. …
*
… For even if Hellenism cannot completely restore the dead to life, it can bring the aged back to childhood. It
is manifest in the history of European cultures. Modern China witnesses the hideousness and horror in the heart of
man which, having wilted, is continuing to wither because of the burden of autocracy and examination systems in
ages past; it absolutely needs some clear, exorcising wind to blow through. The Hellenic intepretation of the
supernatural will avail greatly. …
*
… What China badly needs today is a new kind of freedom and a new kind of discipline, with which we will
build up a new Chinese civilization—that will be a renaissance. At that point we will meet the Greek civilization,
the foundation of Western culture. …
B
1
I am as a rule quite eager to learn about the business of ghosts, but what, you might ask, is the use of such
knowledge once gained? Probably none: at bottom it may be mere curiosity. The Ancients said, only the sages can
know the condition of ghosts and spirits, which shows it is hardly an easy matter. I repent myself that in my youth
I did not meddle with metaphysics: now that avenue is closed, all that is left to me is to make good use of a
passion for digging for textual evidence, and seek material in chronicles ancient and modern; perhaps in that way
one can get a hint or two, one never knows.
But the hundreds and thousands of years they go back is an unconscionable time, the records have multiplied
endlessly, and the uninitiated are unlikely to stumble on the scent. What is more, the world of ghosts seems
absolutely full of conundrums, quite enough to occupy the gentlemen of the academies of science for a lifetime.
Here I raise only one question, namely that mentioned above, the ageing of ghosts. If I may be allowed, I will
make light work of a heavy task, and sketchily set out my myopic view, all the time “respectfully awaiting the
favour of instruction”.
*
After a person dies and becomes a ghost, does the ghost in the shades or some other place actually continue to
grow older year by year as before? That one would like to know. There are two approaches possible. One would
be in accordance with our unregenerate theory that ghosts do not exist, but that would scarcely be to the point, and
would moreover be too unsporting. The other would follow the common line that ghosts do exist.
Now the question whether there can be ageing or not arises only if ghosts do exist, so when you come down to
it, we are stuck with this single approach. However, though the existence of ghosts is an article of faith for all
believers, whether they age or not is a question on which different people have different views, and on which
there is no hallowed doctrine.
Ji Yun of the Qing dynasty says in chapter 4 of his Thus Have I Heard It Said:
Ren Zitian reports that someone out at night in his locality saw in the moonlight two people sitting together on a
cemetery path amid the cypresses. One was a young man of sixteen or seventeen, of pleasing and handsome aspect, the
other a woman whose white hair hung down to her shoulders, whose back was stooped and who carried a stick: she
appeared to be in her seventies or eighties. They were billing and cooing, apparently delighting in each other’s
company.
Wondering to himself of what provenance this old hussy could be that she was so saucy with the youth, he went
nearer to them, whereupon the figures melted away.
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The next day he enquired whose graves they were, and only then discovered that this certain person had died in his
youth, and his wife survived to maintain a virtuous widowhood for another fifty years. When she died she was interred
with him in this place.

One must suppose from this that ghosts never grow old: their appearance and age are tied to the time of their
death. But when you reflect on the implications of this, you discover many awkwardnesses. The young husband
and old wife is one such. Then, too, there is the eventuality of the son being old and the father being young:
according to etiquette, the duties of keeping the parent warm in winter and cool in summer, of tucking up at night
and enquiring after comfort in the morning, may not be neglected, but they would impose a crippling burden on
the son, and he would deserve all our pity. Again, as our mundane law permits remarriage, consider the poor
scholar who takes a new wife when widowed in order to continue his line: after death he would then be
responsible for supporting quite a few households, and this old fellow too would have to command our sympathy.
On the other hand, the wife who remarries is according to popular belief sawn in half: when the former husbands
come in for their share of an old body, what are they supposed to do with it?
Shao Bowen of the Song dynasty writes in chapter 18 of his Records Of Things Seen And Heard:
When Madam Li gave birth to Master Kangjie, a girl twin was still-born. Over ten years later, the mother saw in the
moonlight from her sickbed a girl curtseying to her from the doorstep. The girl said, weeping:
“Unbeknown to you, mother, the ignorant doctor poisoned me with his drugs. Woe is me.” Madam Li replied:
“It was fate.” The daughter said:
“If it was fate, how is it that my brother survived and I did not?” Madam Li answered:
“That is just what was fated, that you should die and your brother survive.”
The girl departed, still in tears. Another ten years or so passed, and Madam Li again saw the girl come to her,
weeping. She said,
“Having missed my chance because of an ignorant doctor, I have had to wait these twenty long years before being
born into the world. Mindful of the maternal bond, I am come to say goodbye.” Then she left, once more in tears.

Mr. Quyuan\fn{The assumed name of Yu Yue (1821-1908), a favorite author of Zhou Zuoren } quotes this passage in chapter
8 of his Commonplace Book Of The House Of Tea Fragrance, Series Three, and comments:
This matter is most peculiar. Since the girl died in her mother’s womb, she was just a lump of flesh quite without
consciousness. But after ten years or so she could both curtsey and speak. How could it be that after dying she could
still mature with the passing years, as in normal life?

As I see it, going by what Mr. Shao says in Records Of Things Seen And Heard, it is indeed indisputable that
ghosts do mature with the passing years. If you apply this assumption to Ji Yun’s account, the young man of
sixteen or seventeen ought to have become an old gent of seventy-odd, in which case the story would not get off
the ground, as a pair in their seventies or eighties canoodling in the moonlight, though one would have to reckon
it a case of “long in the tooth but young at heart”, is not particularly outlandish.
And there is another thing: ghosts can observe people, but people cannot observe ghosts. When at last they met
among the cypresses, the man-ghost would be sure to recognize his wife, but I fear the wife-ghost, assuming no
one re-introduced them, could by that time have hardly recognized her spouse of half a century before.
*
The viewpoints of Shao and Ji both have their strengths and weaknesses. We ordinary people would find it
extremely difficult to choose between them. Probably we can only allow them to co-exist: whether in the
underworld the ghosts are divided into warring camps, each choosing to grow old or not grow old as they wish,
that we have no means of knowing. The theory that ghosts do not grow old seems to be the common one, the
theory that they do grow old is slightly eccentric, but I have turned up some other supporting evidence.
The one-volume Supplement to The Trials Of The Wangxinglou, printed in 1899, was written by Qian Hejin of
Wuxi to commemorate his son Xingbao. The main volume is unfortunately unobtainable. The supplement
contains a Diary Of Conversations via The Planchette, which records Qian’s written communications with his
children.
His third son Dingbao was born in 1879 and died within forty days; his fourth son Xingbao was born in 1881
and died at the age of twelve; his third daughter Ezhen was born in 1887 and died five days after birth. They all
responded at the seances. The diary reads:
21st of 12th month, 1896, evening: Xingbao came at last. I asked:
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“When you left us you were twelve. Have you grown physically since then?” He replied:
“I have.”
17th, 1st month, 1897: I rose early and took my place at the planchette. My late brother Yunsheng and my sister Run
and Xingbao were all in attendance. I asked my brother:
“You were only twenty-seven when you passed over, now you are over fifty. Have you grown older in appearance?”
He replied:
“I have.”
“Have you grown whiskers?” He replied:
“Ihave.”

From this it can be seen that ghosts are no different from the living in ageing with the passing of the years.
There are several other entries:
29th, 1st month: Question:
“At what age did you achieve consciousness?” Answer:
“At three.” Question:
“For how many years did you take suck?” Answer:
“Three.” (This to Dingbao)
21st, 3rd month: My sister Run came. Question:
“Was there something?” Answer:
“Glad tidings.” Question:
“What glad tidings?” Answer:
“On the fourth of the fourth month Xingbao is taking a wife.” Question:
“How old is his bride?” Answer:
“Thirteen.” Question:
“Are we invited to wish them happiness?” Answer:
“No.” Question:
“Are you going?” Answer:
“Yes.” Question:
“Are wedding presents required?” Answer:
“They are.” Question:
“Is Dingbao married?” Answer:
“Yes.” Question:
“Has he any children?” Answer:
“Two sons, one daughter.”
29th, 5th month: I asked Xing:
“Is your wife Shannan well?” Answer:
“There is to be a happy event.” This meant she was pregnant.
“When did she become pregnant?” Answer:
“The fifth month.”
“What month is she due to give birth?” Answer:
“The seventh month.” Subsequently I asked my departed brother:
“People give birth after ten months. Do ghosts all give birth after three months?” He replied:
“Yes. Such are the differences between people and ghosts. Girls are ready for marriage at the age of eleven.”
12th, 6th month: I asked my second daughter Yingke:
“How many children have come with you?” Xingbao replied for her:
“Ten.” I was greatly surprised, and thought there must have been a mistake. I repeated the question over and over
again, but the answer was as before. I called on my sister Run and asked her, but she replied in the same terms as
Xingbao. I asked how it could come about that she could have produced so many children after having been married for
only five years. Did it mean she gave birth more than once in a year? The answer came:
“Yes.” Only then did it come home to me how wide the gulf is between ghosts and people—they seem in this
respect to be practically the same as cats and dogs. When I had heard previously that Xingbao had married a wife
eleven years old, I had thought it make-believe, but now when I piece it all together, I realize that the ways of ghosts
are not to be fathomed by the reasoning of men.
19th: I asked Xingbao,
“Is your great-uncle Shouchun still with you?” He replied:
“He is dead.”
“How long has he been dead?” Answer:
“Three years.”
“When someone dies, are they buried in coffms, as here?” Answer:
“Yes.”
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Till now it had not dawned on me that ghosts also die. The ancients used a special word for the death of ghosts,
evidently not without reason. No doubt the children born in the shades receive their souls from those who die
there.
The above excerpts all contain discoveries about the nuptials, obsequies, birth and death of ghosts, and as
material for a treatise on the life of ghosts is very precious. I discovered this volume in the spring of 1933 on a
bookseller’s pitch in Changdian.\fn{ A seasonal street market in Peking } It was printed with wooden movable type on
white paper, with corrections made in ink: a pleasingly elegant production.
The Diary Of Conversations via The Planchette and Supplement are most interesting; their account of
conditions down below is quite detailed, but lack of space prevents me from quoting more. Though it is a matter
of regret that I was not able to get hold of the main volume, it would not appear to contain any record of
planchette sessions, so its value is not as great as it might have been otherwise. My reaction on reading this
compilation was that Mr Shao’s theory had received endorsement, and the case that ghosts grow up thus could not
be denied.
*
I do not believe in ghosts, yet I like to hear tell of the affairs of ghosts: this is a great contradiction.
Nevertheless, though I do not believe people turn into ghosts after death, I do believe that there is a human being
behind every ghost. I do not understand what the “natural function of yin and yang”\fn{The formula devised by Zhang
Dai (c.1597-1666) devised to account for the phenomena of ghosts and spirits } is all about, but the idea that ghosts are the
projections of the hopes and fears of living people is surely sound.
Tao Yuanming is one of the great free spirits in history. His “Going back to live on my land” says
Human life is like a passing pageant
In the end we return to nothingness

and “Spirit Explains” has
When the time comes you have to make an end
There’s no point in making too much fuss

Yet in his “Dirge for myself” it says
I want to speak but my mouth utters no sound
I want to see but my eyes have no sight
Formerly I slept on high couches
Now my nights are passed in the wild grassland

One would not expect Master Tao to cling to illusions about life and death, yet he does write in this vein with
great strength of feeling. However, to deduce the nature of life after death from the sensibilities of one’s lifetime is
after all the inclination of humankind, and is quite natural.
The average person is more bent on survival, and neither can nor will believe that he or his loved ones will
simply fade into oblivion, so he comes up with all sorts of conjectures, on the assumption that existence must
continue. The conditions of this existence differ slightly with the race, the locality, and even individual likes and
dislikes. These are revealed not deliberately, but unwittingly, in fact listening to people talking about ghosts is
tantamount to listening to people discussing their most private thoughts.
It would seem that the view that ghosts exist is the opium for a life of trouble and care, a form of comfort for
those helpless in the face of the greatest sorrow and fear:
“Amorous young men and women can continue unfinished romances; of dauntless heroes it is said, ‘in another
twenty years they’ll be back again as other brave fellows’.”
It is those who hold to materialism who are in for a hard time: as with those of powerful wills for whom
anaesthetics are ineffective, they have to look on wide awake as their flesh is cut into. Guan Yu’s “scraping of his
bones”\fn{In the novel Sanguo Yanul, Guan Yu carries on with a game of chess while the surgeon cuts his arm open to the bone to draw
the poison from an arrow wound } certainly counts as heroic, but really involved uncalled-for suffering, and is not
something the ordinary person could stand up to; so it is not surprising that the majority turn to anaesthetics for
deliverance.
The Diary Of Conversations via The Planchette says:

279

1st, 8th month:
A stray ghost responded to the planchette. He announced that Ezhen had been reborn into the human world. I asked
when, and it was written,
“20th of the 7th month”. I asked where, and the answer came,
“In the city”. I asked her name, but the stylus wrote,
“Not known”.
All of my kith and kin who have been awaiting rebirth for so long have departed one after another in the space of a
few months. Am I to presume that mortal births have been exceptionally numerous this year, and so they have all gone
to make up the quota? It really passes understanding. After Xing, only Ezhen remained to respond to my summons. If
this report is true, then henceforward my dealings with the planchette are over and done with.

When I read this section I could not help my spirits drooping. The Supplement to The Trials Of The
Wangxinglou is one of the saddest books I have read, and I have this sensation every time I leaf through it. It is as
if one were suffering agony from a wound and found relief in taking morphia, but that morphia was actually
brewed from home-made fudge: the passer-by observing this would not know whether to laugh or cry.
I myself do not believe in ghosts, but like to hear about ghosts, and have great sympathy with the superstitions
of the old way of life. This shows that I am already an old man, for those with one foot in the grave tend either
towards harshness, or towards tolerance.
2
There is a proverb which runs: “The dumb man chews on yellow rue”, the point of which lies in the matching
line, “Bitter as gall, but he can’t tell you.” But another proverb says, “Under the rue bush strumming a tune”,
which indicates that making merry when things look black is common enough too. Though the mute is afflicted
by not being able to express himself, doubtless he has his own private pleasures, which may be superior to those
of us who can wag our tongues, how are we to say?
It is commonly held that dumbness is a form of disability, on a par with being eyeless or having one leg. This
is very unfair. A dumb person’s mouth is neither unformed nor infirm, he just cannot speak, that is all. The
Shuowen\fn{The first dictionary of the Chinese language, compiled by Xu Shen of the Han Dynasty } says,
“Dumbness: the ailment of not being able to speak.”
Even accepting, as Mr. Xu would have it, that inability to speak is an ailment, it is quite an unimportant one,
which does not much detract from the main uses of the mouth.
When we look into the uses of the mouth, roughly speaking we find them to be the following: 1. eating; 2.
kissing; 3. speaking. Actually the mouth of a mute is perfectly all right: it is not short of a tongue, neither are the
upper and lower lips joined together. So if he wants to eat and drink, no matter if it is foreign fare or “Chinese
menu”, he can indulge himself to his heart’s content, without the slightest inconvenience. Therefore we can take it
as read that dumbness does not cause the least impairment to a person’s constitution.
What about kissing? Given a mouth which, as explained above, can drink and munch at will, it will of course
meet no difficulty with this line of work, for as the Dutchman, Dr. Van de Velde, says in chapter 8 of Ideal
Marriage, the business of kissing is confined to the three senses of smell, taste and touch, and has no connection
with sound, which shows that the mute’s inability to speak by no means stands in the way.
When all’s said and done, the so-called ailment of dumbness is still only in respect of “not being able to
speak”.
*
As I see it, that is neither here nor there. That mankind can speak is in fact surplus to requirements. Consider
the teeming life on this earth, all sentient beings. None does not act out its destiny, each fulfills its nature. When
have they ever spoken a word? It was said of old,
“The chimpanzee can speak, yet it remains a beast; the parrot can speak, yet it remains a bird.”
How sad that these creatures, having painfully learned a few of somebody else’s catch-phrases, are still the
same creatures they ever were, and have become the butt of the sage’s jibe to boot. Honestly, has it been worth it?
When in time past the four-eyed Mr. Cang Jie\fn{ The legendary being credited with the invention of Chinese characters to
replace communication by patterns of knotted string; his four eyes betoken discernment } officiously invented script, it set the
kindly ghosts howling a whole night through, and I fear that when among the ape-men the first one stretched his
larynx and learned to speak it might well have made the primitive gods heave a profound sigh. To what end do we
toil and scheme in life?
“Drinking, eating and sex: men’s great desires reside in these.”\fn{ A quotation from the Liji}
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Assuming that they do not encroach upon these great desires, may not other matters then be allowed to look
after themselves? The most important clause in the Chinese philosophy of practical living is,
“The less you get involved in, the better.” With regard to the mute, you might say he is able to dispense with
one involvement. The saying goes,
“Sickness enters through the mouth, calamity issues from the mouth.”
That speech is not only of no advantage to people, but on the contrary is harmful, is here plain to see. Once
you utter something, your words imply a judgement, which is dangerous, these days. People cannot always be
saying “I love you” and such sweet nothings; what is more, when you look into it carefully, “I love you” carries
implications like “I do not love her”, or “I won’t let him love you”, and so might sow the seed of ruin. It is not for
nothing that your wise man in chatting to visitors will only say, “The weather today … ha ha ha”, without
elaborating further, for though the weather is insensible, yet to call it good or bad is ultimately rather imprudent;
hence he passes the matter off with a laugh.
Years ago, I read Yang Hui’s\fn{D. 54BC} letter to Sun Huizong.\fn{Yang Hui was an official at the court of the Han
emperor Xuan. He was elevated to the nobility for exposing a plot, but was later schemed against in turn, and reduced to commoner status.
His letter to his friend Sun Huizong stating his grievances was the cause of his execution. It survives in the Wenxuan} I only remember

a few sentences like, “I planted a field of beans and was left with acres of stalks.” I was privately much taken by
it, little suspecting that Mr. Yang was actually cut in half for writing these words. It is as beyond comprehension
as fifteen- or sixteen-year-old girl students in Hunan being shot for reading Fallen Leaves (Guo Moruo’s, not Xu
Zhimo’s).\fn{Fallen Leaves is the title of an autobiographical novel by the left-wing Guo Moruo, and a poem by the right-wing Xu
Zhirno} But this world is beyond comprehension, and we, alas, are at its mercy. Our forefathers who were
subjected to these experiences over the last few thousand years have left us this parting advice:
“The man of foresight practises self-preservation.” The tea-houses which have grown accustomed to this
situation over the last few decades are plastered with slogans saying
“Do not discuss national affairs.”
The gold statue in our family’s history had its lips thrice sealed,\fn{ According to the Kongzi Jiayan, Confucius
encountered a gold statue on a visit to the state temple of Zhou; three times he stopped its mouth, and inscribed on its back the motto, “The
man of antiquity most chary with words” } and for 2,500 years has been an example to the world, his reputation second to

none. Now, should we not suppose the mute is the gold statue of our time?
*
Ordinary people regard the ability to speak as a virtue, but there are those who have achieved renown through
pretending dumbness. I might add that high and low, past and present, people of this kind have been very few,
which very fact goes to show what a rare and estimable thing dumbness is.
Pride of place goes to the illustrious Lady Xi.\fn{ The wife of the ruler of Xi in the Spring and Autumn period (770BC476BC); who, when Xi was conquered by Chu, was taken by King Wen as part of his booty } By virtue of her looks which were of
a kind to “cause kingdoms to fall”, she was twice made consort. She bore the King of Chu two sons, but never
spoke a word to him. The litterateurs of China who like to give the glad eye to dead and gone beauties of olden
times then went to town writing poems about her; some said she was good, some said she was bad, all flaunted
their frowzy finery. But still Lady Xi’s fame thereby grew great.
Quite frankly, hers was truly a tragedy in a woman’s life: it did not simply concern one person in one place at
one time, you could almost say it symbolized the fate of all women. Nora, the heroine of Ibsen’s play, A Doll’s
House, says she had never imagined she could have born two children to a man who was a stranger to her: this
was precisely the fate of Lady Xi. In fact, could one deny that it is the fate of all women under capitalism?\fn{ By
“capitalism”, Zhou seems to mean a form of social organization that is not communist, specifically a system based on the notion of
property. In relation to women, he is thinking of them as being treated as their husbands’ chattels, as opposed to companions or equals.
Zhou restated his long-held grievance against “capitalism” in this regard in his 1951 letter to “the responsible member of the Central
Committee”, published in Xinwenxue Shiliao (1987.2, 214-215)}
There is another non-talker, I mean the hermit at the end of the Han dynasty called Jiao Xian.\fn{ Jiao Xian
(named Xiaoran) went into voluntary seclusion in the age of turmoil following the fall of the Han dynasty. He lived in the barest poverty,
but nevertheless observed the nicest proprieties. His story is told in the San Guo Zhi (History of the Three Kingdoms)} My fellow
provincial Jin Guliang\fn{Fl. 1661} included this hermit in his Register of the Peerless; he also wrote this judicious

encomium:
Xiaoran lives alone
Seals his lips, does not speak
Quietly hidden till the end
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A joke to creatures of the wild

Moreover, as was said, “In this wise he lived out his days, and passed the hundred ere he died”; in which case,
by pretending dumbness you can both gain a reputation for high integrity and enjoy the fortune of long life. The
praiseworthiness of dumbness is thus blindingly clear.
Manners are in decline, men’s hearts are not as pure as of yore. Nowadays\fn{ This was written in 1929} the dumb
have actually affected certain gestures and begun to speak. However, these still cannot be used in the dark, they
cannot speak then. Confucius said,
“When the state has lost the way, actions may be bold but words should be modest.”\fn{ In book fourteen of the
Analects}
Could it not be that the mute is conforming to the ancient ways?
3
The other day the papers carried a report from Guangdong saying the Police Bureau was detailing officers to
arrest lepers: they were to be taken in chains and locked away. I was rather busy at the time, and though I felt this
item of news was very entertaining, I did not cut it out and keep it. Now I have no means of tracing it, which
strikes me as a great pity.
Later I heard that some people had sent telegrams of protest, which indicates there was perhaps some truth to
the report. But at the same time it was also reported that plans are afoot to raise 140,000 yuan to build a leper
hospice, so we are left guessing again. What the true state of affairs is we have no means of knowing, but our
society is always getting worked up about one thing or another, and now we are all provided with the makings for
a discussion, what harm is there in me having my say?
The Chinese do not seem to have displayed very sound sense with regard to disease and doctoring, but they do
keep quite a good record of peculiar stories on these subjects. Our present topic of leprosy is a case in point. So let
us look for now at that favourite subject of conversation, the transmission of leprosy.
*
In the “Heartening News” column of the Shibao (True News) of 27 April there was an article entitled “Leprosy
Epidemic in Guangdong Province”. It ran:
Just lately in Guangdong Province leprosy has been spreading like wildfire. Some propose the Western method of
controlling inferior races and shooting the lot of them. The lawyer Ye Xiasheng has sent a telegram in protest: he asks
hypothetically, if a father or mother were to contract this disease, would their child stand idly by while they are
executed? Controversy rages among the citizenry in Guangdong, the cities are as if swept by storms. The Chairman of
the province, Wu Tiecheng, newly in office, argues that they should proceed on a humanitarian basis, in the scientific
spirit, to make prudent provisions and take conscientious curative measures; he was at that moment engaged in inviting
experts to draw up a plan of action.
It is said that the reason why leprosy is so rife in Guangdong is that it arises from the heat and humidity of the
climate, and the mugginess of hill vapours and miasma. Fujian province also has this disease, only it is not as
widespread as in Guangdong. This sickness is common to both men and women. When it reaches the critical stage the
whole body swells up, it itches unbearably, and the patient gradually succumbs. As to the way it is passed on, food and
drink have nothing to do with it. Yet men do not infect other men, women do not infect other women; it is only
transmitted to the opposite sex, and then only through sexual intercourse. If a woman with leprosy has contact with ten
or more uninfected men, the woman will be completely cured. There is an old Cantonese saying “a leper-woman does
not end up on the river” (the river being the Pearl River). Organized prostitutes in Canton mostly ply their trade on
boats, as alluded to in the lines, “Charming spring beauty fills the Pearl River, nubile Pearl maidens as gorgeous as
flowers.” A girl suffering from leprosy is not allowed on the boats by their owners, but supposing a client with leprosy
had intercourse with an uninfected prostitute, then inevitably the latter would become a leper. In that Wu Tiecheng is
now in the process of setting up a lepers’ clinic, we must praise his charity and wisdom: his mercy falleth as the gentle
dew on all alike.

I just want to take up one thing in this article, passing over the rest—which is the statement that leprosy can
only be transmitted to the opposite sex and that a woman leper can cure herself by passing on the disease to men.
There is a special term for this, “passing the itch”. Legends about “passing the itch” have no doubt existed since
time immemorial, but my learning is scant and my memory poor. I cannot draw up an extensive catalogue, I can
only quote a few items in illustration from books at hand.
In chapter 7 of Qu Wengshan’s New Notes On Guangdong (published in 1700), entitled “On men”, there are
two passages to do with lepers. The first runs:
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There are numerous lepers in Guangdong. In the city of Xiancheng large numbers of men and women suffering from
leprosy beg by the roadside. It is very easy to catch the disease from the foul air or from their urinating in the streets. In
the Gaolei district it is borne in high summer on wind and waves, by miasma and hill vapours. The inhabitants are
particularly susceptible to leprosy, to the extent that they regard it as a hereditary affliction and make little to-do about
it. The serving women in inns all wear an embroidered bag at their waist, mostly filled with fruits. They offer them to
customers as they dismount, and regardless of age, they address all customers familiarly and laugh and joke with them.
There is a local ditty from Wulan which would seem to allude to this:
Low hang the embroidered bags below the waist
In them areca flowers most odiferous
Greeted with smiles the travellers all dismount
Plied with purple crabs and wine right royal

In these parts lepers account for five or six out of ten of the population. Before the signs of leprosy appear on the
face, a reddish glow can be seen under the skin when a candle is held up to it. This is the stage at which they “sell
leprosy”. No male leper can “sell” it to a woman, but a female leper can “sell” it to a man. When the transaction takes
place the microbe leaves its host, and the woman is made whole again. For the six to seven hundred leagues between
Yangchun and Haikang, the charms sold for a few groats by rustic bridges and in country inns should be shunned at all
costs: this is the business known vulgarly as “passing the itch”. Though leprosy is bred by humidity, it is contagious,
therefore those who contract it are placed by their family in a small boat, amply provided with food and clothing and
cast adrift on the waves—or otherwise exiled to some lonely place and deprived of human contact. Sometimes people
are kidnapped by lepers and only a heavy outlay can secure their release.
To the north of the city of Canton there was formerly a lazaretto, but over the years it has fallen into ruins. If the
authorities were to once more buy land and build a home, take in all the lepers and care for them, put them in charge of
a head man from among their number, and not allow any of them to leave without permission, then this pestilence
would in time be removed. This would be an act of charity which would earn the gratitude of a hundred generations.

In the Qianlong period\fn{1736-1796} Li Yucun compiled Notes On The Kingdom Of Nanyue in sixteen
fascicles out of extracts from the New Notes, and printed them in his Hanhai collection. In fascicle 7 there is a
section headed “Lepers” which is identical with that quoted above, except that the last sentence has been cut.
In 1850 Chen Jiongzhai wrote A Nanyue Travelogue in three fascicles. In fascicle 2 there is a section headed
“The transmission of the mange”, which is also to do with leprosy. It reads:
In the southeast the land is low and the climate moist. The inhabitants are plagued with the mange, which beyond
the mountains is called leprosy. This disease is contagious, and cripples whole families. Those who get it are
abominated by others and ostracized from their own kind. In their condition distress and helplessness reach their
ultimate.
In Canton and Chaozhou there were formerly leper colonies, where they came together like with like, and lived in a
community. They were led by a leper chief. In their ranks were lepers of the second and third generations. The leper
chief arranged their marriages in strict order, ensuring no miscegenation. With the children of the third generation the
disease had run its course, and they were allowed to leave the colony—hence the saying “leprosy lasts only three
generations”.
The face of a leper is swollen, his hands and feet ulcerated; the sight is nauseating. Women lepers, on the other hand,
are transfigured: their complexion takes on a bloom, and there are no outward signs. They often deck themselves in
finery and slip out to tempt men to fornication. When some stupid young ne’er-do-well falls into the trap, he contracts
the disease. It attacks his vitals, and in no time his limbs itch unbearably. He takes over her disease entirely, while the
woman’s chronic condition vanishes, and she is restored to normal.
In 1841 when the English barbarians invaded Canton, troops were assembled from various provinces. Those from
Hunan were violent and undisciplined, and the Cantonese ground their teeth and secretly sent women lepers to lead
them into debauch. Subsequently their bodies were covered with running sores, and death followed closely for the
majority of them. Of the remainder most were killed in battle. Those spared to return home numbered only a few dozen.

In 1876 Chen Zihou compiled An Anthology Of Poems On Cantonese Matters in eight fascicles. In fascicle 5
there is a poem called “Marketing the Mange”:
Do not mistake the vernal bloom for arcadian charms
When they have “marketed the mange” their curse is lifted
Being slaves to pleasure brings inescapable consequences
When you come to your senses your issue is doomed.

The footnote reads:
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In Guangdong province leprosy is handed down for three generations. Women with this disease are always on the
lookout for the opportunity to fornicate, so as to transfer the poison to someone else. This is called “marketing the
mange”. Liang Shaoren’s Essays From The Autumn Rain Hut reports that east of the Pearl River there is a habitation
called “Leper Mound”, set up to gather lepers together. One girl inmate of entrancing aspect used to put out in her
dinghy every day, vending sweetmeats to support her mother. A whoremaster took a fancy to her, and inveigled her
mother with heavy bribes into forcing her daughter into prostitution. A certain young man of Shunde established a
mutual bond with the girl, but on the night when they were to consummate their love the girl peremptorily rejected the
young man’s advances, on the grounds that he was the only surviving scion of an old family, and had been adopted to
carry on the line of an uncle. She then told him of her disease and they wept in each other’s arms. When the young man
came to revisit her after a week or two, he discovered that the girl had drowned herself in the river some days
previously. He was griefstricken, and performed the ceremony of heaping earth on her grave, just as if they had been a
married couple. Huang Rongshi (styled Yujie), a provincial graduate from Panyu, wrote a song to commemorate the
incident.

Out of all these commentators, the palm must go Xu Renhu. In 1883 he wrote Traceries With A Coral Tongue:
First Versions in eight fascicles. In fascicle 1 there is a section entitled “Passing the itch”:
In the middle of the Daoguang period,\fn{1821-1851} Assistant District Magistrate Lin Yangshan, styled
Guanguang, from Guangdong province visited this district. Collegian Fan called on him on business at that time, and
pressed him on the question of whether the story about “passing the itch” (in Guangdong) was true or not. Li
strenuously denied it, and condemned the whole thing as a pack of lies. Then someone suggested to Fan he could prove
the point by adducing the cast-iron evidence of Wu Qingtan’s Miscellaneous Notes On Guangdong. Now these Notes
say:
Leprosy is extremely common in Chaozhou. The authorities have set up a leper colony on Phoenix
Mountain. There the lepers are grouped together and supplied with rations. A leper chief is appointed to govern
them, Yahu by name. He wears full regalia and is very comfortably off. When there is a wedding or a funeral in
a family, queues of lepers form at the door, demanding money and food. If they are given short measure they let
out a stream of abuse. People have to slip Yahu some cash in exchange for a strip of paper to paste on the door,
and then the lepers do not dare to create any commotion. In the colony they have a well called Phoenix Well; its
water is sweet and has curative powers. When lepers drink from it, it keeps their disease in check and their flesh
in normal condition. If they leave the colony, however, their disease will break out again. For visitors to the
colony the leper chief provides clean quarters and clean utensils. When the boys and girls in the colony grow up
they are naturally paired in marriage. Their progeny are normal healthy specimens. The beauty of the leper
women is doubled by drinking this well water. If any young rake should have congress with her, the next day
the leper woman’s malady disappears as if it had been a dream, and she leaves the colony without a care in the
world. This is what is popularly known as “passing the itch”. Within a few days of being contaminated, the rake
loses his facial hair, his joints erupt, and he dies.

Such being the case, why did Mr. Lin have to cover up? Perhaps he was in ignorance himself. For my part, I judge
that Lin and Fan were both at fault: Fan for displaying no tact with his superior, and Lin for not mildly rebuking him
for his lack of respect, so to avoid the taint of vulgarity himself.
Afterwards I came across a note on “passing the itch” in City Tales,\fn{A collection of anecdotes compiled by Tao
Zongyi, who lived towards the end of the Yuan Dynasty. The original has not survived, but a reconstruction was made
in the early Qing period} as follows:
The leprosy microbe is carried in the seminal fluid of both sexes, hence it is very easy for it to pass from one
to the other. If the man wishes to expel the microbe, he wraps his penis in a lotus leaf before inserting it into the
vagina. As soon as he ejaculates he withdraws the leaf, the microbe and semen both enclosed in it, and discards
it. In this way the semen does not enter the vagina and the woman is protected from harm. In the case of the
woman wanting to rid herself of the microbe, the situation is unclear.

I surmise that neither Assistant District Magistrate Lin nor Collegian Fan was acquainted with such accounts.

The material I have found is really too scanty, though when I copy it out it seems a good deal. From these
gleanings we can see for a start that there is quite a long tradition here. From the 39 th year of the Kangxi
era\fn{1701} to the 26th year of the Republic\fn{1937} a full 236 years have elapsed, but the legend of “passing the
itch” has survived unscathed. Though there are discrepancies in the telling of it, its versions are united in their
fabulousness. Two hundred years ago there was some excuse for it; and in 1898 there was after all the campaign
of the Heavenly Soldiers of Righteous Harmony\fn{ The Boxers} belonging to the White Lotus sect, so one’s
expectations of that time could not be high on any front, but in the last thirty years it does seem rather
unwarranted.
Is it not true that in these times China is undergoing a renaissance, and is in the process of reforming its old
culture in order to adapt to modern needs? Well then, we should at any rate make some progress in the matters
that most critically affect our lives, medicine being one.
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*
I have no connection with the Chinese or foreign medical professions, but on this subject I cannot help giving
way to lamentations. The develppment of China’s medical profession differs from that of Japan. Unlike their
Japanese counterparts our native doctors did not initiate their own research which would have turned them from
the old ways of occultism to the new ways of science, thus leaving a simple distinction between earlier and later
periods, rather than between Eastern and Western schools.
Instead the scientific methods are propagated and taught by foreign doctors, with the result that to Chinese
occult medicine was added Western scientific medicine, and the opposition between them persists to this day. And
as for the ordinary person the fees for Western treatment are too high, and the lore of Chinese medicine is
fascinating, the thieving quack is enthroned as our national physician: he not only has dominion over the lives of
our people, he exerts an influence in the cultural sphere into the bargain, directly or indirectly fostering
preposterous notions and legends.
The so-called “passing the itch” is a good example. Since Hansen discovered the leprosy bacillus in 1879, the
nature and condition of leprosy have been quite clear. Though it is still a terrible thing, it has completely lost its
mystery. I have heard that in Japan public and private leprosariums now number fourteen, which shows that its
incidence is quite considerable there too, but I have never seen in print or heard in conversation the kind of
preposterous story just quoted. Granted I am unlettered, but I do not know of any reference to “passing the itch”
in ancient times either. So this seems unique to China, which makes it all the weirder.
I am a complete outsider when it comes to medicine, but I feel that of our poor stock of common knowledge
the part relating to medicine—including both physiology and pathology—is really vital: whatever happens it
cannot be skimped. This thing leprosy is like the mango: you rarely see it in the market, and ignorance of it would
not affect life’s great matters, but it is as well to know a bit about it if you want to discuss the question of “passing
the itch”, for then you could judge whether the story was true or false. The medical books say that leprosy belongs
to the class of skin diseases; the bacillus has been discovered; its onset is brought about by direct contagion, not
through heredity. Therefore the claim about “three generations” is unfounded. The incubation period for the
leprosy bacillus is quite long—some say several months, some say several years, one cannot be definite. Before
abnormal sensations are felt in the skin, up to the point when a red rash appears, there is no means of knowin:g
that one has contracted it, so though Qu Wengshan’s description of “charms sold for a few groats” is very deftly
phrased, its facts are open to doubt. The bacillus stays under the skin, but it also spreads through the body to
mucous membranes and such places. Intercourse naturally rates as a capital means of transmission, though it is
not necessarily limited to the heterosexual kind (the same applies to syphilis). To transmit one’s disease to another
through intercourse only results in one more sufferer, that is all: one is not thereby cured oneself. Syphilis could
serve as an example here too: leprosy cannot be the sole exception to the rule.
It is popularly believed that illness can be cured by magic. People write “Influenza for sale” on a piece of
paper, wrap it round a coin, and leave it by the roadside, or write a notice “Cold for sale” and stick it on a wall. I
have personally met with such things. For my part, I did not necessarily come away with my purchase, while the
vendor probably still suffered from his influenza—or it might even have got better by itself: both magic and
illness go their own sweet ways. In the case of a person who has a contagious disease being willing to sacrifice
her body to sell it, the purchaser should naturally not go away empty-handed; for the vendor, however, nothing
will have changed. Germs are rather like a cornucopia, you can never use them up; or again, as the popular jingle
goes,
“The thing has been sold, yet there it still is.”
*
In sum, leprosy is just a malignant infectious disease, though as no cure has yet been found, it is felt to be
particularly repugnant. When the ancients called it an evil malady they hit the nail right on the head. The route by
which it is transmitted is through direct contact, also exactly the same as with other infectious diseases. Likewise
it is an invariable rule that the contagion can enter but not leave. There can be no two ways about that.
As for those strange stories, though they might come from the mighty pens of the ancients, or have a
superficial interest in themselves, and therefore appeal to the general taste, they are pure hogwash, and have no
basis in fact. In the interest of truth they should be rectified. Even judged as anecdotal literature there is nothing to
recommend them. Perhaps their only use is to provide me with the material for an essay, no more.
A few years ago a foreigner wrote a book on the Chinese national character, saying the Chinese were obsessed
with sex.\fn{Probably a reference to the book The Chinese National Character As Seen In The Novel by Yasuoka Hideo} Even the
eating of bamboo shoots was for their symbolic value, and so on. Quips like this, all very diverting, were taken as
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a sign of mental derangement: they at once became a laughing-stock. I would not dare to subscribe to that
person’s theory about bamboo shoots, however to say that the Chinese get somewhat overwrought about sex
would not seem to be entirely groundless. The legend of “passing the itch” illustrates the point. Why is this story
told with so much relish? The list extends from the native Cantonese Qu Wengshan to outsiders from other
provinces, the span from Kangxi to the present. According to Xu Renhu it already figured in City Tales, but as we
cannot examine the original work, we will leave that aside for now—are we to believe that Tao Zongyi invented
the story himself?
The reason why is twofold: salaciousness and eccentricity. It is said that with the exception of the works of R.
L. Stevenson, all good stories need some feminine interest, so this is actually nothing out of the ordinary, only the
Chinese practice undeniably tends to excess: descriptions routinely start with wasp waists and end with tiny feet.
It is also ordinary human nature to tell tales of outlandish things, only the Chinese invariably end up by discarding
the truth: truly a case of “eating scabs without regard to the flow of blood”.
On the subject of “winter insect, summer grass”,\fn{ A reference to Cordyceps Robertii, a fungus which grows as a prasite
on small insects} I have seen people quote the recently published Dictionary Of Chinese Pharmacology, and adduce
learned terms from botanical science, yet still maintain that the westerners are mistaken. In fascicle 2 of
Unorthodox Observations From Liu Ya, published in 1791, Xu Houshan writes:
“With the onset of winter the grasses gradually wither. The insect then pulls itself out of the ground and
wriggles along, its tail still swishing the grass attached to it.”
He thought the summer grass really did spring from the winter insect. As a story, Liu Ya tells it entertainingly,
in all conscience, but in terms of fact it has not only been shown conclusively that the “grass” is a parasite, even
on a common sense basis one wonders how an insect with its head stuck in the ground and its tail growing grass
could ever dig itself out again. That an insect in the maggot stage could be wriggling about in the winter when the
grasses are dying is equally illogical. The reason why present-day Chinese pharmacologists disavow fungology
and only put their trust in a romancer who lived more than a century ago is none other than that they are
captivated by the marvellous nature of his explanations.
Reading the notes and jottings of recent times I have come to the reluctant conclusion that those which recount
anecdotes and praise meritorious service are the best of the bunch. Over the generality which delight in the bizarre
and tell of retribution I can only sigh. I sense they are of no small consequence, but have no antidote to prescribe.
Over the last twenty years general education has progressed, but common sense and discrimination seem not to
have advanced correspondingly, doubtless because the old stain is dyed too deep.
A few years ago there was a sudden clamour for scieiltific essays. This was indeed a good sign: at least it
would have let in a breath of fresh air. But later the clamour subsided for some unknown reason, and whether any
volumes of scientific essays came out or not I cannot ascertain. If it was not that the fashion passed and there was
another signboard to be hung up, then probably it was because the masses did not need them.
All in all, it seems to be decreed by fate that there will be no such scientific essays in China. In not coming
forward to write articles about leprosy and like matters, let us face it, the medical men show more insight and
wisdom than my humble self.
4
The fourth volume of Hao Yixing’s Jottings From The Studio Of Drying Books In The Sun contains a section
entitled “Reading on the Toilet”:
An old story tells of a woman who was such a devout Buddhist that she never for a single moment stopped chanting
the sutras, and continued this practice even when she went to the toilet. Though she reaped the rewards of her piety, she
finally passed away in the privy one day.
This story is told as a caution, and though it belongs to the moral teachings of Buddhism, the story itself is not
necessarily true. However it does make the point that holy scriptures are not to be chanted in unclean places.
Guitian Lu\fn{By Ouyang Xiu (1007-1072)} quotes Qian Sigong as saying:
“Reading has always been my favourite pastime. When seated I enjoy the classics and histories; when recumbent, I
prefer reading anecdotes and fiction; and when in the toilet I like to read popular ci poems.”
The same book quotes Xie Xishen as saying that when Song Gongchui went to the toilet he would take a book along
with him, and the sound of his chanting could be heard far and wide.
Personally I find all of this quite ridiculous. Squatting in the toilet, pants down, with a book in one hand is not only a
desecration but an acrobatic feat. Must a man pursue learning to this extreme?
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Elsewhere Ou Yangxiu quotes Xie Xishen’s statement that he prefers to do his writing “on” three different places: on
horseback, on his pillow, and on the toilet, since these are the only places where he can concentrate properly. This is a
clever observation, personal without being overly frivolous.

Although Hao Yixing’s essay is most interesting, I differ somewhat with his opinions, since I myself am quite
in favour of reading on the toilet.
When I was a boy, my grandfather told me that male servants in Peking had a saying that went like this:
Our masters may eat quickly, but we servants shit quickly.

This is a bit of a cheap shot, yet it contains an element of truth. Of course it’s difficult to be precise about the
amount of time one spends on the toilet, but it can never be all that short. And defecating differs from eating in
that even the few moments spent on it seem to be wasted, and one feels compelled to make good use of them. For
instance, in my native place, the common folk usually get through a pipe of tobacco when they go to the outhouse.
And if someone is washing rice or clothing on the stone steps on the bank of the river, or if an acquaintance
happens to pass by carrying a shoulder-pole, this is an ideal opportunity to engage in a bit of conversation. They
might shout at the top of their voices:
“How many cash per pint did you pay for that rice?” or
“Where are you going?” In this context, reading seems to me about the same as smoking a pipe.
Having said this much, I might add that certain types of toilets are conducive to pipe-smoking rather than
reading. The outhouses along the rivers in Zhejiang referred to above are one example.
When I was in Nanjing, I lodged for a while in a bookstore run by a friend from Hunan, a man named Liu, who
had been introduced to me by Zhao Boxian. The district examinations were being held that year, and Mr. Liu had
opened his bookstore in the vicinity of the Flowery Memorial Gate. Being ill at the time, I found it very
uncomfortable living in the Academy, and Mr. Liu kindly invited me to stay in his shop, where he cooked rice
gruel and prepared my medicine for me.
Though he made his living selling books to candidates preparing for the district examinations, he also worked
for the underground revolutionary movement. I always had the greatest respect for his indefatigable spirit. I slept
to the rear of the bookshelf which stood behind the shop’s counter, and ate my gruel and took my medicine there
as well.
However, there was no toilet in the shop, and one had to go into the street and past a couple of houses to where
there was a large heap of garbage piled up against a wall in an empty lot. Getting there was a hardship for me;
first, because I was in poor health and walking anywhere was quite a task; and second, even if I had been in good
health, that toilet was not the sort of place I would have relished visiting too often.
This is the second example of a place better suited to pipe-smoking than reading.
In the summer of 1919 I was in Hyuga, Japan visiting a friend, and stayed for a while in a mountain village
named Kijo. The toilet there was of the common variety, with a roof and wooden door and windows, but it stood
some thirty or forty metres from the house all by itself in the middle of a field. At night one needed a lamp to light
the way, and when it rained an umbrella was necessary; it rained a lot there. As I recall, during my five-day visit
to Kijo, it rained all but one day.
This is the third sort of place unfit for reading.
Last there are the typical latrines of Peking, which consist simply of a hole in the ground and two bricks to
stand on, with no protection whatsoever from the wind, rain or sun. I had an opportunity to visit [Sun] Fuyuan in
Dingzhou last year. The toilets there are designed like those in the Ryukyu Islands. You stand on the platform and
do your business with a bunch of hogs snuffling and snorting in the pit below. This tends to frighten the
uninitiated.
Who could read in such a place? This is my fourth example.
According to the Yu Lin\fn{Forest of Tales, written in about the fourth century } the toilet in the mansion of Shi
Chong\fn{D.c.300AD} was furnished with a large couch with a red silk curtain behind it, and fine straw cushions.
In addition, there were two servant girls in attendance holding embroidered perfumed sachets. I would find such a
luxurious setting quite unsuitable for reading. My own personal requirements are quite simple. All a toilet needs is
a roof, walls, windows and a door, as well as a light in case one has to go at night; if there is no electricity, a
candle will do. It can be twenty or thirty steps away from the house, and though you may need an umbrella on
rainy days, it rains very little in the North anyway. With such a toilet, I see no harm in bringing a book along if
you feel like it.
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In Tanizaki Junichiro’s Setsuyo Zuihitsu there is a section entitled “In Praise of Shadows”, the second part of
which discusses the virtues of toilet design in Japan. In the temples of Kyoto and Nara, the toilets are all
constructed in the ancient style. Though dark inside, they are kept spotlessly clean and are usually located in a
grove where one can smell the fragrance of leaves and moss. These toilets are normally placed at a distance from
the main residence, but connected to it by covered corridors. Squatting in such a dark place, with only the light
filtering in through the paper screen walls to see by, one can indulge in reverie, or gaze through the window at the
scene in the courtyard. The feelings engendered in such a setting are indescribably pleasant. Tanizaki continues:
As I have said there are certain prerequisites: a degree of dimness, absolute cleanliness, and quiet so complete
one can hear the hum of a mosquito. I love to listen from such a toilet to the sound of softly falling rain, especially
if it is a toilet of the Kanto region, with its long, narrow windows at floor level; there one can listen with such a
sense of intimacy to the raindrops falling from the eaves and the trees, seeping into the earth as they wash over the
base of a stone lantern and freshen the moss about the stepping stones. And the toilet is the perfect place to listen
to the chirping of insects or the song of the birds, to view the moon, or to enjoy any of those poignant moments
that mark the change of the seasons. Here, I suspect, is where haiku poets over the ages have come by a great
many of their ideas. Indeed one could with some justice clain1 that of all the elements of Japanese architecture,
the toilet is the most aesthetic.
Tanizaki is, after all, a poet, so that in speaking so eloquently he may be prettifying his subject somewhat. But
I am referring only to his use of language. What he is trying to say here is quite right.
During the “Warring Country” period\fn{ 15th-16th Centuries} in Japan, the Gozan monasteries became the
exclusive domain of nearly all efforts in preservation and creativity in the traditional arts. This brought about
changes in artistic style, such as the evolution of “palace painting”, characterized by bright colours and hard edges
to monochrome ink painting, with its gnarled trees, bamboos and rocks. Naturally, similar changes took place in
architecture. This is particularly evident in the traditional teahouse, and the “aestheticization” of the toilet is
simply a side effect of this trend.
Followers of Buddhism have from the earliest times been very particular about toilets. Having read some early
Buddhist discipline books from the Hinayana and Mahayana traditions, I have gained the greatest respect for the
thorough concern shown by the ancient Indian worthies for every aspect of human behaviour. Concerning the
matter of going to the toilet, the The Great Monk’s Three Thousand Prescribed Ways Of Austere Deportment,
translated during the Eastern Han dynasty, contains “twenty-five matters concerning the outhouse”. In the sixth
part of the Sarvastivada Vinimatrka, translated into Chinese during the Song dynasty, there are thirteen entries on
the subject, ranging from “placement down-wind” to “building design”. In the second part of “Transmission of the
Inner Dharma”, in Letters From The South Seas by the Tang monk Yi Jing, item number 18 treats “matters
relating to the convenience”.
These texts all contain extremely detailed rules, some of which are both rigorous and extremely funny. After
reading them I always feel the greatest respect for their authors.
Lu Zhishen’s rise in the monastic hierarchy from kitchen assistant to toilet cleaner in the novel Shuihu Zhuan
suggests the importance of the toilet in Chinese Buddhist monasteries m the past. Unfortunately this concern
seems to have waned in modem times. In 1921 I spent six months in the Western Hills near Peking recuperating
from an illness. I was staying in the Shifang Hall of the Temple of the Azure Clouds. Nowhere in the vicinity of
the temple was a single decent toilet to be found. As I wrote at that time in Miscellaneous Letters From The
Mountains:
My ramblings have taken me as far as the springs on the eastern side of the temple, an area I really find quite
appealing. In fact, I take a stroll there every morning before the crowds arrive, and am always enthralled with the
scenery. My only regrets are the presence of garbage everywhere, and the noxious odours which greet me wherever I
turn—rising from the countless specimens of what is referred to in the Pharmacopia as “human brown stuff”.
Sometimes I feel that China is a land of great contradictions. On the one hand, Chinese people never get enough to eat;
on the other hand, they don’t dispose of their feces properly.

Under these conditions, a Chinese Buddhist temple with even the most rudimentary toilet facilities should be a
cause for celebration. And thus perhaps it’s unreasonable to hope to discover a quiet place for contemplation or
study. If Buddhist monks are so slovenly, can we expect much more from the common people?
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A clean toilet may be an acceptable place to read, but hardly appropriate for writing. When choosing what to
read, it matters little whether the book is one of the Classics, Histories, Philosophers or Anthologies; any book at
all will do. As a general rule I prefer not to bring rare editions or books that are difficult to understand to the toilet;
ofteh I’ll just choose a grammar book.
Essays appear to me to be the most suitable genre for the toilet, and novels or short stories the least. As for
reciting texts out loud, few people read the Eight Great Prose Masters of the Tang and Song dynasties any more,
so perhaps we need not chant their works on the toilet.
5
Once I had the plan of getting myself steel armor covered with spikes, each spike two inches longer than the
longest tooth of a wild animal. With this armor I could roam about in the wilderness without fear of animal attack.
If they should attack, I could just imitate a wild chestnut, or coil up like a porcupine and remain quiet. The
animals would be unable to do anything to me. Without moving a hand, I would let them hurt themselves and run
away.\fn{This satire was written in 1921}
In the Buddhist sutras there is mention of snakes of different poisons, the worst being the poison-by-sight
snake, because a person would be poisoned and die by merely looking at the snake. In the early Ch’ing dynasty,
Chou An-shih, commenting on the Yin-chih-wen\fn{A book on popular ethics; author unknown} said:
“The two snakes that Sun Shu-ao killed\fn{An allusion to the story of Sun Shu-ao and the double-headed snake by Liu Hsiang
(79-8BC)} were probably of this type of poison-by-sight snake, because by looking at the snakes he was about to
die.” (Actually the snakes may perhaps only have been ill-omened animals, like the owl.) Later he says there are
still such snakes living in Hunan, but they are not a bit poisonous anymore.
When I was small, I read the tales of knight-errants in the Tang dynasty collectanea and these stories scared
me very much. The knight-errants were all men who by ascetic practice had attained the tao, but their tempers
were very vile. For no apparent reason they would send a sword flying over a hundred paces through the air to cut
a man’s head off. Then there were the warrior-saints; they were even worse. Their flying swords would swish
through the air like a streak of bright light, pursuing their aim for over ten miles and not stopping until blood
stained the blade. When I read that, I prayed in my heart that I would never meet a warrior-hero, for fear that with
one little carelessness I might cause offense.
A few days ago the newspapers reported that outside the Hsin Hua Gate\fn{ The Southern gate leading into the Nan Hai
and Chung Hai sections of Peking, which were districts of government and administrative buildings } some teachers, staff members,
and students “got themselves hurt.” Everybody was puzzled by such extraordinary happenings but, looking at it as
the old romanticist that I am, I cannot see anything extraordinary in it at all. In this world of ours anything may
happen. That is what brought to mind the three stories mentioned above, and I certainly feel that “getting oneself
hurt” is quite possible and within reason. To anyone doubting me and my romantic tales, I can furnish more facts
in proof.
Three, four years ago a small passenger ferry between Pukow and Hsiakuan got itself stuck on the prow of a
Chinese warship anchored in mid-stream. The ferry immediately sank, but according to reports no passengers
were lost. (Presumably they had registered them one by one when going on board, so that there were records to
check.)
One or two years later a China Merchant Co. ship on the Yangtse got itself stuck on the prow of another
warship, which happened to carry the incumbent President of the Republic. The merchant vessel immediately
sank and a number of worthless people lost their lives. I don’t remember anymore the time, the names of the
ships, or the number killed; I only remember there was a memorial service in Shanghai and one of the funerary
scrolls read:
Not necessarily all on the same boat were enemies, Unexpectedly, we too have become exalted .

It is therefore clear that “getting oneself hurt” is a frequent occurrence in China. The full responsibility in such
cases must, of course, rest with the party that gets hurt. For instance, if I should wear spiked armor, or if someone
should look at the poison-by-sight snake, or if I were a warrior-saint and someone should push me, look at me, or
offend me, and if as a result someone should get hurt, how could you say it was my fault? Moreover, take fire, for
instance; it can light up darkness, cook food, but if not extinguished, it can burn down the house and harm people.
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If a child ignorant of fire’s usefulness, should stick his hand into it and get burnt, that would naturally be the
child’s own fault.
I heard the present incident of “getting oneself hurt’ resulted from petitioning. I can’t keep from blaming again
those that got hurt; I have always felt this method is wrong. The custom of presenting petitions is—temporarily
and perforce—still prevalent in countries that have only recently adopted constitutions; it is out of use in all other
places. For instance, in Russia in nineteen hundred and something, only because of an incident of people wanting
to present a petition, it happened that the guards at the Winter Palace opened fire and people got hurt much more
badly.\fn{A reference to the incident on January 9, 1905, when about 1,000 demonstrators were killed by troops guarding the Czar’s
Winter Palace near St. Petersburg} But from then on they did not petition anymore.
I hope Chinese petitioning will also stop henceforth; everyone exert yourself, each on his own!
6
There is a paragraph in chapter two of the Nien-t’ang shih-llua by Ts’ui Hsiao-lin,\fn{Ts’ui Hsü (1767-1846)}
which reads:
According to the Jih-chih-lu,\fn{A collection of carefully written notes on a great variety of topics, the best known
work of the leading scholar of the early Manchu dynasty, Ku Yen-wu (1613-1682) whose sobriquet was T’ing-lin} the
candy vendor in olden days blew a flute; nowadays, he beats a gong. I found in Hsü Ch’ing-ch’ang’s poem: “Sounding
the gong to sell ‘night candies,’” proof that in Ming times candy vendors sounded gongs.

Note: the five characters “ch’iao lo mai yeh t’ang” are contained in volume four of the Hsü Wen-ch’ang
chi\fn{Which contains the works of Hsü Wei (1521-1593) } the mention of Ch’ing-ch’ang is a mistake for Ch’ing-t’eng or
Wen-ch’ang. The heading of the original poem is “T’an-yang”; it is in ten sections of which the fifth reads:
What was it that moved India
Unexpectedly to be in T’ai-ts’ang?
Oh, how marvellous to listen to the White Buddha!
Having dreamt [a dream of transitory glory] that lasted only as long as it takes to cook yellow millet,\fn{ The “Yellow Millet Dream” is an
ancient story of magic and myth, symbolizing the transitoriness of earthly glory}
I am now begging for food in the morning,
And beat the gong to sell “night candy.”

The topic of this song is of course the story of the daughter of Wang Hsi-chueh,\fn{ 1534-1610} but parts of the
poem are difficult to explain. However, I need only the last phrase to prove the selling of “night candy.”
There is not a word about it in the section on foods in the Yüeh-yen;\fn{A book on customs and folklore of the
Shaohsing area, compiled by Fan Yin and first published in 1882, and again in 1932 } there is even nothing about li-kao-t’ang
(pear sweetmeat), which is rather disappointing. If there were no “night candies” in Shaohsing, how much duller
would life be for the little ones, because this candy and chih-kao (toasted pastry) are two great favorites with the
children; they all have to have them, whether street urchins or the children of the rich.
The name “night candy” cannot be explained; it is just a round, hard candy, also commonly called “longan
candy,” because it looks like the longan fruit. There are also some with pointed corners, which are called tsungtzu-t’ang (candy like Dragon Boat Festival dumplings) some red, some yellow, and each used to cost one cash. At
the larger street-corner candy store, you might have gotten ten candies for seven or eight cash, but this was the
price thirty years ago, which I am sure must have greatly changed. The li-kao-t’ang cost four cash each and
ordinary children would hardly ask for them.
There were also others that could be had for one cash, namely, ch’ieh-fu (dried eggplant) and mei-ping (plum
pastry). The eggplants were boiled with granulated sugar, then dried outdoors and sold by weight. But the vendors
cut them into suitable lengths and there were bound to be longer and shorter pieces, so the children would pick the
heaviest. That was the ch’ieh-fu. The mei-ping were prepared by boiling plums with liquorice root. This was then
pounded into a pulp, together with the kernels, and patterned into round cookies the size of a newly minted
copper-cent piece. To suck them was especially delicious, like ch’ing-yen plums (pickled green plums).
The candy vendors mostly used to carry their wares by means of bamboo poles, but not over the shoulder. It
was actually only a basket called chiao-lan (lift-up basket) in the local dialect. The upper part had wooden boxes
filled with different kinds of candy and a glass cover over it. They had wooden tressels, like folding chairs, to put
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the basket on, when waiting for customers. When they moved on, they would fold it up and pin it under their right
arm, while the left arm would hold the basket; this was called chiao (lift-up) in the local dialect.
The free left hand would hold a small gong and the right hand a wooden tablet shaped like a hu (audience
tablet). They would hit the gong and cry out “Tang, tang!” which was then the signal of the candy seller. When the
children heard it, they would all get excited, almost like the fair ladies who get stirred by the drum of the ladiesgoods vendor.
The gong was quite different from other gongs. It had a diameter of less than a foot, a narrow rim and no
strings. When hitting it, one finger would press against the inner rim, completely different from the brass gongs
that are held by a string and hit with a stick. The people used to call it a t’ang-lo gong, the t’ang pronounced as in
the word for soup, in the fourth tone,\fn{ Spoken Chinese, like written, is extremely complex:H } indicating the sound that it
gave off. Although it was certainly also a metal gong, it was quite different from the gongs mentioned in novels
when it says, “and the gong was sounded to order the troops to fall back.”
Ku T’ing-lin\fn{1613-1683} was right in saying that the candy vendors in his days beat gongs. If the expression
has been used in too general away, such as is unavoidable in ku-wen (classical literary language), it must not be
held against Ku.
The sellers of chih-kao (toasted pastry) came mostly in the afternoon. They had a fire going in a bamboo crate,
with a cooking pot on the fire. Pastry made of brown sugar and rice flour was cut into bits and roasted; each piece
cost one cash. They also had ma-tz’u (pastry) and would call out loudly,
“Ma-tz’u ho chih-kao!” The word ho was only an expletive, like the ho ho of old man Hsiao,\fn{A referemce to a
story of Hsiao Wu Ti, emperor of the Liang dyansty: “In his sickness his mouth was bitter and he asked for honey. When he could not get it,
he uttered a ‘ho ho’ and died.”} but in Chekiang dialect it was more guttural than anywhere else.

In the morning, there were others selling painted pastry. On the pastry some propitious words were printed in
red cha.racters in relief. There were also many other kinds, like ts’ai-t’ang-kao, fu-ling-kao, kuei-hua nien kao,
etc., but they called them out merely as kao-ho. It seems they served as breakfast for the grown-ups, not like the
chih-kao (toasted pastry) that were eaten by children.
Since I came to Peking I have not seen these pastries anymore, because in the South rice is the staple food and
these pastries were made of rice flour; the situation is completely different [in the North].
The things we ate when we were small were not always so tasty but later they seem to become extremely
delicious and unforgettable. This is exactly the reason why I keep remembering all these candies and sweetmeats.
Some years ago I read Sentetsu sodan\fn{A biographical dictionary of scholars of the Edo period (1603-1867), published in
1805} by the Japanese Hara Kodo. In the third volume some paragraphs deal with Chu Shun-shui,\fn{ 1600-1682}
and one part reads:
Shun-shui had become quite assimilated throughout these years. He could speak Japanese; however, when he felt
seriously ill, he ta1ked again in his native tongue and none of the servants could understand him. (The original text is in
Chinese writing.)

I felt a great pity when I read this. The language that Shun-shiu spoke must have been the dia]ect of Yü-yao.
Although I am from the neighboring district, I can understand that dialect and would have understood him. Yüyao also has the “night candies” and chih-kao (toasted pastry). It is a pity that Shun-shui did not mention them,
probably because nobody would have understood him anyhow. But then I also think of the t’ao-an meng-i and
regret that these (pastries and candies) have also not been mentioned.
The Yüeh-yen does not mention candies but reports briefly on pastries. For instance, under yin-kao (painted
pastries) it comments:
From rice flour, made into squares, on top letters printed with colored flour. Are used as gifts, together with mant’ou (dumplings) for weddings and birthdays.

Furthermore, under ma-tz[u it comments:
G1utinous rice flour, filling of red bean (paste), like cookies, toasted and eaten, sold by carrier-vendors. If eaten in
excess, can cause death.

The last words are rather superfluous, because someone had once made a wager [as to how many ma-tz'u he
could eat] and had died as a result of it. Fan has written this as a warning, but actually it does not apply only in the
case of ma-tz’u. If Chi-ku-t’ou kao-kan (chicken bone dry) pastry is eaten in excess, it is also harmful.
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In observing the peculiarities of a locality, its foods are very important. Not only its everyday staple foods, but
also the tidbits and sweets are very interesting. It is a pity that few people have given these things their attention.
The literati, native to the district, consider these things too trivial to talk about; outsiders give only slight attention
to foods, but instead write about men and women, producing such books as the Hsien-hua Yang-chou.\fn{Idle Talk
of Yangchow, by I Chün-tso (Shanghai, 1935), a casual account of gossip, customs and life in Yangchow }Actually, the affairs of men
and women are more or less the same and not worth that much effort. On the other hand the various foodstuffs are
full of “flavor” and could be talked about much more.
7
One hundred and fifty years ago,\fn{1759} Voltaire of France wrote his novel Candide, in which he described
the calamities of this world and ridiculed the paradisical philosophies of Dr. Pangloss. After a great deal of
suffering, Candide and his old master Dr. Pangloss settle in a corner of Turkey and finally find a peaceful
existence cultivating their garden. With regard to Dr. Pangloss’ philosophies of paradise, Candide utters the
following conclusion:
“They are all very well, but the best is still for each to cultivate his own garden.”
This maxim has become a standing phrase in common usage. The meaning is also very clear and does not
require my footnotes, but if I now copy it down here, I have yet another meaning in mind.
The expression “one’s own garden” actually has a very broad meaning; it is not limited to anyone kind of
thing; one may grow fruits or vegetables, or medicinal herbs, or roses and violets. As long as one follows one’s
own inclination, stays on one’s acknowledged piece of land, be it large or small, and exerts one’s strength in
growing [a crop], that would completely fulfil one’s natural duties.
With all these plain and ordinary words, what I want to declare here especially is only that growing roses and
violets would also constitute cultivating one’s garden. Compared to growing fruit, vegetables, and medicinal
herbs, these would only be different species, but they would be equally valuable.
Our own garden is literature; I want to state this here in advance. I do not at all resent or look down upon other
activities. I ordinarily acknowledge that all kinds of activities are necessary for life. Actually, it is to a smaller
extent due to not having that kind of talent and to a larger extent due to a lack of that kind of interest, that of all
[human activities] I must concentrate on this one pursuit.
But I do not regret my choice; I am definitely not lamenting the fact that the acreage is small and the harvest
poor, and, seemingly, also of no usefulness. To follow one’s heart’s avocation in growing roses and violets is the
right thing to do, out of respect for one’s individuality. If some say that a person must, in due course, repay his
debt to society, I believe I have already done so, because society does not need only fruits, vegetables, and
medicinal herbs, but it needs roses and violets equally urgently. Any society that despises them must be
completely demented; it is a society in form only, a society without spiritual life, and one we need not take into
consideration.
If, under certain pretexts, man is forced to give up his individuality in the service of a demented society, or,
expressing the same thing in more beautiful language, if concessions are to be made to the mentality of such a
society, that would be as unreasollable as using the pretext of the lun ch’ang (social relationships prescribed by
Confucianism) to enforce loyalty to an overlord, or to male people fight in the name of a country.
Some may say that according to my words I am advocating the art of the “human life” school. Generally
speaking, I have of course no objections to “human life” art; but, what is commonly referred to as the “human
life” school proposes an art for life’s sake, and, regarding this, I have some opinion.
“Art for Art’s Sake,” to separate art and life and then to make life an adjunct of art, going even so far as Wilde
in advocating that life be made into an art, is certainly not very appropriate. “Art for Life’s Sake,” to make art an
adjunct of life, to make art a tool in improving life, but not an end purpose in itself—does this in any way separate
art from life?
I, of course, consider art to be “of human life,” because it is in fact an expression of our emotional life. How
can one possibly separate it from life? “For Life’s Sake,” to be of benefit to life, is of course one of the basic
functions of art, but it is not its only duty. Generally speaking, art is independent. However, it is basically of
human nature, therefore, even though it must not be separated from life, it must also not be made servile to human
life; just let it be the expression of this complex life, that is all!
The “For Art’s Sake” school makes the individual the handicrafts-man of art. The “For Life’s Sake” school
makes art the servant of life; in that way, the individual is the master, he expresses emotions and ideas and
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[thereby] creates art, and this then becomes part of his life. At the start he does not create for the welfare of others,
but when others come into contact with his art, they experiellce a kind of empathy and elation that fills and
enriches their spiritual life, thereby providing a foundation for their real life. That is the crucial point in “human
life” art: it has independent, artistic beauty and formless benefits.
The growing of roses and violets, of which I spoke, is just like that: some grow flowers for their amusement,
others grow them with the idea of selling them for money; the real grower of flowers considers growing flowers
his life, and yet flowers will nevertheless be beautiful and will nevertheless bring benefit to mankind.
8
The New Literature that we must now promote may be expressed in one simple term, “humane literature,” and
what we must reject is the opposite, the “inhumane literature.”
“New” and “old” are really inadequate terms; actually, according to the principle that there is “nothing new
under the sun,” we can only speak of “right” and “wrong,” but not of “new” and “old.” If we use the term “new”
[in “New Literature”], then we use it to mean “newly discovered,” but not “newly invented.” The New Continent
was discovered by Columbus in the 15th century, but the land had already been there from all antiquity. Electricity
was discovered by Franklin in the 18 th century, but the phenomenon had also already existed all along. Not that
earlier men could not have perceived it, it only so happened that Columbus and Franklin were finally the first to
discover the facts.
It is the same with the discovery of a truth. Truth always exists without any limitations in time; it is only
because of our own ignorance, in being so late to perceive the truth, and being still near the time of its discovery,
that we call it “new.” Actually it is of extreme antiquity, the same as the New Continent or electricity, it was
always in the world and it would be a great mistake to regard it as new as a fresh fruit, or a new dress made to the
fashion of the day.
For instance, when we now speak of humane literature, does this phrase not also sound like something newfashioned? But doing so would be ignoring the fact that as soon as human beings came into existence in this
world, humaneness was born. Unfortunately, man was ignorant and persistently would not give heed to
humanity’s will to walk this correct path, but rather strayed along the paths of animals and ghosts, wandering
about aimlessly for many years until finally achieving his emergence. He is like a man who, in bright daylight, has
covered his eyes and has blindly dashed about, only to discover, when he finally opens his eyes, that there is good
sunlight in this world. Actually, the sun had been enlightening the world all along like this for an immeasurable
length of time.
In Europe, the truth of this humaneness was discovered for the first time in the 15 th century, resulting in two
developments: the religious revolution and the renaissance in art. A second time, it produced the great French
Revolution; for a third time it will probably lead to as yet unknown future developments after the European War.
The discovery of women and children however emerged only as late as the 19 th century; the old traditional
position of woman was merely that of man’s chattel and slave. In the Middle Ages, the Church was still debating
whether woman had a soul and whether woman was to be considered human!
Children, too, used to be nothing but their parents’ property. A child was not recognized as a human being that
had not yet fully matured, but was taken as a complete man in miniature, [an attitude] which resulted in
innumerable domestic and educational tragedies.
Only after Froebel\fn{Friedrich Fröbel (1782-1852) considered the founder of the kindergarten} and Mrs. Godwin\fn{Mrs.
Mary Godwin (1759-1797) who was thought of as a radical in her time because of her fight for the Vindication of the Rights of Women
(1792) and her Thoughts on the Education of Daughters (1787)} did the light break through; at present, research is being

instituted in two great fields, the study of children and the women’s question, and one can hope that results will be
of the best.
In China, investigations of these questions must start right from the beginning. [Here] the problem of man has
heretofore never been solved, not to mention the problems of women and children. If we now make our first step
and begin to discuss man—if, after he has been living for over four thousand years, we still investigate the
meaning of man, if we try to rediscover him, “clear the ‘man’ jungle,”—this has something of the ridiculous in it.
However, learning in old age is always one grade better than not learning at all. It is in this sense that we hope,
starting out from literature, we will promote some of the ideas of humanitarianism.
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Prior to discussing humane literature, we should first clarify the term “human.” The human being that we want
to deal with is not the so-called “crowning piece of nature,” nor the “round skull, square footed” man, but rather
the “human species, as it has progressively evolved from the animal kingdom.”
There are two points of importance here: 1) [that] the evolution has taken place FROM ANIMAL; and 2) [that]
man has PROGRESSED from animal.
*
We acknowledge that man is a living being which, in its outward signs of life, does not differ at all from other
living beings. We therefore believe that all man’s vital faculties [being naturally endowed] are beautiful and are
good, and should find their complete satisfaction. Anything contrary to human nature, unnatural customs and
institutions, should all be condemned and amended.
Expressed in other words, these two important aspects constitute the dual nature of man’s life: the spirit and
the body. Men of old thought that the two primary elements in man’s nature, the spirit and the body, existed
simultaneously and were in eternal conflict with each other. The bodily element is that which had come down
from man’s original animal nature. The spiritual was [seen as] the beginning of man’s divine nature. The purpose
of man's life was viewed as being predominantly the development of his divine nature. The method [to achieve
this] was to sacrifice the body for the salvation of the soul.
Old traditional religions, therefore, all rigorously enforce ascetism and by various strenuous efforts oppose
man’s natural instincts.
On the other hand, there were the epicureans, who had no regard for the soul, and saw the end merely as a
“when I die, bury me” [i.e., “Death is the end of all”].
Both these two parties reached extremes and cannot be said to have shown man the correct way of life. Only in
modern times have people realized that the spirit and the body are basically two facets of one thing, and not two
primary elements in opposition. The animal nature and the divine nature jointly constitute man’s nature. The
English 18th century poet Blake\fn{William Blake (1787-1827)} has expressed it excellently in his Marriage of
Heaven and Hell:
(1) Man has no Body distinct from his Soul, for that called Body is a portion of Soul discernible by the five Senses,
(2) Energy is the only life, and is from the Body, and Reason is the bound or outward circumference of Energy.
(3) Energy is Eternal Delight.

Although his words have the flavor of mysticism, they very well express the essential idea of the unity of the
spirit and the body. What we believe to be the right way of life for mankind is just this life of a unison of spirit
and body. If we refer to man as having progressively evolved from the animal, it is nothing else but indicating in
other words that in this man, spirit and body are in [harmonious] unison.
What would be an ideal life for this kind of man?
First of all, mutual relations among humanity should be improved. All men constitute humanity and each is but
one unit of humanity. Therefore, man should live a life of benefiting self while also benefiting others, and of
benefiting others while also benefiting himself. Firstly, regarding the material things of life, each should exert
himself to the utmost of human strength and each should get what is humanly necessary.
In other words, each man should obtain adequate clothing, food, shelter, medical care and medicine, in
exchange for his physical or mental labors, so that he will be able to sustain a healthy life.
Secondly, regarding his moral life, the four elements of love, wisdom, trust, and courage shall be its basic
morality; all traditional sub-human or ultra-human rules of society should be eliminated, so that every person may
enjoy a free and genuinely happy life. Realization of such a humane, ideal life would actually benefit every single
person on earth. Although the rich feel they would inevitably have to lose their so-called status, they would
thereby obtain salvation from an “inhuman” life, to become perfect human beings; would that not be the utmost of
blessings? We may really call this the Gospel of the 20 th century, and only regret that few people know of it and
that immediate realization is not possible. We shall therefore promote it in the field of literature, and thereby make
our humble contribution towards this idea of humanity.
However, it still has to be explained that what I call humanitarianism is not charity as referred to in such
common sayings as “have pity and commiserate the people,” or “wide generosity and relief of distress among the
masses.” It is rather an individualistic ideology of basing everything on man. The reasons are:
(1) Within humanity, a man is just like one tree in a forest. If the forest thrives, the single tree in it will also
thrive. But if we want the forest to thrive, we have to care for each single tree.
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(2) The individual loves humanity because he is one unit of it and because of its relationship to him. Motzu\fn{A philosopher (fl.400BC) of the Confucian who propounded the concept of “universwal love” as his ethical basis } gave as his
reason for all-embracing love the fact that “I am within humanity,” which is penetratingly expressed. It has the
same meaning as the above-mentioned benefiting self by benefiting others, and benefiting others through
benefiting oneself.
The humanitarianism that I have in mind therefore starts with man, the individual. To be able to discuss
humaneness, love of humanity, one must first have acquired the qualifications of man and stand in the position of
man. Jesus said:
“Love your neighbor as you love yourself.”
If you don’t love yourself, how would you know to love others “as you love yourself”? As to love without
personal involvement, purely for the sake of someone else, I consider this impossible. It is possible that man
sacrifices himself for the person he loves, or the idea he believes in, but acts like cutting off a piece of your flesh
to feed an eagle, or perhaps giving your body to a hungry tiger to devour, would constitute ultra-human morality,
something that human beings cannot do.
Writing that applies this humanitarianism in its statements and in its studies of all questions concerning human
life—that is what we call humane literature, which can be again divided into two kinds:
(1) the principal kind: description of the ideal life, or writings on the heights of advancement attainable by
men, and
(2) the secondary kind: descriptions of man’s ordinary life, or his inhuman life, which can also contribute
toward the purpose of the study.
The largest amount of writing is of the latter kind and it is also the more important, because it enables us to
understand the true circumstances of man’s life, to point out how it differs from the ideal life, and to devise
methods of improvement. Within this category, descriptions of the inhuman life [that some men are forced to lead]
are very frequently mistaken by people for “non-human” literature, but actually there is a big difference. For
instance, the Frenchman Maupassant’s\fn{ Guy de Maupassant (1850-1893)} Une vie is humane literature about the
animal passions of man; China’s Jou-p’u-t’uan,\fn{Prayer Mat of Flesh, a pornographic novel attributed to Li Yü
(1611-1680?)} however, is a piece of non-human literature. The Russian Kuprin’s\fn{ Aleksandr Kuprin (1870-1938)}
novel Jama is literature describing the lives of prostitutes, but China’s Chiu-wei-kuei\fn{A modern erotic novel} is
non-human literature. The difference lies merely in the different attitudes conveyed by the works, one is dignified
and one is profligate, one has aspirations for human life, and therefore feels grief and anger in the face of inhuman
life, while the other is complacent about inhuman life, and the author even seems to derive a feeling of
satisfaction from it, and in many cases to deal with his material in an attitude of amusement and provocation. In
one simple sentence: the difference of humane and “non-human” literature lies in the attitude which informs the
writing, whether it affirms human life or inhuman life.
This is the crucial point. The content or the method of writing are of no importance. For instance, stories that
advocate that women be buried with their dead husbands, that is, commit suicide rather than remarry, don’t they,
on the surface, voice “maintenance of customs and ethics?” But forcing people to commit suicide is exactly what
constitutes inhuman morality; such writings are therefore non-human literature.
In the literature of China, in fact, there has been extremely little humane literature. Almost none of the writings
emanating from the Confucian or Taoist schools can qualify. Let us cite examples only from the field of pure
literature:
(1) profligate, pornographic books,
(2) books on demons and gods (Feng-shen-chuan, Hsi-yu-chi, etc.),
(3) books on immortals (Lu-yeh hsien-tsung, etc.),
(4) books on supernatural appearances (Liao-chai-chih-i, Tzu-pu-yü, etc.),
(5) books dealing with slavery (Group A with topics: emperors, chuang-yüan, prime-ministers; Group B with
topics: sacred and divine fathers and husbands),
(6) books on banditry (Shui-hu-chuan, Ch’i-hsia wu-i, Shih-kung-an, etc.) ,
(7) books on men of talent and beautiful women (San-hsiao-yin-yuan, etc.),
(8) books of low class humor (Hsiao-lin kuang-chi, etc.),\fn{The books quoted are commonly known among educated
Chinese}
(9) scandal literature,
(10) the old dramas, in which we find all the above ideas crystallized into one.
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All these categories of literature are a hindrance to the growth of human nature; they are things that destroy the
peace and harmony of mankind; they are all to be rejected. Naturally, this type of literature is extremely valuable
in the study of national psychology. Literary criticism may also find some of them admissible [as literature], but
from an ideological point of view, all are to be rejected. We do not object to persons of good sense and maturity
reading these books. We should heartily welcome it if they would study and criticize them for this would be of
great value to the world.
Humane literature must take humane morality as its basis. This question of morality is very broad and cannot
be dealt with in detail at once. I only want to mention here a few aspects that have a bearing on literature.
Take for instance love between the sexes; here we have two propositions: (1) equal status for both sides, men
and women, and (2) marriage based on mutual love. Works of world literature that have expounded these ideas are
among the most excellent pieces of humane literature. For instance Ibsen’s plays A Doll’s House, The Lady From
the Sea, the Russian Tolstoy’s novel Anna Karenina, the Englishman Hardy’s novel Tess, etc., are all of this
nature. The origin of love, according to the Norwegian scholar Westermarck, is “man's liking for what gives him
pleasure.” The Austrian Lucka then added that love became an exalted emotion because of the many years that the
moral nature of man had progressively developed. True love and the life of the two sexes has therefore also this
unison of the spirituaJ and the physical.
However, due to the oppressive circumstances and powers of today’s society, the emphasis has unavoidably
shifted most commonly to one side. This, then, should be stated and studied on the basis of humanitarianism, but
we must not extol nor propagate this [one-sidedly physical] life as happy or divine or sacred. I need not even
mention Chinese profligate, pornographic literature, but I find equally unacceptable the ascetism of the old
Christian Church.
There is also the Russian writer Dostoyevski, a great author of humanitarian literature, who in one of his
novels describes how one man loves a woman, who later falls in love with another man. but in devious ways and
with great effort the first man causes them [the second man and the woman] to be united. Although Dostoyevski’s
own words and actions are always consistent, we can never accept the fact that these various actions [described in
the story] are compatible with human feelings and with human capabilities; we therefore should not advocate such
actions.
Another case is the Indian poet Tagore, who in his novels continuously sings the praises of Eastern thought. In
one story he records the life of a widow and describes her suttee of the heart (suttee is the custom of selfimmolation of a widow on the funeral pyre of her husband). In another story he describes how a man forsakes his
wife and remarries in England, and how his [Indian] wife even sells her jewelry to keep supporting the husband
forever.
If a person is free of body and mind, and from free choice binds himself in love to another person, and then,
upon reaching the time when death parts them, will give up his own life, this might indeed be called a matter of
morality. But the whole affair must spring from free determination. An act brought about under pressure of
despotic traditional rules of society is an altogether different matter. The Indian human sacrifice, the suttee, as
everybody knows, is an inhuman custom, already recently\fn{ 1829} forbidden by the British. The suttee of the
heart is merely a variant form of it. One amounts to capital punishment, one to life imprisonment. To speak in
Chinese terms: one is hsün chieh (to commit suicide rather than remarry), and the other is shau chieh (to remain
unmarried after the death of the husband).
The Sanscrit word suttee, I am told, originally had the meaning “chaste woman.” Because Indian women have
suffered suttee for thousands of years, they have nurtured this perverted form of chastity. Those who expound
“Easternization” may consider it a valuable national characteristic, while in fact it is merely the evil fruit of an
unnatural custom.
The Chinese, for instance, have become accustomed to kowtowing. When they meet, they will for no particular
reason salute each other by folding their hands and bowing deeply, all as if they should prostrate themselves
before each other. Can we call this the admirable virtue of politeness? If we see such perverted types of so-called
morality, it is like seeing a man raised in a pickle-jar with a body like a carrot. We would only feel horror,
revulsion, pity, and hate, but would certainly not hold him up for emulation, or voice our approbation.
Next then, there is the love between parents and children. The men of old said:
“Love between parents and children has its source in natural disposition.”
This is well said. Because it is originally indeed a natural love, there would seem to be no need for people to
apply binding obligations to it, impeding its growth. If one said that parents beget children because of selfish lust,
people may perhaps consider [parenthood] something immoral. It is therefore much more appropriate to define it
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as arising from “natural disposition.” Considering it on the basis of biological fact, parents indeed beget children
out of a natural desire. When there is sex life, there will naturally follow propagation of life and efforts to raise
one’s young; this is the same with all living creatures. When it comes to man, with his greater consciousness of
the blending harmony of love and the continuation of one’s kind [in the children], there is an even deeper
relationship between parents and children. What intelligent people have recently said about the rights of children
and the duties of parents are merely deductions from this natural principle, and [as such] nothing new.
As to ignorant parents, who look on their children as property to be raised like cattle and horses, that are eaten
or ridden at one’s convenience when they will have grown big, they show a retrograde misconception. The
English educationalist Gorst calls such parents “ape-like degenerates,” which is truly no exaggeration.
The Japanese Tsuda Sokichi\fn{1873-1961} in his Study of Natural Thought in Literature, volume 1, says:
An attitude of filial piety that is not based on love of the parents for their children contravenes common biological
fact that elders exist for their offspring, and the factual conditions of human society, namely, that man labors for the
future. If one were even to assume that offspring exist for their elders, such kind of morality obviously contains
elements of the unnatural.

The elders exist for their offspring. It therefore stands to reason that parents should love and treasure their
children, and the children should in turn love and respect their parents. This is a natural fact; it is also a natural
disposition. We find literary expression of the love between parents and children most beautifully conveyed in the
Greek Homer’s epic, the Iliad, and in Euripides’ tragedy Troiades, in the two chapters where Hector is taken by
death from his wife and his children.
Recently, Ibsen’s Gengagere (Ghosts), the German Sudermann’s play Heimat, the Russian Turgenev’s novel
Fathers and Sons, etc. are all deserving of our study.
As to such cruel superstitious acts as those of a Kuo Chü, who buried his son,\fn{Of the later Han dynasty; he
is mentioned as one of the twenty-four examples of filial piety, because he killed his son in order to be better able
to provide for his mother during a famine} and of Ting Lan, who carved the wooden image,\fn{Also of the later
Han, he is said to have carved an image of his deceased mother in order to be better able to serve her } we should,
of course, cease to praise or propagate such. Cutting out a piece of one’s flesh [to feed the parents]\fn{Another
story of extreme filial piety} is merely a residue of [belief in] witchcraft and cannibalism; it can of course not be
considered moral, and we should never again permit [such themes] to get into our literature.
From the above, it will have become generally clear what kind of literature we should promote and what kind
we should reject. However, we must still add a few words on the matter of old versus new, Chinese versus
foreign, to forestall some misunderstandings.
On literature that is opposed to our ideology, we shou1d not, like Hu Chih-t’ang\fn{ A reference to Hu Yin (10981156) a high official involved in policy struggles during the defense of the Sung dynasty against the incursions of Norhtern barbarians }
and Ch’ien Lung,\fn{Reigned 1736-1796), many of whose edicts restricted publication of writings deemed critical of the Manchu
regime} write treatises to bring them down by abuse, one by one, old and new, merely according to our own
personal viewpoint. If we establish our theory, it shall incorporate only this one viewpoint: the viewpoint of our
age. Criticism and proposals shall be two separate things again. In criticizing the writings of the old, we have to
realize their time and age, to correctly evaluate them and allot them their rightful position. In propagating our own
proposals we must also realize our time and age.
We cannot compromise with opposite ideas. For those, we have only one way, namely, to reject them. For
instance, in primeval times only primeval ideas prevailed, and witchcraft and cannibalism were then a matter of
course. Songs and stories about these customs are therefore still worthwhile studying to increase our knowledge.
However, if anyone in modern society would still want to practice witchcraft or cannibalism, he would just have
to be seized and confined in a mental hospital.
Next, regarding the question of Chinese versus foreign, we should also firmly embrace the viewpoint of our
time and age, and not stake out other boundaries. Geographically and historically, there are indeed many
differences, but communications have improved and the [intellectual] atmosphere spreads fast. Mankind can hope
to move gradually closer together, and people of one age will live together and exist together. The unit is I, the
individual, the sum-total is all humanity. One should not think of oneself as different from the mass of mankind,
or as superior in morality, and draw up borders and spheres, because man is always related to mankind and vice
versa.
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If a Chang and a Li are suffering, and [somewhere else] a Peter and a John are suffering, and if I maintain that
it is a matter of no concern to me, then my indifference applies to all equally. If I maintain that it is of concern to
me, then I am equally concerned in all cases. In detail, this means that although the Changs and the Lis, the Peters
and the Johns may have names and nationalities different from my own, they are all in the same way units of
mankind, all equally endowed with emotions and natural dispositions.
What one of them feels as pain must also be painful to me. The misfortune that befalls one of them can
certainly also befall me. Because mankind’s fate is one and the same, the anxiety about my own fate should
therefore also be anxiety about the common fate of mankind.
That is why we should speak only of our time and age and not distinguish between Chinese and foreign. In our
occasional creations, we naturally tend toward the Chinese, which we can understand more accurately. Beyond
that we must introduce and translate foreign writings in large quantities, extend the mind of the reader, so that he
can perceive humanity as a whole, and we must nurture a humane morality and achieve realization of a humane
life.
1886

Excerpts from Tibet Is My Country\fn{by Thubten Jigme Norbu (1886- )} Tibetan Autonomous Region, China
[On contemplating flight:] … I knew that I should in all probability never again set foot on Tibetan soil, that I
should never again return to my home. … I was fleeing from arbitrary violence and seeking freedom. I had
personally experienced the frustration of a free man when he is cast in chains, and I know that I could not live
without liberty. Others gave me a helping hand and smoothed my path. But I never before quite realized that the
price was to be my own country, and now I suffered all the tortures of exile. I would never have believed it so
difficult to say farewell forever to my country. The idea of going abroad, where I should have to live with
strangers and speak their tongue, seemed intolerable to me. … I exchanged my monastic robes for traveling
clothes and set out on the journey which was ultimately to take me to freedom—but also to exile. …
*
[On meeting the Dalai Lama on his way into exile:] … at last, late one evening, we heard the bells of a large
caravan coming down from the pass, and despite the heavy fall of snow we hurried up to meet it. Before long
advanced scouts loomed up out of ht emist and informed us joyfully that the Dalai Lama was not far behind. We
pressed on, passing pack animals and soldiers of the bodyguard on specially picked horses, and before long we
met the larger group of the Dalai Lama’s immediate retinue. The Dalai Lama ordered the others to halt and he
rode forward to greet us. We prostrated ourselves three times before him and then handed our katas to the High
Chamberlain, who had dismounted. He then placed the katas round our necks in return. Smilingly, the Dalai Lama
watched the little ceremony, welcomed us with a few friendly words, and then gave the signal for the caravan to
go forward again. …
195.54 Autobiographical Statement\fn{by Tung Pi-wu (1886- )} Huangan County, nr. Wuhan, Hupeh Province,
China (M) 5
It seems to me that I have lived through many ages in the life of China. Under the Manchu dynasty I wrote the
“Eight-Legged Essay” for the imperial examinations in archaic wen li characters. Now I write my Chinese in
Latinized characters. Every day of my life has been spent in revolutionary work since the Chinese Revolution
broke out on October 10, 1911, in Wuchang.
Although the place where I was born in 1886, Huangan County, Hupeh, was not very far from Wuhan, it was
very backward, and only a few persons ever went to school. Nevertheless, I was determined to have a modern
education and went to Wuchang, where I passed my examinations well and entered middle school.
At fifteen I became a hsiu-ts’ai scholar under the dynasty. My father was also a scholar, and worked as tutor in
a rich family. My uncle and a brother were likewise teachers in the city. I never did any work as a boy, since my
family owned no land. There were thirty of us living together in one big house, and all the earning members of
this large family worked at the liberal professions. My immediate family consisted of one brother, two sisters, and
my parents.
When I arrived in Wuchang I lived at the dormitory of a well-known club called the “Society for Increasing
Knowledge Day by Day.” This was the original revolutionary center of Hupeh Province, the province which led
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the 1911 Revolution. The society had been organized by Liu Chia-jen, a Hupeh native who died in prison in 1909
or 1910, having been arrested about 1906 or 1907. Liu was a devout Christian and some of the other members
were also Christians. The society was small but had a great influence, especially through the personality of Liu
Chia-jen. It had a reading club which disseminated information widely.
At that time I was sympathetic to the idea of revolution but did not want to devote much of my time to it. My
aim was to support my family in the approved tradition and to raise their standard of living. Some of my friends
organized a new secret group but I had no desire to join it. However, I was a good student and always read all the
new magazines and newspapers I could get my hands on, though such printed matter had to be bought secretly. I
received a good deal of influence from the Hsin-Min Pao\fn{“New People’s Magazine”} edited by Liang Ch’i-ch’ao.
Later this was edited by members of the T’ung Meng Hui, including Hu Han-min, Wang Ching-wei, and Chang
T’ai-yen.
The educational system was then divided into a junior middle-school course of five years and a senior middleschool course of three years. After I had finished junior middle school, my family had no money for me to
continue, but the principal liked me and set me to correcting student essays so that I could earn my way. This
work was difficult because the principal always lookedover the essays after I had corrected themand held me
responsible for every mistake.
After only a few months in senior middle school I got a job teaching in a middle school at Huangchoufu. I was
then about twenty- three. I had taught at my new job only two weeks when the Revoiution broke out at Wuchang
on October 10, 1911. I rushed to join the uprising as quickly as possible and three days later arrived in Wuchang
ready for work. From that day on I have been constantly engaged in revolution as a profession
*
At Wuchang I found out what had happened. The Chinese soldiers of the Manchu garrison there had been
penetrated by revolutionary ideas, and part of one division of doubtful loyalty had been sent to Szechuan with
T’ang Huang, a high Manchu official, to investigate the railway trouble in Szechuan caused by the Manchus’
desire to “nationalize” the railroad there.
This uprising was the signal for rebellion. The rest of the division in Wuchang raised the standard of revolt and
attacked the viceroy’s yamen on the night of October 10, only to find that the viceroy and the garrison commander
had already fled to Shanghai. During the night they occupied the whole city of Wuchang. This uprising was
spontaneous and had no leadership at first. It had been caused prematurely by the fact that on the afternoon of
October 9 a bomb had exploded in one of the secret storehouses of the T’ung Meng Hui in the Russian
Concession in Hankow. The Russian police found revolutionary documents, seals, flags, badges, and plans in the
storehouse and reported the whole thing to Jui Cheng, the viceroy at Wuchang. The viceroy promptly ordered that
the city gates be closed and raided the T’ung Meng Hui headquarters in Wuchang. He found a list of the officers
and soldiers belonging to the T’ung Meng Hui. Thus the garrison had to revolt immediately to forestall
suppression.
Since the revolutionaries then in Wuchang had had no military experience, they decided to ask Li Yuan-hung, a
colonel in the Manchu army, to be temporary commander. When they went to his house for this purpose, Li Yuanhung was terrified and hid under his wife’s bed, expecting to be killed as an Imperial officer. One of his heels was
sticking out from under the bed, however, and he was pulled out. He agreed to become commander, brought over
his brigade, and co-operated with General Huang Hsing in forming the revolutionary military government in
Wuchang after Huang arrived on October 20 to assume the supreme command.
The Manchu officials in Wuhan were so surprised and demoralized hy the uprising that on October 12 the
revolutionaries were able to take both Hankow and Hanyang, including the arsenal.
I was given a post in the supply department of the Wuchang revolutionary army, chief of which was Chang Yiwu. The people helped our army very much, bringing food and water, especially during the battles at San-taoch’iao and such places.
We fought several weeks against the Manchu troops stationed on the north bank of the Yangtze River, just
opposite Wuchang on the south bank. Our forces altogether consisted of only seven thousand troops, made up of
part of the one division and one brigade. Against us the Imperial Army had much greater forces. At first the
revolutionaries won the engagements, but later the Manchus increased their troops by twenty-four thousand wellequipped men and we were defeated.
On October 30 the Imperial forces under Feng Kuo-chang and Tuan Ch’i-jui recaptured Hankow after two
days’ fighting and burned almost half the city, excluding the foreign concessions. On November 27 the enemy
also captured Hanyang, though General Huang Hsing, a great fighter, defended it during two weeks of battle with
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three thousand men against twenty thousand. But we still held Wuchang in spite of our difficult position. The
Manchus then sent a warship which launched an attack from the river bank and this attack was what finally
defeated us.
*
After the fall of Hanyang, Huang Hsing went to Shanghai. Under hIs leadership Nanking was captured by
revolutionary troops. When he left, command of the remaining troops in Wuchang was given to Chang Yi-wu, my
former chief. Chang Yi-wu was the real soul of the uprising in Wuchang. He was later killed by Yüan Shih-k’ai
after the “Second Revolution” in Kwangsi in 1913, which was organized to overthrow Yüan.
In the meantime, I had begun work in the financial department of the military government in Wuchang.
The Wuchang revolutionary movement had been organized by three groups: the Literary Society led by Chang
Yi-wu, the T’ung Meng Hui, and a third revolutionary group led by Sun Wu. While I was in the financial
department of the government at Wuchang, I joined the T’ung Meng Hui, at the end of 1911. The T’ung Meng
Hui had a council and an executive committee in Hupeh. The chairman was Su Yin-he was once mayor of
Nanking. I was elected one of the twenty members of the council.
After the Wuchang uprising on October 10, the revolutionary movement spread fast. When General Huang
Hsing arrived in Shanghai, following his defeat at Hanyang, he took command of the expedition against Nanking
and succeeded in capturing this important position on December 3. The Imperial troops in several places mutinied
and joined the revolt, the provinces refused to send remittances to the Throne, and even high officials of the
dynasty showed tendencies toward joining the rebellion.
After the fall of Nanking an armistice was arranged and negotiations were begun with the Imperial delegation
which had arrived in Shanghai for this purpose. The revolutionary leaders had no co-ordinated plan. General
Huang Hsing and Colonel Li Yuan-hung were struggling for control, and Sun Yat-sen was still en route from
America. On December 21 Sun Yat-sen finally arrived in Hong Kong and proceeded to Nanking. He was elected
president of the provisional republic on December 29, taking office on January 1,\fn{ 1912} while Huang Hsing
was made Minister of War. In order to win over all the Chinese in the north without delay, Sun volunteered to give
up the presidency to Yuan Shih-k’ai-who was in command of most of the Imperial armies—if he would agree to
join the Republic. Yuan agreed. Sun resigned, although he distrusted Yuan Shih-k’ai, and on February 15 Yuan
was elected provisional president in his place, changing the capital of the republic to Peking.
The revolutionaries paid dearly for their bargain with Yuan Shih-k’ai. In 1913 he declared war on Sun Yat-sen
and, with loans from the foreign powers, defeated him. On December 11, 1915, Ts’ai Ao—a good revolutionary,
with whom Chu Te worked—declared his province, Yunnan, independent of Yuan Shih-k’ai’s regime. Kweichow,
Kwangsi, and Kwangtung followed, and by the spring of 1916 revolt had broken out everywhere. On March 22
Yuan Shih-k’ai. was forced to abdicate. Before his death on June 6, he recommended Li Yuan-hung, former vicepresident, as president of the republic. Li assumed this office. Sun Yat-sen had gone to Japan during those years to
reorganize his activities.
In the meantime, I had been doing political work in Hupeh Province. I was made head of the Salt Tax Bureau
in Ichang for a while, but I did not want to become an official. I felt that I needed more knowledge to prepare
myself for the future. When Li Yuan-hung betrayed to Yuan Shih-k’ai, the members of the T’ung Meng Hui
opposed him. We organized a small uprising in Hupeh but this failed when Yuan sent troops to Hupeh. The
members of the T’ung Meng Hui had to flee for their lives, and I and a comrade went to Japan in 1913 to join Sun
Yat-sen. In 1913 Sun had reorganized the T’ung Meng Hui into the Chung-hua Ke-ming Tang.\fn{ Chinese
Revolutionary Party} Ke-ming is an old word which first appeared in the Yi Ching, in the old classics. Literally, it
means “change fate.” It was formerly a very rare word, and it was first given the true meaning of “revolution” by
Sun Yat-sen. This Chung-hua Ke-ming party was reorganized into the Kuomintang in 1924.
*
I joined the new Chung-hua Ke-ming Tang in Tokyo, and worked there with Sun Yat-sen, Liao Chung-k’ai,
Chü Chên, and others, meanwhile studying at the Japanese Law College. In 1915 Japan presented the Twenty-one
Demands to Yüan Shih-k’ai, and we Chinese students in Japan strongly opposed this. I was ordered back to China
to do secret work among the military forces, as it was always Sun Yat-sen’s policy to influence the troops. When I
arrived in Wuhan, I found my situation very dangerous and had to flee to my home village for safety. Even so, I
was arrested there in 1915 and was imprisoned for half a year. After Yüan Shih-k’ai’s power was broken, in 1916,
I returned to Tokyo to continue my college course in law.
When the Russian Revolution broke out in 1917 I was greatly influenced by it. I read the news in the papers
with keen interest, and new ideas began to ferment in my head.
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Upon graduating from the Japanese Law College, I returned to China again to do secret military work. My job
was to influence the troops of Ts’ai Chi-ming stationed at Lich’uanhsien on the Hupeh-Szechuan border. This
army had joined the revolution in 1911, but its fighting power was not very good because many of the men were
bandits. I worked with these troops and had considerable success. (Later about three thousand of them defended
Sun Yat-sen’s Canton government when it was formed.)
Ts’ai Chi-ming’s army had little money, so in 1918 I went out to try to collect funds for it. Ten days after I left,
Ts’ai decided to unite with another so-called “revolutionary” army under T’an~K’ai-min. Ts’ai was killed by
some of T’an's men, also partly bandit, and I went to Shanghai to report these happenings to Sun Yat-sen. At that
time peace negotiations were in progress between the Northern government and the South, so I had a little time to
study. I read all the Marxist literature I could find and studied the problems of the Versailles Conference with
interest. Some of this I had to read in English, which I had studied in middle school. (I later continued my English
study in the U.S.S.R. )
At this time the magazines New Youth and Renaissance were taking China by storm, and soon the May Fourth
Movement began, in 1919.\fn{Begun on May fourth of that year by students protesting the treatment of China at the Versailles Peace
Conference, the movement gave impetus to the earliest significant strikes and boycotts by labor organizations } I did not participate in
this movement. Sun Yat-sen was influenced by it, but inactive.
After the May Fourth Movement, I wondered about new tactics and methods of revolutionary work, and
discussed these problems with my friends. A Chinese student named Li Han-ching had just returned from Japan,
where he had read many Marxist books. He told me about these, and that was how I had become so much
interested in Marxism.
From my own experience, I decided that secret work among the troops was useless and that it was necessary to
lay the foundation for a people’s movement. We had always worked with the military leaders, who usually
betrayed because they had no revolutionary understanding. We never worked with the common soldiers nor even
with the common bandits. Our policy was opportunistic and without foundation. The whole 1911 Revolution had
been more or less a militarist maneuver, in spite of the good support from the rank and file of the soldiers. I
decided that the revolution had to have a real mass base, and wanted to start a newspaper or school for this
purpose.
I went to Wuhan and helped organize the Wuhan Middle School, together with seven other teachers, all
without money. We used two rooms in an old building belonging to the educational department of the
government. Our school opened in 1920, and we were the first school to teach pai hua.\fn{Chinese in the vernacular,
i.e., as it was normally spoken; the term, in fact, means “plain speech.” Prior to this, the only academically acceptable written form of
Chinese was the wên yen, or classical form of a thousand years beform—hence a form of Chinese largely unintelligible to modern speakers
of the language} I taught both wên yen and pai hua to our students, and had hopes that the pai hua would create a

new consciousness among the people. I used no textbooks, but chose current problems for essays. The students
gladly used pai hua in their work.
At that time teachers such as we not only received no salary but also had to find money to support the schools,
so I also taught in a girls’ school to earn these needed funds. We had one hundred twenty pupils when the school
opened. Later we expanded by adding one new class every term.
*
Until this time there had been only a few Marxist societies in China. Then, in 1920, Li Han-ching—the
returned student from Japan who had been my tutor in Marxism—planned to help organize a Communist Party in
Shanghai and came to Wuhan to talk with me. I decided to join and took the responsibility for organizing the
foundation of the Hupeh branch of the party which was formed in September 1921.
The central Chinese Communist Party had been founded in May 1921, when Ch’en Tu-hsiu arrived in
Shanghai for this purpose, together with Li Ta-chao. I was not present at this meeting but I joined the First
Conference held in Shanghai in July 1921. Each province that was represented sent two delegates, and the
returned students from Japan sent one delegate—Chou Fu-hai, who later betrayed and joined the
Kuomintang.\fn{He later further betrayed and headed the Japanese puppet government at Nanking in 1944, after the death of Wang
ching-wei} Hupeh Province sent Ch’en T’an-ch’iu and myself. Hunan sent Ho Tsao-hen—later killed while serving
with the Red Army at the same time as Ch’ü Ch’iu-po, about 1935—and Mao Tse-tung. Peking sent Chang Kuot’ao and Liu Jen-ching, now a Trotskyist. Shanghai sent Li Han-ching, who was executed in Hankow in 1927, and
Li Ta, now a liberal who became a professor in Pingta University. Kwangfung sent Ch’en Kung-po, who later
betrayed and became Minister of Industries in the Nanking government, and Pao Hui-sheng, who also became an
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official of the Kuomintang—in the Department of Home Affairs. Shantung sent Teng En-ming and Wang Chingwei—both executed later.
Two delegates from the Comintern also attended this conference. One was from Holland—we called him Malin in Chinese.\fn{This was H. Sneevliet, who under the name of “Maring” was the first representative of the Communist International
in China} The other was a Russian whose name I have forgotten.
It was originally intended that Ch’en Tu-hsiu should be chairman of this conference but he happened to be in
Canton at that time, so Chang Kuo-t’ao took his place.
All the historical data of this first conference have been lost. We decided upon an anti-imperialist, antimilitarist manifesto, but we haven’t a single copy of this first document of the Party. I remember that one of the
points of debate was whether or not officials and technical workers could be members. Some opposed this. The
resolution passed was for a “closed door” policy, to keep membership secret and “pure.” We also decided that the
Party members could not join any other parties, such as that of Sun Yat-sen. Our main work was to be that of
expanding the Party. I remember that the Central Committee elected at the conference included Ch’en Tu-hsiu, Li
Ta-chao, Chang Kuo-t’ao, Li Han-ching, and others.
Several of these party “fathers” besides myself were old T’ung Meng Hui members, such as Ch’en Tu-hsiu, Tai
Chi-t’ao, and Sun Hsüan-lo.
The Wuhan Middle School was the Communist center of Hupeh Province then. The Party branch had been
founded by five of us, and soon ten of my most progressive pupils organized a Socialist Youth branch. Three of
the five founders later left the Party. One became a liberal, one is now in Nanking, and one is a lawyer in Hankow.
Only Ch’en T’an-ch’iu and I kept the faith. I don’t know what has become of Ch’en, but I think he is still alive.
Wuhan soon became an important Communist stronghold. It was planned to open a school for foreign
language as a center of propaganda, and a Russian Communist named Mamayev and his wife came to Wuhan to
teach, but the project could not be realized so they returned to Shanghai.
In the summer of 1921 Ch’en Tu-hsiu himself came to Wuhan and made a speech in Wen Hua University, a
Christian school. He happened to meet one of the workmen connected with the university, whom he influenced to
join the Hupeh [Communist] Party and through him made a contact with some workers in a cotton factory. Thus
the Party spread to industry.
At that time in Wuhan there was a group of radical young people, Utopian and semi-anarchist in their ideology,
who were interested in the New Village Movement. This centered in Chung Hua College, and the group had
organized the Li Chiin Book Company. Their leader was a brilliant young man named Yün Tai-ying, who had
great influence over the students and was one of the best youth leaders China ever had. These “New Villagers” did
not believe in Marxism, but they soon began discussing it and many joined the Communists. Yün Tai-ying joined
the Party in Szechuan later on and was executed in 1932.
At our first congress in Hupeh, the Party had thirty delegates. We sent the students out into the villages to
organize unions and do propaganda, and their work had much influence during the Pinhan railway strike in 1923.
My next work was to go to Szechuan to revive some of my old tactics of winning over the military forces to
revolution. At that time certain troops in Szechuan had an anti-militarist tendency, so I went there to develop this
movement. I spent a year in this work, and then the Party ordered me to return to Hupeh. Also, the Wuhan Middle
School was badly in need of funds and I had to return to collect money for it somehow.
On my return I was delighted to find how well the Party work had progressed, both in the schools and in the
factories. At that time the Communist labor movement centered in the Pinhan railway workers and we had a labor
secretariat in Changhsintien.
My father, who was teaching in Wuchang, became ill and I had to take him home, where he soon died. When I
returned to Wuhan the Pinhan railway strike of 1923 broke out, Chang Kuo-t’ao being in charge of this.
I was still able to remain in Wuchang, because I was known only as a Kuomintang member and not aa a
Communist. Even my family had no idea I was a Communist until the period of the Great Revolution of 1925-27,
when my wife came to Wuhan and found out. She was an old-fashioned wife, to whom my family had married me
in 1910. I have had only one child, who died.
*
In the spring of 1925 I was again delegated to do secret work among the troops. One of my friends in the
Kuomintang wanted me to go to Szechuan with him for this purpose. We spent February in Szechuan, then went
to Liaoning, in Manchuria, in March, and back to Chahar, Changchiakou, and Peking. I was in Peking when the
May Thirtieth Incident broke out in Shanghai, and received a letter from the Party ordering me to go to Wuhan.
This was during the “United Front” period of the Kuomintang and Communist Parties, and I was put in charge of
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this liaison work in Hupeh because of my good Kuomintang connections. The Kuomintang was still a secret party
in Wuhan and the terror was strong. After a while, I went to Shanghai to discuss the United Front work with
Ch’en Tu-hsiu and then proceeded to Canton.
The Kuomintang had then issued the call for its Second National Congress to be held in Canton and had sent
me a telegram to join the congress as a delegate from Hupeh. This congress was held in January 1926. Since Liao
Chung-k’ai had been murdered and Hu Han-min was in exile abroad, the congress was dominated by Wang
Ching-wei, T.V. Soong, Tai Chi-t’ao, T’an P’ing-shan, Lin Po-ch’ü, Ch’ên Kung-p’o, and Kan Nai-kuang—the
latter five all having been Communists. At this conference Chiang Kai-shek was elected to the Central Executive
Committee—the first time he received recog- nition by the Kuomintang.
This conference was under the influence of the Leftists entirely, and its resolutions were excellent. Our
important resolutions were to strengthen the United Front, to expand the antimilitarist and anti-imperialist
movement and the alliance between all the oppressed nations, and to strengthen the peasant movement.
Several Rightists were expelled from the Kuomintang, and the Kuomintang Leftists expressed the hope that
many Communists would be elected to the Central Executive Committee in order to consolidate the United Front.
The Communist Party, however, did not want to come out so openly in control of the Kuomintang and permitted
only a few Communists to be elected to the Central Executive Committee. These were: T’an P’ing-shan, who was
later expelled from the C.P. after the Nanchang Uprising in 1927\fn{ A rebellion by Kuomintang troops at Nanchang and
Hankow, August 1, 1927, which attempted unsuccessfully to take Canton for the purpose of establishing a revolutionary base. Chu Tê led
the surviving troops into Kiangsi Province, where Mao Tse-tung joined them as political adviser; and it is from these origins that the forces
later known as the Red Army appeared } there and became the leader of the Third Party; Lin Po-ch’ü; Yün Tai-ying, the

youth leader; Yü Hsü-te, who afterward left the C.P. and became a professor at Yenching University; and Wu Yüchang, now in Moscow. Mao Tse-tung and I were elected to the Alternate Central Executive Committee.
After the Congress I went to Wuhan in 1926 to organize a progressive newspaper of neutral policy called Tsa
Kuang\fn{“Light of Hupeh and Hunan”} After four months in Wuhan I went to Changsha to do some important United
Front work. My mission was to win over T’ang Sheng-chih and his army to the United Front. I was sent by the
Kuomintang as its delegate, together with Pai Ch’ung-hsi and Ch’en Ming-shu. We were successful, and T’ang
Sheng-chih—then in control of Hunan Province—and his army immediately became the vanguard of the Great
Revolution.
I had arrived in Changsha in March and in April received a telegram from the Kuomintang to attend a
conference at Canton in my capacity as a member of the Alternate Central Executive Committee. After this
conference I went to Wuhan and worked again on the newspaper Tsa Kuang, also continuing my secret military
work aiming to sabotage the rear of the enemy.
On July 9, 1926, the Northern Expedition against the northern war lords began, and the armies swept
victoriously across southern China. T’ang Sheng-chih occupied Changsha, and Chiang Kai-shek, commander in
chief of the expedition, also arrived there. I went to Changsha to talk with Chiang about various military
problems. As is his habit, he merely, listened and grunted occasionally.
When I returned to Wuhan, Tsa Kuang had been suppressed, and I had to hide in the foreign concession, as Wu
p’ei-fu had occupied the city.
At that time my work was to carry out sabotage and destruction against enemy troops. I organized the
destruction of the bridge at Ting-ssü-ch’iao so our army could get a good strategic position for occupying the city.
Our troops occupied Hankow in August, and my work was then moved to the Kuomintang provincial
headquarters. Wuchang was still in Wu p’ei-fu’s hands, however. Before we occupied Wuchang, Chiang Kai-shek
came to Hankow for a few days and then went to Nanchang to fight Sun Ch’uan-fang.
As soon as Hankow was taken the labor movement in the Wuhan cities expanded very rapidly, and also the
peasant movement elsewhere. And when Wuchang fell, we built up the Kuomintang and reorganized the defeated
troops of Wu p’ei-fu into the revolutionary armies. At that time Chiang Kai-shek wanted to organize a new
Kuomintang provincial committee in Hupeh and I was asked to be a member. I hesitated—and because of my
attitude Chiang Kai-shek knew I was a Communist. When Chiang Kai-shek left Wuhan, the government decided
to move from Canton to Wuhan in November.
At that time T’ang Sheng-chih and Ch’en Ming-shu were in Wuhan and were very leftist in sympathy, as was
Chang Fa-k’uei. Chiang Kai-shek became frightened by the rising mass movement and was afraid the
Communist Party would seize sovereignty at Wuhan, so he wanted to change the seat of the new government to
Nanchang—his own stronghold. When Chiang arrived at Chochow, in Kiangsi, the Kuomintang sent me as
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delegate to ask him to come to Wuhan, where a Kuomintang conference would be held. Chiang didn’t agree to
having this conference in Wuhan, but in the end decided to come.
When the conference opened, Chiang made a speech. The Hupeh provincial Kuomintang sent him a banner.
Chiang went around and investigated conditions in both Wuchang and Hankow and what he saw made him very
sad, so he went away. He was unhappy about the great mass movement that was developing under leftist
influence. However, when the British Concession in Hankow was returned to the Wuhan government, Chiang
could not refuse to recognize Wuhan’s authority, but he bided his time for a counterstroke from central China.
*
On his return to Kiangsi from Wuhan, Chiang Kai-shek ordered the execution of many Communists in Kiangsi
because of their work in March.\fn{ 1927} In April Chiang Kai-shek occupied Nanking, while his other military
wing, led by Ho Ying-ch’in, went from Chekiang to Shanghai, which was occupied in March.
By the time Chiang had occupied Nanking, the labor and peasant movement in Hunan and Hupeh was very
militant, and also the labor movement in Shanghai. Several gunboats prepared to attack Nanking and the Japanese
sent emissaries to talk with Chiang, so he betrayed the revolution and created the new pro-imperialist Nanking
government.
During these months, I was in Wuhan. The C.P. decided to participate in the Wuhan government, and I was
made a member of the Hupeh provincial government—as head of the Peasants’ and Workers’ Bureau.
Then the split began. The financial condition of Wuhan was very bad because of the blockade by Nanking and
the imperialists. Also the Wuhan government’s armies had to fight the Tungpei army.
On May 21 the reaction began in earnest, when Hsia Tou-yin, Hsü K’e-hsiang (in Hunan), and Yang Shen
began killing the revolutionaries. Hsia Tou-yin’s army was near Wuhan. The Wuhan government sent troops to
fight him and destroyed his forces.
Then the revolutionary army returned from its victory over the Tungpei troops, and in May 1927, the
“Peasants’ and Workers’ Delegates Congress of the Pacific” opened in Wuhan. These delegates represented two
million farmers in the peasant unions and about four hundred thousand workers in the trade-unions of China.
The workers, shop clerks, and apprentices of Wuhan all wanted wage increases, showing their new power.
These demands caused a great crisis, and, because of this and the blockade, the Wuhan Kuomintang began to fear
the situation. Feng Yü-hsiang was showing signs of betraying also.
The final split between the Kuomintang and the Communist Party occurred on July 15. The demands of the
workers, the pressure of the peasants for land, the bad economic condition of the government, and the general
high tide of revolution had caused many Kuomintang members to shift to the Right.
*
When the terror began I had to hide. I kept connection with only one other comrade. Both Nanking and Wuhan
sent special orders for my arrest. I did not join the Nanchang Uprising, but was elected a member of the
Revolutionary Committee formed afterward, nevertheless. On August 7, the Party gave up Ch’en Tu-hsiu’s “Right
Opportunism” and a new era began.
Nanking and Wuhan soon decided to join forces. However, T’ang Sheng-chih hoped to keep control of Wuhan,
so Chiang Kai-shek sent an army to attack him, led by Ch’en Ch’eng. In the meantime, the Communist Party
organized the “Autumn Crop” uprisings in Hunan and Hupeh. During the fight between Chiang Kai-shek and
T’ang Sheng-chih, revolt arose in Huangan, my native county, and the local magistrate was killed.
After Pai Ch’ung-hsi and Li Tsung-jen occupied Wuhan, many Communists were killed. I have no idea how
many—several thousand, at least. I was hiding in the Japanese Concession, and so was Li Han-ching. Li Tsungjen sent one brigade to surround this Concession to make arrests and captured Li Han-ching, who was executed
that night. I was able to escape to the French Concession. There I disguised myself as a sailor and escaped to
Shanghai and thence to Japan.
When I arrived in Japan, I learned that a laborer in the house in which I had hidden in Hankow had been
arrested and executed! It was a very narrow escape.
I lived in Kyoto, Japan, for eight months. Then the Party sent me to the U.S.S.R. I arrived in September 1928
and attended classes at Lenin University. I finished my college course in 1931 and returned to China in 1932.
I stayed in Shanghai forty days and then went to the Soviet districts—via Swatow overland to Kiangsi. In
Juikin I was political director of the Red Academy. Later I organized the Party school, of which I was principal.
After the Second Soviet Congress in 1934, I was elected member of the executive committee of the Soviet
government and judge of the supreme court. Later on I became chairman of the Workers’ and Peasants’ Inspection
Committee.
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During the Long March I was commissioner of public health. The Long March was not bad. I was never sick
but couldn’t sleep well at night. When we reached north Shensi, I was made principal of the Party school at
Waiyapao and later had the same position in the Party school at Paoan.
197.59 Excerpts from Jade Pear Spirit\fn{by Hsü Chen-ya (1886- )} Changshu, southern Kiangsu Province, China
(M) 1
… The next day Li-niang received the letter, and was so shocked that she almost passed away. One blur of
blood, eye-appalling and mind-boggling, all dots and lines, indecipherable and indescribable, what was this fiery
red thing? Hsia-lang, Hsia-lang, why did you punish yourself so?
At the moment Li-niang was in such a state of fright and agony that her hands kept trembling, her face had
changed color, and her eyes couldn’t focus. And she felt as if her heart were being stabbed by ten thousand
relentless awls. Nevertheless, with tears in her eyes, she proceeded to read the text:
Alas, you want to sever our ties, do you really want to sever our ties? What is there for me to say? And yet how can I
fail to speak? If I don’t speak, then my heart will remain besmirched and your anger will remain unpacified. You have
misunderstood me and want to have nothing to do with me. How can I not lay bare my heart so as to be ready to accept
your repudiation? But once my heart is laid bare, I know that you will not have the heart to forsake me. My last letter
was written in a state of extreme agitation. I know it now, but at that time I was under the seizure of extreme pain, and
to whom if not to you should I pour out my anger and resentment? I did not know that you, too, would be stabbed by
pain and that my letter would serve further to wound your heart. I was wrong, I was wrong. I wanted to sever ties with
you first; how could I now blame you for wanting to sever ties with me?
Nevertheless, though I may be said to be insensitive, I have never harboured the thought of forswearing our love. I
am not wood or stone, how could I not know that you have exerted your mind and body on my behalf to the point of
exhaustion? My gratitude to you has reached the utmost degree; there can be no one who can rob me of my love for
you. And you have always loved me and pitied me. If you don’t love me, who else will love me? If you don’t pity me,
who else will pity me?
If you want to repudiate my love, then it amounts to passing a death sentence on me. Do you have the heart to see
me die? If you want me to die, what choice is there for me but to die? But I want to die as a martyr of our love, and not
as a victim of your repudiation. Even if I die, I still hope that you will have pity on me. My words stop here, but my
remorse is limitless. I bit my finger and wrote these two sheets with my own blood and now submit them to you. When
one is about to die, one cries plaintively. May you see my condition and forgive me.
Written by Meng-hsia with his own blood, the fourth watch of the eleventh day of the eleventh month, in the year
chi-yu.\fn{1909} …

… The 14th.
I am very ill. Can’t even swallow one drop of water. My hands and feet are numb and have gradually lost the
sense of touch. My throat is so parched I can’t utter a single sound. All that congestion of phlegm has blocked my
breathing; I can only gasp as if someone were choking me. There is no pain quite like it. My old father has written
a letter to Meng-hsia for me. I have been yearning for Meng-hisia but Meng-hsia hasn’t come even at this late
hour.
I am afraid I can’t wait for him any longer. I can’t even have a glimpse of my husband at the time of my death.
How can I die with my eyes contentedly closed? But after my death he will surely come, and my diary will surely
be read by my husband. I hope he will take care of himself and not become grief-stricken. As I am writing this, I
can’t even form characters properly. From now on I can’t even hold a brush any more. …
204.52 Last Letter To His Wife\fn{by Lin Juemin (1886-1911)} Fujian Province, China (M) 1
Yiying my dear,
When you read this letter—my final farewell to you—it will be as if we are face to face again. As I write, I am
still a man living in this world; but when you read it, I shall have become a ghost of the netherworld. As I write
this letter, my tears fall and mingle with the ink, and I almost have to stop before I can finish it. Yet I fear that you
may not know my reasons for undertaking what I am about to do, and will blame me for leaving you behind in
this world, for not taking into consideration your wish for me to live. I am therefore suppressing my sorrow in
order to explain my reasons to you.
I love you dearly, and it is precisely this love for you which gives me the courage to court death. Since the day
we met, I have wished for a happy ending for all the lovers in this world. Yet in such times as ours, when the
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stench of blood sweeps the earth and dogs of death roam the streets, how many families can boast of happiness?
Sacred is the source of my sympathetic tears; I cannot attend to the wise man’s business of being happy. It is said
that the benevolent man should treat the aged of his own family in a manner befitting their venerable age and
extend this treatment to the aged of other families; that he should treat his own young in a manner befitting their
tender age and extend this to the young of other families: It is thus my love for you which urges me to help
everyone in this world love their beloved; this is why I dare to die before you do, seemingly oblivious of your
feelings. I hope you will understand my wishes, and in your grief will think of the people of this world. If you do
so, you will surely be glad of the sacrifice of our individual happiness for the lasting happiness of all. Please do
not be sad.
Do you remember? I said one night some four or five years ago:
“Were one of us to die first, I’d rather it be you.”
When you heard this, you were enraged. But after you listened to my explanation, though you still disagreed
with me, you could not fault my argument. What I meant was that given your frail condition, you would not have
been able to withstand the sorrow of losing me. It hurt me to think of the grief my death would cause you, and that
was why I would rather that I was left behind to bear the grief. Alas, now it seems that I am the one destined to
leave you behind. How hard it is for me not to think of you!
I still recall that house in a back street, and how we walked through the door, past the front and back sitting
rooms, down the winding corridors to a small sitting room, on one side of which was the room where you and I
lived. Three or four months into our marriage, one winter night with a full moon, we stood at the window, your
hand in mine, looking at the moonlight filtering through the slim branches of the plum tree. We talked in
whispers, keeping nothing from each other, sharing our every thought. The remembrance of this brings nothing
but tears now. I also recall how six or seven years back I slipped away from home and then returned soon after.
You said to me in tears:
“In future if you were to go on a long journey, you must tell me. I want to go with you.”
I gave you my promise then. When I came home two weeks ago, I looked for opportunities to tell you about
the reasons for this journey. Yet when I sat face to face with you, I could not bring myself to talk about it: you are
now pregnant, and I was afraid you would be overwhelmed by the sorrow, so instead I spent the days drowning
my own sorrow in wine. Alas, it is impossible to write about the pain I felt in my heart.
It is my fervent wish to live with you to a ripe old age. Yet if we look at the world today, death is a constant
presence: natural disasters kill, so do thieves and robbers, so does the breaking up of the nation, so do corrupt
officials who trample on commoners. We live in the China of today, a country where death pervades every corner
and every moment.
When the time comes, am I to look on as you die, or are you to look on as I die? Would I be able to bear it, and
would you? Even if we were to be spared death and were merely to be separated, we would live with streaming
eyes and breaking hearts, our bones consumed away through our daily longing. Lovers whom the fates sever are
parted for ever! The pain of separation would be worse than death, and there would be nothing we could do.
It is our good fortune that we are both alive and well today. Yet numerous are those who have died an
undeserved death or who have been forcibly separated from their loved ones. We who feel so deeply for each
other—how can we bear such pain in other people? This is why I now cast any thoughts of you aside and wilfully
court death.
I die without any regrets. Affairs of the nation will be the responsibility of my comrades. Our son Yixin is
already five and will grow up in no time. Take good care of him; make sure that he will grow up to be like me.
The child you are carrying—I think it is going to be a girl. If it is a girl, she will surely take after you, and I am
very much consoled by the thought. If it turns out to be another boy, then teach him to carry on his father’s ideals.
Thus though I am dead, there will still be two of me in this world, and I rejoice in this good fortune. Our family
will probably become very poor in the future; but there is nothing to fear in poverty, just live your lives in peace
and quiet.
There is nothing more I can say to you now. When I hear you weeping for me in the netherworld, I will most
certainly weep with you. I have never believed in ghosts, and yet now I wish they really existed. These days
people talk about telepathy, and I also wish it were true. In that case although I am dead, my spirit will always be
by your side, and you will not have to be sad about being alone.
I had never told you my ambitions when I was alive—this was my fault. But I was afraid that had I told you,
you would have worried about my safety day and night. I would have willingly died a thousand deaths, but to
have worried you—that was a thought I could not bear. I love you profoundly, which was why I tried my best to
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make everything easy for you. Blessed are you to have been my wife, yet woe to you to have been born in today’s
China! Blessed am I to have been your husband, and woe to me to have lived in China today! I cannot just look
after my own interests.
Alas, the kerchief is short,\fn{ The letter was written on his kerchief } and my feelings boundless. There is so much
more I have not told you, but you can probably gauge it along the same lines. I will never see your face again. If
you miss me, perhaps you will dream of me often? Oh, the pain!
Juemin
3 a.m. 25 April, 1911
P.S. My aunts are all literate. If there is anything here you do not understand, please ask them so that you will
know all my feelings.
205.185 Excerpt from The Nationalist Program For China: “The Domestic Program Of The Kuomintang”\fn
{by Chao-chu Wu (1886-1934)} China (M) 7
I appreciate the opportunity afforded me to try to show clearly what our party stands for politically,
economically, and socially, even though only a general outline can be given in the limited time at my disposal. So
much has been said about the Kuomintang that is not true—sometimes unconsciously, and at other times, I fear,
wilfully—that there may be interest in a direct exposition of the aims and objects of the party which has
succeeded, after a dozen years of civil strife, in giving political unity and a single central government to China.
The policies of the Kuomintang, or the Nationalist Party, are summed up in the San Min Chu Yi, or the Three
Principles of the People. These were first formulated and enunciated by Dr. Sun Yat-Sen, its revered founder.
The first principle is Nationalism; its aim is to make China a nation that shall in every respect be free,
independent, and treated as an equal in the society of nations.
The second principle is Democracy; its aim is to secure for China a republican and democratic form of
government.
The third principle is Livelihood; its aim is to make the Chinese an economically efficient and contented
nation.
These widely proclaimed Three Principles of Dr. Sun are the political heritage of the party. He has himself
paraphrased them in the words of a famous American. The first principle is “government of the people”; the
second, “government by the people”; and the third, “government for the people.”
The first principle of Nationalism has to do with China’s international relations. I propose to leave the
discussion of this principle until later, and concern myself now with the other two.
*
I begin with the second principle of Democracy. Although the form of government in China was a monarchy
for thousands of years, the spirit of the Chinese people has always been democratic. This democratic spirit is
exemplified in a folk song over four thousand years old:
When the sun rises, I toil;
When the sun sets, I rest;
I dig wells for water;
I till the fields for food;
What has the king’s power to do with me?

We have had in China a history of religious liberty, civil liberty, and even political liberty which compares
favorably not only with Western countries of two or three hundred years ago, but even with some of those of
today. We have had self-government, so that the Chinese have been perhaps the least governed of all peoples.
Visible evidence of this is the way in which China’s national life has gone on without interruption in spite of
misgovernment and civil wars, and her imports and exports have, with but one exception, increased year after
year.
But our self-government has been of a kind suited for a small unit—the clan, the village, or what you may call
the precinct in a city; there has been no organization for the larger unit—the city, the county, much less for the
whole country.
The Kuomintang, in accordance with the principle of Democracy, proposes to introduce those institutions
which have been tried by the West and found best suited to give expression to the will of the majority. It would
introduce universal suffrage, irrespective of qualifications of property or distinctions of sex. It would give the

307

people the right of referendum to pass on important pieces of legislation. Our party would also give the people the
means of initiating legislation, to be used when they find their legislators too apathetic. It would advocate that,
side by side with the right of the people to place public servants in their positions, the people should have the right
to dismiss them for good cause.
We know, of course, that it is said the vote, the referendum, the initiative, and the recall have not always
worked satisfactorily. Indeed, not only these mechanisms of democracy, but democracy itself has been challenged.
Extolled, perhaps overextolled, a few generations ago, democracy is today facing a strong negative criticism.
There are in existence at present\fn{ This address was published in 1929} systems designed to take the place of
democracy as a form of government. The Kuomintang is not blind to the defects in the institutions of democracy;
it will use the means which are being used in the West, the most important of which is political education of the
people, to remove those defects. And in addition to these means, the Kuomintang will use in China two others
which I shall describe.
What I wish to emphasize here is that notwithstanding the defects of democracy, real and fancied, the
Kuomintang believes in democracy as the best system of government so far evolved, and would range China in
the ranks of the great liberal democracies of the world.
I have said that the Chinese have always been a democratic people. This is demonstrated by the existence of
two institutions which are essentially democratic and which have been evolved by the genius of the nation.
For many centuries, China has had a system of examinations as the method for the selection of public servants.
In the heyday of the empire, the public examinations furnished practically the only means of entering into the
government service. These examinations were held periodically, and the working of the system was in general as
follows. Examinations were held first in the districts, each district having a quota assigned to it so that only a
fixed number, a mere fraction of the contestants, could pass the examination. Those who passed this test
successfully went on to the capitals of their respective provinces for a further examination. The fortunate ones,
after this second eliminating process, proceeded to the national capital where they were given their final
examination under the eyes of the emperor himself. Only after candidates had been successful in the metropolitan
examinations might they be given government posts, whether as clerks in the various ministries of the central
government or as magistrates in the provinces. An identical system of examination and selection was instituted for
the military service.
This was the severe test which practically every aspirant to public office had to undergo. The institution was
democratic. The son of a prince could not enter government service unless he went through the mill. On the other
hand, the son of a peasant, no matter how poor or humble, was freely admitted to the examinations. If the
peasant’s son was successful, he would get the reward of talent as fully as the son of a prince, and he probably had
greater chances of success than the other, because all the world over and in all ages the poor man’s son would
study harder than the rich man’s son.
It was this merit system which saved China from the feudalistic conception of a ruling class whereby a man
who had a noble name—which often was the only thing he had—was supposed to be qualified to govern his
fellow men. Furthermore, this system recruited the best talents of the country for national service, thus solving a
problem which even now is confronting some democracies.
For the successful working of this merit system there was an essential requirement—the character of the
examrners. They were commissioners appointed by the emperor for each examination. To insure their
independence and impartiality very strict rules were enforced. Though they were appointed by the emperor, after
their appointment they took orders from no one, not even from the emperor himself, with regard to the discharge
of their duties. They had, in fact, the status of quasi-judges.
Now it is the purpose of the Kuomintang to revive the examination system. Such a system, based entirely on
merit and eliminating favoritism and nepotism, would secure for the public service the best brains of the country.
It would also do away with some of the evils of too many elections, particularly elections for offices which are
nonpolitical.
Another institution peculiarly Chinese is of even greater antiquity. From the earliest days of our national
history, we have had official historians. These officials were charged not only with the duty of recording events
for the enlightenment of posterity, but also—through the trustworthiness of their records—with the task of
criticizing the acts and passing judgment on the conduct of contemporary rulers. Thus each of the earliest
emperors had two of these men accompanying him, one on either side, the one on his left to take down his words
and the one on his right to record his deeds. There are instances in Chinese history in which such official
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observers recorded fearlessly the words and deeds of despots and gave up their lives in the discharge of their
functions.
From this institution of official historians it was but a step to the establishment of the censorate. The duty of
the censors was to supervise the officials of the entire country. They were called the eyes and ears of the emperor.
If they found any official, no matter how highly placed or how powerful, to be corrupt or incompetent or
negligent in the performance of his duties, they were to impeach him before the emperor. Indeed, cases are to be
found in which the emperor himself was impeached for improper acts. There was of course no higher tribunal,
short of the people, before whom the emperor could be arraigned by the censors, but it was in the nature of an
appeal from Philip drunk to Philip sober. When Philip remained drunk, on occasions the censors paid for their
temerity with their lives. But in the main they were expected, by vigilant oversight of the conduct of public
servants, to maintain a high standard of honesty and efficiency in the service of the country. It is to be observed
that the position of the censors likewise resembled that of judges. They were to be independent and judicial in the
performance of their functions.
The Kuomintang’s program advocates the reestablishment of these two institutions. The examinations would,
of course, not be on ancient classics, or eight-legged essays,\fn{ An artificial and rigid type of essay} and there would be
no emperor for the censors to impeach. But we find the principle of these institutions so good that we desire to
retain them and adapt them to present-day conditions.
We go even farther. Western democracies are familiar with the triple division of the powers of government into
the legislative, the executive, and the judiciary. On a plane of equality with these three orthodox branches of
government we would rank the Board of Examiners and the Board of Censors. This is what is meant by the FivePower government advocated by the Kuomintang. By so doing we believe that we shall be able to eliminate some
of the shortcomings of democratic government in practice.\fn{ Since this lecture was delivered, the Kuomintang decided
actually to establish the Five-Power government. Accordingly, the Nationalist Government, which was organized in July, 1925, at Canton,
and which had retained the same form, though the seat of government, owing to military successes, was transferred from Canton to Wuhan,
and again from Wuhan to Nanking, was reorganized on October 10, 1928. The Government now has five Yuan (Councils) each presided
over by a President and a Vice-President. The Executive Council, vested with the highest executive functions, has under it ten Ministries,
viz., Foreign Affairs, Finance, Defense, Interior, Education, Railways, Communications, Agriculture and Mining, Industry, Commerce and
Labor, and Public Health. The Legislative Council has from forty-nine to ninety-nine members serving a term of two years. The Judicial
Council consists of the Highest Court of Judicature and the Ministry of Justice. The Examining Council has charge of the examinations and
it is expressly provided that all public functionaries are to be appointed only after their qualifications have been determined by this Council.
The Control Council has the function of impeachment and also of audit, two powers appropriately vested in the same organ of government.
Over the five Councils is a State Council which is the highest body in the Nationalist Government. It has a President, who is given the title
of President of the Nationalist Government, and from twelve to sixteen State Councillors, from among whom the Presidents and VicePresidents of the five subordinate Councils are appointed}

Incidentally, I may point out that this, if you like, novel system of government disposes of a criticism
sometimes leveled at us, that we blindly adopt Western institutions without regard to their suitability to Chinese
conditions; likewise an analogous criticism, that we are prone to do away with everything old, whether good or
bad. It is evident that neither criticism is justified.
The carping critic may say that it is an instance of the visionary idealism of the Kuomintang to endeavor to
give the Chinese people, a majority of whom are illiterate and politically uneducated, such rights as universal
suffrage, the recall, the initiative, and the referendum, and to expect them to be able to know how to use them. I
admit that it is idealism. Some of the greatest achievements in this world have been due to idealism.
But we are not by any means visionary. We know, none better, the tremendous difficulties in preparing the
Chinese people for the exercise of the rights and functions of modern democracy. Hence, years ago, we had
mapped out three stages or periods in the advance of the Chinese people toward constitutional democratic
government. The first is the military period, when force has to be employed in order that the elements of reaction
and corruption which are hostile to the Revolution may be swept aside. The second period is that of political
tutelage. The people must be given education, and more education, and still more education, in order to prepare
them for the task before them, to fit them for the exercise of their civic rights and the discharge of their
corresponding duties. And, of course, a minimum program for the development of the means of communication
and the material resources of the country must be carried out at the same time. When sufficient advance has been
made along these lines of education and preparation, the third period will have been attained of full constitutional
government.
If it is asked how long it will take to go from one period to another, I am not hardy enough to venture an
answer. It will depend upon many circumstances which are beyond our control. But the time need not be long.
Two or three years ago, many people, Chinese as well as foreign, thought that it was a mad dream for the
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Kuomintang to attempt to unify the whole country. And yet we have seen how, in a surprisingly short space of
time, that dream has materialized in spite of unforeseen difficulties and complications.
At the present moment, for the whole of China, the first period of military force is at an end, and the second
period, that of education and reconstruction, has been reached—with the sole exception of Manchuria where,
through no fault of ours, unforeseen difficulties and complications have arisen. There is no reason that, given a
fair chance, China should not reach the third period also in a surprisingly short space of time and become in the
fullest sense a modern democratic state.
*
We now come to the third principle, namely, Livelihood. As Dr. Sun has said, livelihood is the center of
government, of economics, and of all historical movements. The conditions under which men work and live are
after all those which concern them most. To improve the lot of the masses is probably the most important task that
the Kuomintang has taken upon itself.
A misconception which gained considerable currency at one time was that the economic principle of the
Kuomintang was communistic. As evidence the Nationalist flag, which has a red field, was pointed to. But a New
York flag maker knew better. Last June when the Nationalists captured Peking,\fn{ Peking has since been changed to
Peiping. As Peking means “Northern Capital,” and as the city is no longer the capital of China, the honor now belonging to the historic
capital of China, Nanking, it is obvious that that name would, if continued, be a misnomer. The new name, Peiping, means “Northern
Peace,” and it is not really a new name so much as the revival of an old one—a name which the city had in the middle of the fourteenth
century} the former northern capital, there was a great demand in America for our Nationalist flag. Somebody

ordered one from a flag maker in New York and gave the manufacturer elaborate specifications as to how the
“new” flag was to be made. After a careful study of the directions, the flag maker declared that he had made many
such flags before, and that it was not a new flag at all. He was right. It had, in fact, been the naval flag of China
ever since the inauguration of the Republic. When, back in 1912, this design was adopted as the naval flag,
nobody construed any communistic meaning in it any more than in, for instance, the British red ensign. But on the
adoption of the same design a dozen years later by the Nationalists as the national flag, it was imagined in some
quarters to be convincing evidence that the Nationalists had gone “Red.”
So much for ignorance and suspicion.
To return to economic theories, it is sufficient to say that Dr. Sun, in his public lectures on the Three Principles,
disapproved of some of the basic theories of Karl Marx, such as the materialistic conception of history, the
doctrine of surplus value, and the necessity of class struggle, and considered Marx a “social pathologist,” not a
“social physiologist.”\fn{In this striking phrase, Dr. Sun desired to convey the idea that Marx aimed merely at the cure, and not at the
prevention, of disease in the economic organization of society }
I was once asked by a business man whether the Kuomintang was socialistic. My reply was that if he would
give me a definition of socialism, I would tell him whether we were socialists or not. One wing of socialism, as I
understand it, shades off into communism. On the other hand, some of the activities in which such governments as
the American and the British now engage, and some of the measures which such legislatures as the American
Congress and the British Parliament now are passing, would have been called, fifteen or twenty years ago,
downright socialism.
The truth of the matter is that there are so many species and degrees of socialism that it is difficult to know
what it really is and thus to answer the question whether the Kuomintang is socialist. Instead of going after
illusive definitions, I shall endeavor to give you a broad outline of our economic program.
Four essentials in man’s material life are: food, clothing, shelter, and transportation. Under each of these heads,
much work has to be done in China for the welfare of the population. Take the example of food. China is a great
agricultural country. The soil is fertile. The people are industrious and thrifty. Yet periodically there are great
famines; we are even now in the midst of one in Shantung and the adjacent regions. For this food shortage, aside
from social causes such as civil war or oppression and excessive taxation on the part of the militarists, there are
definite recurring physical causes such as drought, flood, and pests. The Kuomintang has definite ideas and
projects which it wants to develop or which it desires to teach the people in order to solve the problem of food.
Such catastrophes as drought and flood are largely preventable by the application of science and engineering.
There are definite projects of flood control, irrigation, and afforestation. We want to combat the pests and blights
which frequently reduce or destroy the crops; all this calls for government activity and for education of the
farmers. We want to develop an extensive agricultural education so that the farmers will be able to increase the
yield of food supplies per acre by more efficient treatment of the soil, seed selection, rotation of crops, and
agricultural machinery.
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Similarly, in regard to the other three necessaries of life—clothing, housing, and transportation—the
Nationalist Government, in order to meet the needs of four hundred million souls, has a prodigious task before it.
It may be noted also that the problems are interrelated. For example, the transportation problem is closely related
to the food problem. There may be famine in one part of the country and plentiful crops in another, but the food
cannot be supplied to the famine district owing to lack of transportation facilities. Besides the waterways—natural
rivers and artificial canals—there are only seven thousand miles of railway in all China, and about ten thousand
miles of road suitable for motor traffic. The strongest carrier\fn{ Human carrier} cannot take more than about 100
caties (133 lb.) 100 Ii (30 miles) a day, while the capacity of an average carrier is much less than this. Before the
carrier has covered any great distance he will have need of food equivalent to the load he carries, and he will have
consumed it. Thereforre we place great importance on the building of highways and railways, not only for other
considerations, but even in our dealing with the food problem.
In the work of reconstruction and in the development of the country’s vast natural resources, there are two
important requirements. One is capital, and the other is expert knowledge. In both of these China is still deficient.
It is necessary to obtain both, and in considerable quantities, from foreign sources. The Kuomintang is ready to
welcome foreign capital whether in the form of cash or of supplies, and foreign experts whether as organizers or
as advisers. Dr. Sun in his book, The International Development of China, has outlined many projects of varying
magnitude and asked foreign cooperation to carry them out; this book is sufficient contradiction to any
misrepresentation to the effect that the Kuomintang is hostile to foreign enterprise in China.
True, we object to foreign enterprise if it is made an instrument of political domination, imperialistic
penetration, or ruthless exploitation. If the investment of a few millions in a railway means the control of the
railway, and the control of the railway means the establishment of a sphere of influence over the region through
which that railway passes, then we are hostile to such a foreign investment. If, as the consideration for a small
loan, a mining company is forced to agree that its products shall be exported for a long term of years to a foreign
country at a figure below the market rate, so that the company is always on the verge of bankruptcy, while its
mine—a good mine, too—is worked feverishly day after day to export ore in accordance with the agreement, then
we are hostile to such a foreign loan.
If, however, foreign capital goes to China without ulterior motives, purely as a legitimate business proposition
seeking a good investment, then we welcome it, and it will find that there are many good investments in China.
Everybody knows that China is tremendously rich in natural resources of every conceivable kind. It will take
only the magic wand of science and capital in order to make these resources available for the use of mankind.
Likewise, China has unlimited possibilities as a market. That market is free to any comer. We believe in no dogin-the-manger policy. There is enough and more than enough for the benefit of everybody. .
China’s consumption of iron and steel is about 1/180 of that of America. Coal deposits are to be found
everywhere, and yet, owing to lack of development due principally to inadequate means of transportation, China’s
output is about 25,000,000 tons compared with 585,000,000 tons in America. China has an enormous number of
people, and they have to be clad, principally with cotton. Some statistician has worked out how much the
unemployment problem in England or at least in Manchester would be relieved if the Chinese wore their clothes
but one inch longer. Yet China has only 3,500,000 spindles compared with America’s 35,000,000, exactly ten
times as many, and England’s 57,000,000; and, furthermore, of China’s spindles, nearly one-half are foreign
owned.
There is, therefore, a wide range of possibilities for private enterprise both in natural resources and in potential
markets. While the policy is in general to be no limitation to the field for private enterprise, there are certain
industries which we believe should be managed and controlled by the state. These are the industries which affect
the welfare or the convenience of a large proportion of the citizens of the country and which are monopolistic in
character.
As an instance, I would mention the railways. Whatever may be the conditions in certain countries, such as
America and England, which justify private ownership of railways, the tendency in most countries of the world is
toward state ownership and control. In China the reasons for such ownership and control are particularly strong.
Owing to the difficulty of communications in this vast territory, the railway wields an enormous influence. This is
as true now in China as it was in the early days of Canada or of your own western States; perhaps even more so.
We believe that that influence should not get into private, much less foreign, hands. This does not mean that
private capital and foreign capital should not be invested in railways; it simply means that the ownership and
control of the railways should be vested in the state.
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What is true of railways is also true of certain other monopolistic key industries, say, the wireless or
hydroelectric power. If these were to fall into private hands, human nature being what it is, abuses are bound to
creep in and complaints will inevitably arise. We believe that much of the trouble between capital and labor in
many countries is due to this cause. We believe that one of the principal causes for the appearance of communism
is to be found here. By the “regulation of capital”—that is, by the limitation of the sphere of activity of private
capital—we hope to avoid some of the pitfalls and to profit by the experience of western countries.
An economic problem which looms large in many of the old countries is that of land. A great percentage of the
land of these countries is in the hands of a few who are able thereby to exploit the peasants. The Russian
revolution was due principally to the agrarian situation. Right now several European countries are face to face
with this problem.
Fortunately for China, we have no such problem; the reason for this is the democratic nature of our laws. We
do not have the rule of primogeniture, which in other countries is responsible for the maintenance of large landed
estates. In China, since time immemorial, when a man dies, his estate, whether real or personal (these terms are
unknown in Chinese jurisprudence), is divided equally among all his sons. The first-born does not get all of the
land as in some other countries; he gets merely a share like the rest. Sometimes he gets a little more than the
others, at most a double portion, because as the eldest son and therefore the representative of the family he has
more duties to perform which entail expense.
But a double portion is the most he is permitted to get, and the younger sons do not become landless. Thus, no
matter how large an estate a man may amass during his lifetime, on his death it will be divided, and with
succeeding generations it will be more and more subdivided.
Therefore, at the present time, land with us is held by a greater proportion of the population, probably, than in
any other country. We do not know the great estate in the European sense of the word.
In fact, our problems are the reverse. Owing to the fact that there are so many small landholders, in these days
of mass production and the use of machinery we would have to organize our peasantry in order to take advantage
of modern improvements. Our small landowners are poor. The margin that separates them from want and even
starvation is narrow. When in a bad year there is a bad crop, usurers lend money on the security of their land at
ruinous rates of interest, and when the mortgage falls due the land is promptly foreclosed and an erstwhile owner
of land becomes a farm hand. The easiest way to eliminate this form of exploitation is by the establishment of
agricultural banks.
So much for rural land.
In regard to urban land we are beginning to face a problem of another sort. Our people are distributed over the
land rather than concentrated in cities. Comparatively speaking, we have no big metropolitan cities, such as New
York, London, or Paris. The back-to-the-land movement is unnecessary as we have always lived on the land. With
the beginning of the industrial movement, however, there is, in certain regions at any rate, a movement of the
population to the cities. You are familiar with the housing conditions in some of your great cities, how the
members of a family and indeed sometimes the members of several families are huddled together in the small
space of one room and are paying high rent for this. The land on which the tenement house stands may be owned
by someone who, as a matter of speculation, bought it cheap twenty or ten years ago, and who now finds that its
value has increased many times.
Just now, in China, as reconstruction is the order of the day, many cities are being improved by the building
and widening of roads, the opening of parks, and the construction of residences and factories, and even new ports
and cities are being laid out and built. It is very easy for a few land speculators, or as you would call them “land
sharks,” to buy up acres of land for a song and to await the improvements and developments which will come
from the efforts and energies of others, whether the state or the municipality or enterprising individuals. These
speculators would monopolize the land and reap the benefit of the exertions of others without having done
anything themselves to contribute to the prosperity of the locality. Not only would a few men have thus gained
profits, and disproportionate profits, but they would artificially raise the price of the land, cause congestion of
population and compel the poor people to live in crowded tenements.
The Kuomintang proposes by a simple plan of land taxation to remove this evil. Recognizing the inevitable
presence of speculation, it desires that the reward of effort shall fall principally to those who have made the effort,
and that land values shall not be artificially kept too high. The plan of land taxation is in substance as follows.
Land is registered with the municipal government at a value estimated by the owner. The land is taxed
according to that valuation. We think that this valuation, though made by the owner, will not be far from the
market value of the land, because we make it plain to him that the municipality has the option of buying it from
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him at that figure. The proposed rate of taxation under this plan is higher than the rate land pays now in Chinese
cities, but no higher than the rate usually paid in typical European or American cities. Vacant lots we shall tax
higher than lots built upon, in order to discourage speculation and to encourage building. When land is sold at a
profit, the difference between the selling price and the last registered price represents an increase which is due
principally to the efforts of others; in other words, this increase represents unearned increment. It is no hardship
on the owner to pay a tax on this unearned increment of 30 per cent or 40 per cent. When the land is not sold, the
unearned increment can be easily ascertained by a periodical valuation report of landowners.
This, briefly, is the plan. In our opinion it will not only remove the evils I have mentioned, but it will also
discourage the investment of too much money in land and will free capital for industrial enterprises.
These two proposals—one the regulation of capital, and the other the equalization of land—are not by any
means startling or revolutionary innovations, as various countries have adopted or are beginning to adopt one or
the other. On the one hand, the sphere of government activities is being enlarged year after year. Whether it is the
management of railways in the case of one country, or the construction of dams and reservoirs in the case of
another country, the general conviction is that, in the present stage of human progress, certain enterprises are
monopolistic in character, and that since they affect the welfare of a large proportion of the people they should be
in the hands not of single individuals but of all the individuals of the country as represented by the government.
On the other hand, schemes similar to our proposed land taxation system have been evolved and are operating
in certain countries. Even in England, a proposal was made not long ago to tax unearned increments, and nearer
home we have the example of the city of Tsingtao, which, ever since German occupation and development as a
modern city, has had such a system of land taxation.
*
With the general tendency of the age toward liberal legislation and social reform, I need hardly say that we of
the Kuomintang are entirely in sympathy and accord. This tendency in our country, as in every other civilized
country, is being expressed in regard to opportunities for improvement for women and for workers, both in
agriculture and industries.
Legal, social, and economic equality for women is on our program. Women in China have never, even in the
past, been relegated to the position of subordination and disadvantage which they have occupied in some other
countries; but it is our party’s aim to accord to them complete equality with men. For example, last winter, in the
committee, of which I was one of the three members, for the revision of our criminal code, we were instrumental
in removing a disparity in the legal treatment of women. At the present moment, there are women members both
in the highest governing body of the Nationalist Party—the Central Executive Committee—and in the highest
governing body of the Nationalist Government—the Council.
We are striving for the improvement of the lot of the peasants and of the workmen. Trade unions have been
legalized, and we are drawing up an ambitious labor code, in line with the trend of legislation in liberal countries.
To assist the peasants, who constitute, it is estimated, perhaps 85 per cent of our population, we are beginning to
organize them both for defense against banditry, and for cooperation in production and distribution of agricultural
products.
In the matter of education, so important to intelligent citizenship, so vital to the success of democracy,
universal compulsory elementary education is our goal. Although the percentage of literacy in the population is
small compared with the present percentage in other civilized countries, Chinese of all classes have always had
great respect for scholarship and a natural taste for intellectual culture. Even among the peasantry and laborers
there is appreciation of the value of education.
Lack of opportunity, due principally to lack of schools, has been the main cause of illiteracy. Thoughtful men
throughout the nation are realizing as never before the importance of education for the masses of the people, and
are throwing themselves wholeheartedly and unselfishly into the work. Some of these educators are devoting
themselves to simplifying the written language. Others are developing the mass education movement, going out
personally as teachers and instructors in cities and villages. All these efforts have the entire support and
cooperation of the Kuomintang.
*
In this rapid sketch I have touched upon only the principal points in our domestic program. I can give you but a
general idea of what we want to do and the motive for doing it. You have seen that, while retaining the best in our
old civilization and culture, we want to make of China a modern nation politically, socially, and economically. For
a group to attempt to do this with a country larger than the whole of Europe and containing a quarter of the
inhabitants of the globe is, as you may imagine, a herculean task. Nevertheless, we believe we shall succeed
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because we have no other object than the promotion of the welfare of the people, and we feel that in our task the
sympathy and support of the entire peole are with us.
205.171 Excerpts from China And Gandhian India: 1. “The Theory And The Process Of Change In China” 2.
“The Doom Of The Manchu Dynasty”\fn{by Carsun Chang aka Chang Chia-sen (1886-1969)} Paoshan District, Kiangsu
Province, China (M) 14
1
The beginning of the nineteenth century brought the Napoleonic wars to a close, and the Western Powers,
having settled their own problems, began to extend their political and economic influences to the Far East. China
consequently became a problem both to the Chinese themselves and to the rest of the world. The question for
China was how to live with the Western countries, how to understand their ways of life and how to adapt herself
to the modern world.
Fundamentally it was not only a question of military defence or diplomacy or economic life, it was the
question of the approach of two cultural systems towards each other. Every cultural system which goes back
thousands of years, has a set of outlooks, ideas, beliefs, habits, preferences and aversions. Their mental faculties
again have their roots deep-set in such institutions as Religion, Morality, Law, Government. Art and Technology.
The one dapends on the others, or the parts thereof depend on the whole. The opening of the door of China to the
West was not like the establishment of diplomatic relations between England and France, or Germany and Russia.
Many more things were involved in China’s opening to the West.
Throughout her past history China had lived mostly in isolation, having dealings with no country who was
really her equal, for her neighbours were all inferior to her. Hence she had been proud of her culture and outlook.
This mental background prevented her from having a smooth intercourse with the Western countries. The Chinese
Emperor demanded that Ambassadors from foreign countries should kneel down and bow three times (kotow)
before him. This the Western Embassies declined from doing. This incident reveals the vast difference between
the etiquette observed in the Court of China and that prevailed in European Courts.
The question of kotow was not the only obstacle to the friendship and mutual understanding of China and the
West. There were other trivialities which rendered their understanding difficult, such as the appearance of ladies at
social gatherings and the dancing parties with ladies and gentlemen as partners. These differences of custom in
their respective ways of life caused the Chinese to seriously consider whether the foreigners were civilised or still
barbaric!
The term “Barbarian” first made its appearance in the Greek language, and it implied the feeling of one nation
looking down upon another. Thus the Chinese basing their approach on their own standard of human values, tried
to decide whether the foreigners knew filial piety which was a subject discqssed in the book Learn written by
Chang Chi-tung, Viceroy of the two Lake Provinces in the year of 1898. This shows that when two cultural
systems, different in their ideas and outlook, begin to encounter each other, there are bound to be
misunderstandings, frustrations, and checkmates which make them hostile against each other. If the Westerners
had come to China as the Jesuits did in the latter part of the sixteenth century and the early part of the seventeenth
century, whose leading members were Matteo Ricci (1552-1610) and Johan Adam Schall von Bell (1591-1666),
then a harmonious working between them and the Chinese scholars might have been possible, as was clearly
shown in the case of the Jesuits. But the penetration of Western influence in the nineteenth century was different;
they came with opium and warships, consequently the Chinese reaction was antagonistic and suspicious. Even the
right of the Westerners to evangelize was stipulated in their political treaties, which made the Chinese masses
doubt the sincerity of their motives. Only after repeated defeats of the Chinese by the Westerners, the Opium War
(1842), the treaties of Tientsin (1858), and the occupation of Peking by British and French forces (1860), were the
eyes of Chinese statesmen open to the fact that the foreigners were not barbarians in the old sense of the term. Yet,
there were many elements in their ideas and beliefs which made China’s work of adaptation to the modern world
very difficult.
The Chinese believed that their culture was the best and that no other could equal it. This superiority complex
made it imposible for them to understand the modern mind and outlook, and to adopt the modern institutions of
Europe for themselves. The following list of conflicting ideas may help to show how the difference in outlook
constituted the chief obstacles to the Chinese appreciation of the civilization of the West:
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CHINA

Cosmopolitanism
Confucianism
Familism
Chinese Classics
Agriculture
Illiteracy
Absolute Monarchy

WESTERN COUNTRIES

Nationalism
Christianity
Individualism
Science and Philosophy
Industry and Technology
Mass Education
Democracy.

China, in the Old Days, was never conscious of herself in the sense of modern Nationalism. She considered
herself a world apart from the rest of the World, in the same way as Europe in the Middle Ages considered herself
a world of Christendom. China was not conscious of the importance of boundaries as Erasmus was, who travelled
in all parts of Europe and was respected throughout the Continent. With such a background it was difficult for
China to organise herself on a Nationalistic basis; politically, militarily, and economically.
The contrast between Confucianism and Christianity was even greater. Confucianism is a system of ethical
teaching more concerned about human relationship than a Divine revelation on the Way of Life. In spite of that,
Buddhism was introduced into China during the Han Dynasty. Buddhism is akin to Confucianism, that is, it has a
rationalistic basis.
Christianity announces the Kingdom of Heaven in a form of Revelation and presents Jesus Christ as the son of
God. It denounces a selfish worldly life, and advocates that Man should live as a Child of God. Such a religion,
that brings God into the World, offers a big gap to the Chinese mind.
After the canonization of Confucius, the knowledge of Chinese scholars was derived mostly from bookknowledge. They forgot that the most fertile source of knowledge is Nature itself. The scholars left agriculture and
industry to the peasants and craftsmen, consequently these things were not a part of the Scientific study. They
knew little about Nature, and thus Science was retarded and neglected.
The masses of the people were ignorant, so they took no part in politics and the like. Politics was considered
the business of Empire-builders, that is, the founders of the various dynasties. Though the people had something
to say with regard to local government, it was due more to the laissez-faire policy of the Central Government than
to their own conciousness of such a need. With such a political and cultural background, it was naturally difficult
for China to meet the aggressive Western guests on an equal footing, for the latter were scientifically, technically.
and politically well equipped for a fight between the nations.
*
The Chinese believed that their methods of government, of securing knowledge, and their beliefs were the only
possible ones. This conceit blinded them, and was responsible for theer losing the power of response. Confucius’s
teaching was the true one; the idea of Heaven on earth and Jesus Christ as God’s Son was, from the point of view
of Chinese ethical positivism, something impossible. As there is only one sun in the sky, so there was only one
ruler of the people; what is called Democracy or a constitutional government, in which the people have the final
say, was something incomprehensible to the Chinese mind. The on!y source of their knowledge was the book;
they had seldom tried to read the book of Nature. If the approach to Religion, Government. and Knowledge is so
different on both sides of Eurasia it is no wonder that it must take a long time before China can give up her own
and accept the Western point of view.
After the Opium War of 1842 and the treaties of Tientsin of 1858, Chinese statesmen began to recognise the
superiority of the Westerners in their gun-making and their ship-building. Thus they began to build an arsenal in
Shanghai and a dockyard in Foochow, and machine factories in other places. They realised that closely connected
with arms and warships, Mathematics and the Natural Sciences make for the foundation of a modern State. Hence
they started a Bureau of Translation by means of which many works on Mathematics, Astronomy. Physics,
Chemistry, Navigation, and International Law were translated into Chinese. So far the recognition of the
superiority of the Western Powers was limited only to the field of things physical and tangible.
Since the end of the last century\fn{ This work was published in 1956 } the Chinese mind was concerned with the
main issue. i.e. the change that was taking place. The advocacy of the need of change was the target towards
which all effort was directed. The following article written by Shih Fu-chen, the third Chinese Ambassador to the
Court of St. James, in the year of 1880, shows how he worked out the theory of change from Chinese history. Shih
Fu-chen was one of the Private Secretaries to Tseng Kuo-fan, who worked with Li Hung-chang, Shun Pao-tseng,
and others for the building of arsenals and dockyards from 1861 to 1886.
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Shih Fu-chen saw that mere change in the field of arms and warships was inadequate. He emphasised the
wider scope of change in the fields of Administration, Civil Service and Education:
Probably not more than ten thousand years have passed since the beginning of the human race, and in its history we
can detect a very definite sequence of change. In the course of the first few hundred years the world underwent
relatively little change; after many thousands of years the world changed greatly. During the period of primitive
mankind man lived very much as the animals. In ancient days the emperors, such as the Yellow Emperor, trained the
people in the making of fire, the building of houses the making of nets and ploughs, boats and clothes, bows and
arrows, and even the art of writing. With these the world of primitive man became a world of civilization. From the
beginning of the Yao and Shun dynasties to the time of the Hsia, Shang,\fn{The most ancient of the Chinese dynasties
with the earliest known written records, 1570-1045BC} and Chou dynasties peace reigned throughout the country, until
the time of Chin Shih Emperor Huang-Ti\fn{2697-2597BC. He was called the Yellow Emperor, and is considered to be
a legendary ruler, one of the five mythical emperors preceeding the Xia Dynasty (2205-1570BC, the first Chinese
dynasty, though itself legendary)} two thousand years later, when the feudal system was abolished, when good
institutions disappeared and when the world of the feudal system changed into a world of administrated areas. During
the time of the Han, T’ang Sung and Ming dynasties foreign invasions troubled the country, coming from the Northern
tribes representing the Huns, Turks, Turfans or Mongols.
From the Chin dynasty till today another two thousand years have passed, and now it is the Western countries who,
because of their superiority in technology as well as in machines, have become so powerful that we must be aware of
them. These foreigners are travelling thousands of miles as if they were travelling from one house to another; they
master storms and waves with the same ease as the shaking of hands; they have opened the whole world to commerce
and trade; and even if Yao and Shun were alive today they could not possibly close their doors and insist upon livjng in
isolation.
Today it is absolutely necessary that China must be integrated, connected with the rest of the world. We must realise
that when the world changes a little, rules and methods can and must change a little too; but when there are great
changes in the world, there must be great changes in rules and methods also. Because of a changing world situation the
necessity for changes is great, not forgetting that when there is no change we must retain our old institutions and
philosophies.
What has been handed over to us by former dynasties does not all have to be overthrown; but with regard to the
salaries of civil servants, codes of administration, the deterioration of the old army system, our whole educational
system and our ignorance of things that are practical, such institutions and philosophies must yield to change. If such
things are not changed, only their deterioration will increase; and even in a time when no enemy is surrounding us we
must follow this trend of change. Otherwise we shall commit the grave mistake of only changing the façade of the
building instead of rebuilding the whole house, so permitting the deterioration to continue from the inside.
The Western countries are competitive Powers. China has now been drawn into this pattern, so that we are forced to
develop commerce and mining and the like, otherwise we shall remain poor while they grow rich. Industry and
manufacture must be developed, otherwise we shall remain unskilled while they are skilled. Railway and boat
communications must be improved, otherwise we remain slow while they are fast. The policy of diplomacy and
administration and national defence must be reformed, otherwise we remain weak while they are strong; we are isolated
while they work together.
The Yellow Emperor first made bows and arrows, and constructed the compass in order to conquer the Tze-yu tribe;
the feudal lord of Chi in the Chou dynasty\fn{1045-256BC} encouraged craftsmanship, and the manufacture of salt,
and the preparation of fish, and the feudal lords that surrounded him paid tribute.
The Yellow Emperor and the feudal lord of Chi were sages, for they not only sought wealth and power for
themselves, but were primarily concerned with the welfare of their people. As China finds herself today among the rank
and file of powerful nations, how can she forget the art of accumulating wealth or the strengthening of her military
defences?
Some may suggest that in imitating the foreigners; we shall become foreigners ourselves; but this idea, must be
refuted. While clothes, language and customs will always remain Chinese, the utilization of knowledge and the
development of natural resources must be of benefit to all the people in the world. While the West discovered the secret
of the the natura] sciences, we must not, believe that the West can monopolise this knowledge forever. If the Chinese
could study these sciences, perhaps in a hundred years, we might be able to make a contribution to the Occident. If we
adopt the instruments and mathematics of the Western world in order to protect the Tao of Yao, Shun, Yu, Tang Wen,
Wu, Chou, Kung and Confucius, then the foreigners will not, look down upon China. If Yao, Shun, Chou, Kung and
Confucius were alive today, I believe they would do the same,
This may be considered as the use of barbarian methods to change China, so that in the end, China will be strong
enough to change the barbarians. The world of change is endless, so the ways to meet these changes are endless too. If
we live today and insist upon the old ways of the primitive world to continue it would be like living in the period of
Shen-nung, where agricultural methods have already been introduced, yet we insisted on clothing ourselves with skins
and eating the blood of animals. It would also be like fighting the tribe of Tze-yu who made use of the knowledge of
bows and arrows while we still used our bare hands. Only by following the ways of the sages of old will China surely
find the trodden path; even if we change the ways and the rules and the laws, yet the old ideas of the laws of the sages
can well be incorporated.
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What should be borne in mind is that firstly Shih Fu-chen took a long range view of history in order to prove
that there is a law of change throughout World History.
Secondly, that the Emperors Yao, Shun, Yu, Tang, Wen and Wu, who were, in the books of Confucius and
Mencius, the embodinent of an unchangeable law, are\fn{ The text has: and} now considered as men of adaptation
according to the new circumstances surrounding them.
Thirdly, his quotation of the words “the use of barbarian methods to change China” is familiar to the Chinese
mind so that his advice will be sweet to the Chinese ear.
Fourthly, Shih’s words “if we adopt the instruments and mathematics of the Western world in order to protect
the Tao of Yao, Shun, Yu, Tang, etc.,” means that the fundamental principles not much further than the school of
making new guns and warships, but his emphasis on the need of change is very valuable.
Shih Fu-chen’s emphasis on the need of change is a contrast to show that the Chinese mind of his time was, in
general, still conservative and reactionary. He hoped that by giving the historical evidences revealing the law of
change [he] might pave the way for the modernization of China.
*
After the Sino-Japanese War in 1894, the defeat of China by Japan was a much greater shock than the previous
defeats by England and France. The Chinese began to study the reasons for Japan’s rise to power. The conclusion
reached was that the Japanese reforms went much deeper and were more thorough than the Chinese reforms.
At this time the leading advocate for reform was Kang Yu-wei. He was one of the research scholars who
reepresented the view that the Confucian Classics, written in the form of modern script (he referred to the later
chapters) were the authentic [chapters], and that the Classics written in the old script, which had been recognised
since the later Han dynasty, were not authentic. This originally was a question of text criticism. but led to the
polemic: who is the real Confucius?
Kang Yu-wei began the movement in favour of the modern script texts, but he came to the point of view that
Confucius was a reformer. His book The Reform-Idea of Confucius will be dealt with here briefly. His main idea
is given in his preface of this book as follows:
Two thousand three hundred and seventy-six years after the death of Confucius, Kang Yu-wei read his book and
deeply thought over this question: Why had not this country, which has been for more than two thousand years, and has
an arca of 40 thousand lis and a population of 400 million inhabitants, not enjoyed a great peace and a rule of Grand
Harmony?
Since Heaven gave birth to such a Saint, a teacher of ten thousand years ago, a guardian of of the People, a founder
of Religion, one would expect the Chinese to be more advanced than they are. Unfortunately he lived his life in a
period of disorder, hence he could only write down his scheme of government in books. in which he divided the
development into three stages: first, stage of disorder; second, stage of small tranquillity; third, stage of Grand
Harmony.
In these three stages there is a monastic idea: the Heavenly virtue is love. Love expresses itself in all forms of living
beings. So the principle of Government is Humanitarianism. Fighting. violence, disorder and war should be stopped,
and a world of lave should take its place.

The three stages of development tell us that the world of Confucius was not stationary, but in a process of
change. Kang Yu-wei’s idea of the process of change is more explicitly expressed in another article, in which the
theory of the three stages is brought together in it. He said:
A Saint is a doctor. The doctor’s prescription varies with the disease. When the disease changes, the medicine must
also be changed. The scheme of government of a Saint changes with the changes of time. When conditions change his
program must change also. Of the six classics written by Confucius the key-books are the Book of Change and the
Spring and Autumn Annals. In the Book of Change it is said:
When an impasse is reached, the only thing to do is to change; when changes have been made, then things
can move on.

These words come from Confucius, because he is afraid that when an old prescription is applied to a new disease, it
will probably only kill the patient. In the Annals of Spring and Autumn the theory of the three stages is expounded: the
first stage of disorder, the second stage of small tranquillity and the third stage of Grand Harmony. The measures
applied to each of the three stages should be different. When one stage comes to an end, the change of measure must
follow. This shows how thoughtful and many-sided Confucius is.
China is one of the many nations. Now it seems that she is exhausted, and that she has lost her vitality. The reasons
for this exhaustion are that while the other nations are advancing, China sticks to what is old.

*
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The Confucius who pioneered the theory of the three stages is very different from the Confucius in the
Analects, who gave us an unchangeable law of human relationship.
In the Spring and Autumn Annals, which is a record of the events happening in a period of 240 years.
Confucius has to divide the period into different Stages; and it is no doubt in the mind of Confucius, that after the
period of feudal lords in which fighting was the daily business, there would be a period of peace and order. It is
too much an assumption to say that Confucius is the forerunner of the modem theory of political evolution.
But Kang Yu~wei’s advocacy of the need of change in the name of Confucius was so effective that his books
worked like a typhoon or volcanic eruption, as is described by his disciple Liang Chi-chao. Liang’s book has,
actually, little to do with the text criticism, but works effectively for the idea of change. Gradually this idea of
change has not only applied to the need of making new weapons of defence, but has been extended to the fields of
administration, law, justice and constitution. This is the main objective of Kang Yu-wei and his followers. It is
called the Reform Movement or the Movement for Changing the Ways of Government.
But this idea of change, once started, is not easily kept within certain limits. It is widened to become a law of
the Universe. Liang Chi-chao, the disciple of Kang Yu-wei, wrote an article called “Changing the Government
Ways,” with the following ideas expressed:
Why should the methods of Government be changed? Because everything in the Universe is changing. A day
changes into night.. The change from warm season to cold makes a year. In the beginning the Earth was in a fluid state,
gradually it changed into a solid and the plants and animals grew out of it. Through the change of destruction and
annihilation the world manifested itself in different forms. By the building of protoplasm and its destruction, and by
taking in Nitrogen and breathing out Oxygen, these endless changes make a living being. In the moment when it ceases
to change, there will be no world and no human life.
So change is the natural law. The past must become the present. From time immemorial there has been change in
everything. and in every moment. This is a natural law which no man can stop. This is the idea which I shall shout
abroad.

Later he says:
Government is a matter with which everyone is concerned. Change is the natural law of the Universe, and whether
you like it or not, change still goes on. If you change your ways by taking advantage of the natural course of change,
then the power to change is in your own hand, and your land, race, and religion will be protected.

Here the reader will notice the form of language, Geological formation and Metabolism, used by Liang Chichao. His way or expression is very different from that of Shih Fu-chen, who could not separate himself from the
Sage-Emperors Yao, Shun, Yu, Tang, etc. The language here used is the best indication of the incorporation of
Western knowledge into the mind of a Chinese Confucian scholar. This idea of change demands novelty on the
one hand, but on the other it claims that the old methods must be given up. Liang Chi-chao is the man who
through his fluent writings imparted all new ideas to China; philosophy, science, law, government, economics,
finance, and history. Let us read his praise of the modern world:
The world of today is a new world. Its mind, its science, its government methods, its law, its technologies, its
military equipment, its society, its personalities: everything is new. Everything, whether visible or invisible, strikes a
way which has never been known before, and gives us a new horizon. Wonderful and magnificent is the new Measure.

While the demand for the new is increasing, it is natural that the old things are considered obstacles, and the
traditional ways will be denounced. Tan Shih-tung, also a follower of Kang Yu-wei, denounced the old traditions
most vehemently:
The new can only be planted when the old has been cut off.

The attitude of Tan Shih-tung towards the question of human life is one of disgust with\fn{ The text has: of} the
bonds that make man a prisoner; so he stands for the theory of breaking the chains of man’s bondage. He says in
the preface of his own book Humanitarianism:
We should break first the chains of money and power; secondly the chain of philological study and literary style
(prevailing at that time in China); thirdly, the chain of monarchy; fourthly, the chains of the five human relationships;
and lastly, the chains of Heaven and Religion.
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In this last respect he is, on the one hand, influenced by Buddhism, and on the other, he tries to transcend it.
Such a bold statement is seldom found in the writings of a Chinese scholar. It is only possible when he is
convinced of the superiority of the West and is fed up with the traditional ways of China.
But Tan knows well that Confucius set up the chains of bondage for ancient China. Yet he believes in the
theory of Kang Yu-wei, that Confucius expressed the theory of the three stages, which means that Confucius stood
for progress. Tan tried to reconcile the two aspects of Confucian teaching. Tan did it as follows:
It is very unfortunate that Confucius is not living today. In his time, the rules concerning the monarchical system
were numerous and complicated. The idea of human relationship, the ceremonies and other kinds of ties and
prohibitions had their roots deep in the minds of human beings, and could hardly be swept away in a single stroke. It
was a period of disorder, so Confucius had to keep pace with the rest of China. But he still expressed his high ideals in
subtle and delicate language in order to give some suggestions to the people. What he expressed explicitly was that he
was bound by the monarchical system, which was a part of the period of disorder. But the scholars overlooked this
aspect of subtlety; they only know what is explicitly expressed. They tried to emphasise the distinctions between the
superior and the subordinate, which only resulted in the continuation of the system of tyranny, i. e, L’Etat cest
moi.”\fn{“I am the State,” attributed to Louis XIV, one of the most absolute of absolute French monarchs:H}

Tan denounced the monarchical syste m as follows:
In the beginning of the organization of society there was no distinction between the ruler and the ruled; thus all the
people were equal. When the number of people increased, they could not manage all affairs for the good of all, because
the problems were increasing with the increase in population, so the people elected one amongst them to be their ruler.
Since he was elected by the people, they, the people, could also dismiss him from the office of ruler. The ruler was to
manage the business for the people, and the ministers were to assist him to carry on the business for the good of all.
Taxes were paid by the people to meet the expenses of management. …
Now experience has shown, that when the ruler is elected and supported, he exhausts the revenue by
mismanagement and personal greed; but this revenue, obtained from the labour, sweat, and life of the people, was given
to him in trust, to be used for the general good. He enjoys all the fruits of the business for his amusement, extravagance,
licentiousness, and killings. Not only does he enjoy them himself, but he hands them down to his descendants for
generations to come. Thus all sorts of oppressions arise.

Again he criticized the theory of subordination, which was supposed to be a part of the Confucian ethical
system. Tan said:
The subordination of the ruled to the ruler has been described above. Then the subordination of the child to the
father, and of the wife to the husband is also involved. The theory of the three subordinations places a prohibition on
the people, so that they cannot speak or even think. The people are suppressed, and their scope is limited by this kind of
bondage. The relationship between the ruler and the ruled was sometimes criticized because it was an artificial one. But
with regard to the relationship between the father and the son, everyone is silent because it is ordained by Heaven. They
do not realise that under Heaven all are equal, thus the child is equal to the father. The position of the daughter-in-law
with regard to her mother and father-in-law is even worse, because she is treated like a slave. A man and a woman
sometimes marry without being acquainted with each other, yet they are bound to live together for life. Upon what
grounds is the husband superior to the wife? After the Sung dynasty the Confucianists expounded a theory that the
loyalty of a women to her husband was a much greater issue than the question of her starvation after his death. So the
woman preferred to die than to remarry. Thus a noose was put round the woman’s neck for life. The Chinese laughed at
the Westerns because they do not observe the theory of human relationship, so the Chinese were antagonistic towards
them. Yet I do not see how the Chinese observe the theory of human relationship. The Emperor, besides having the
Empress for a wife, can have many concubines. This is a flagrant violation of the order of the human relationship. An
Emperor can castrate a man to make him an eunuch, and he can also keep many women in the palace under closed
doors. This is another sign indicating how the natural order of men and women has been disobeyed. This kind of cruel
behaviour is worse than that of the animals. Therefore the despotic kings prefer a theory of three subordinations and
create an ethical and legal code for their own benefit.

This article is a very strong protest against the prevailing social and political organizations of China. This
means nothing less than that it should be overthrown.
*
We now see that change, when once\fn{The text has: ones} it is started, can have quite unexpected consequences.
It is like rolling a stone from the top of a mountain; it cannot be stopped in the middle. and must reach the earth. I
may say here that the slogans, “Down with Confucius,” “Overthrow the feudal system” started by Dr. Hu-hsih and
by the Communists after 1918, had already been suggested by Tan Shih-tung in 1896. No doubt Tan is a more
radical thinker than either Kang or Liang.
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It is evident that once change is set afoot, it demands the new and denounces the old. The movement once
started by Kang, Liang and Tan does not seem to stop even today when the Communist party is in power.
In actual politics the objective of Kang and Liang was to reform. This reform was the next stage in
development following the first stage of gun-making and shipbuilding. Kang and Liang asked for a reform which
was to be extended to Administrative, Judicial, Legislative, Educational and Industrial fields. In simple language
they wanted a constitutional government instead of an absolute monarchy.
This movement failed after the so-called 100 days’ reform, but it was continued by Dr. Sun-yat-sen. Dr. Sun
went further and asked that the government should be changed from a Monarchy to a Republic. Even this
Republican form of government did not seem to produce the required good results. Then the Communist went a
stage further and asked for a Prolitariat Dictatorship.
These demands for the new go on and on and do not seem to stop anywhere. Why? The answer I can give is
Maladjustment.
*
In the beginning when the change was first sought, if the Manchus could have adapted themselves to the
situation and started some reforms, then this drift for reform could have been canalized and regulated. This was
not done by the Manchus. After the Republic, if Yuan Shih-kai could have put the Government on a stable and
legal basis, this drift for the new might have been directed into a proper channel.
But he played the Republican constitution like a toy. Even the politicians did the same because they were
inexperienced. They wanted to give a show but did not bother to put the stage on a solid foundation.
After some years of warlordism Came the K.M.T.\fn{ Kuomintang} Dictatorship. Although it came back later to
the idea of Democracy, it was too corrupt to be reformed.
Now the Communist is on the stage. Under the Manchus and the Republic there were many opportunities for
satisfying the demand for change, and the Government could have been put on a sound basis. Because of the
repeated failures, the young generation has become more dissatisfied and gradually more radical.
The leaders coming into power did not have deep convictions and had insufficient vision to lead. They started
any system which was popular at the time. First the fascist Dictatorship was introduced by Chiang Kai-sek, and
now it is followed by a Communist Dictatorship. The leaders do not care whether their system of govemment
suits China or not; they only wish how to become popular, and how to stay in power. Nobody can predict where
all this will lead.
Any government, if it is good, should run smoothly, like a book or a piece of music. First, there must be a
central idea by which one is inspired. and moved to express. It must be arranged like the verses in a poem, the
parts having their function and unifying the whole into a beautiful piece of work. A government should be creative
and constructive, and there must be as much pleasure in practicing what is right, good, and beautiful, for its own
sake, just as the poet or artist finds pleasure in his work for its own sake and not for the remuneration he receives.
Or again, a government should be like a piece of music: all the notes must be in harmony. If some of the notes
jar upon the ear, the whole piece is spoilt and it becomes a third-rate composition. No artist can produce a work of
art unless he conforms to the basic rules of his particular art.
In the same way, a statesman who leads a movement must conform to certain laws. Jazz is very popular today:
does that make it good music? Is a government system necessarily good because it is popular? The statesman is an
expert in his work of governing, or should be! Does the expert mechanic do something contrary to good
engineering, just because he will be popular by so doing? The expert is chosen for the work because the people do
not know as much as he does. If that was not the case, the people would never have chosen one man to rule them
as they did in early times. If then, that expert uses his special knowledge to harm the people in their ignorance,
there must, of necessity, be chaos and dissatisfaction as a result of his deception. The ship of State must be ably
steered towards a definite goal, and not merely left to drift whichever way the wind blows, for it might be
wrecked in a storm.
If the ship deviates from its course it may get completely lost, and may never be found until it is too late. A
Chinese proverb expresses:
In the beginning, the deviation may only be by a tenth or two tenths of an inch, but in the end it will deviate from the
original course by 1,000 miles.

Thus it was, that the deviation brought about by Reform and Revolution, was of a fractional nature, but it has
led China to an end which none but the Communists could have predicted.
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Not one of the great reformers who advocated the need for change could have foreseen the results of their
labours. And this is the result of change without adequate guidance. Change may be good, but one must, when one
changes one’s course, see clearly where, and to what end, one is moving; for change, without aim and vision. is
the most dangerous thing in the world.
2
The Manchus ruled over China for over 250 years, but they were never really popular with the Chinese people,
because they were non-Chinese. They succeeded in conquering China because of the weakness of the Ming
dynasty and the disorder then prevailing in Peking.
When the Manchus first got within the Great Wall, they were not sure whether they could hold China or not.
So they worked with the Chinese who surrendered to them, and allowed the Chinese to keep their customs and
conventions as if nothing had happened. Later the Manchus issued orders that the Chinese should shave their
heads and keep a queue. The order made the Chinese conscious that they had lost their independence and were
slaves to the Manchus.
After the fall of China to the five Barbarians and to the Liaos and the Kins in the Sung dynasty, and the
conquest of China by the Mongols, it was the third or fourth fall of China to a non-Chinese race. This is a disgrace
to the Chines e people.
In 1644, the Chinese knew that they were not in a position to drive the Manchus out of China. Yet they tried
hard to keep the Ming dynasty alive in the Southwest of China, but they failed utterly. How great was the
disappointment and how strong was the will to resist is shown in the stories of leading scholars, who stuck to the
Chinese tradition that a man should be loyal only to one dynasty, and not to two; a woman of character should
marry only one husband, and not two. This tradition may appear today as old-fashioned, but it is the foundation of
the Chinese nation, which not only kept China great in the old days, but is the spiritual force that drove the
Manchus from China in 1911.
Let me relate some of the stories of the lives of the Loyalists to the Ming Imperial family. Three cf them are
well-known to the Chinese.
*
Ku Yen-wu (1613-1682) was born in the Quansan district, in the province of Kiangsu at the end of the Ming
dynasty, and lived to the 21st year of the reign of the Manchu Emperor, Kang Hsi. When the Manchus came to the
Yangtse valley, he raised a small army and fought them. After the fall of his own district, Quansan, his mother,
who brought him up carefully, died after twenty-one days of hunger and left a testament that he should not serve
the alien Manchu dynasty.
One of the Ming descendants, Prince Tang, set up a court in the Fukien province, and Ku was summoned to
this court. At that time his mother had not been buried so he refused to go. He anticipated that the Ming dynasty
would be restored when he would bury his mother in a more elaborate way. But later he realised that this
expectation could hardly be fulfilled, so he was compelled to bury her as best as he could.
He found that the Officer commanding, the army; and the soldiers around Prince Tang were incapable of
replacing the Mings on the throne. So he made exploration trips into the Northern Provinces: Honan, Shantung,
Shensi and Mukden. Here he tried to organize a secret society in order to overthrow the Manchus. On these
exploration trips he took four horses: he rode on two alternately while the other two carried his library. He was
keenly interested in geographical studies and social conditions, and liked to collect information from the
inhabitants who lived around. He intended to get exact information, and what he heard was again referred to his
own library which he brought with him. He was much opposed to the Neo-Confucianist philosophy of the Ming
dynasty, because according to him it was mere empty talk and was the cause of the downfall of the Mings. Ku’s
method of study and research made him the pioneer of a new system of study based on exact data and
observation.
His many years of travel had not brought him nearer his objective to restore the Mings, but he succeeded in
writing a book called Knowledge From Daily Accumulation which was a model to the next generation. During his
trips he paid six visits to Ming tombs in Nanking and also six visits to the tomb of Chung-tseng, the last Ming
Emperor. This shows his loyalty to the Mings and his opposition to the Manchus.. Under the Manchu dynasty,
when the Compilation Bureau of the Ming History was established. Ku Yen-wu was asked to work in the Bureau,
which was a work for immortalizing the Mings. He answered:
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The testament from my mother was not to serve the Manchus; other people might come forward to work under
them, but one who had received such a command from his dying mother could not do so.

He died in his seventieth year at which time the Manchu dynasty was at its height.
*
Huang Chung-hsi was born in the thirty-eighth year of Wangli of the Ming dynasty. His father, Huang Tsengshu, belonged to an academic circle, Tungling, opposed to the powerful eunuch Wei Ehung-hsien and was falsely
accused by the latter. Haung Chung-hsi, who was nineteen years old, bought an iron club and went to Peking to
avenge his father.
At the time when Huang arrived, Wei Chung-hsien was already dead. He appealed for a review of the case
against his father, and during the evidence of those who charged his father, delivered blows against them with his
iron club. He became famous in Peking because of his avenging his father.
His father left a will that he should be trained under Liu Tsih-san, the best Neo-Confucianist philosopher of the
Ming dynasty. He was very much influenced by the latter, so he wrote the histories of Neo-Confucianism of the
Sung and Ming dynasties.
After fall of Peking to the Manchus, Prince Fuh was put on the throne in Nanking. The clique under Prince Fuh
wanted to bring Yuan Tai-yuh into the Cabinet. The academic circle, consisting of 140 members, issued a circular
opposing Yuan Tai-yuh’s nomination. When he came into power he tried to prosecute the 140 members who
signed the circular. But the Manchu troops had arrived near Nanking. so the case was dropped.
Another Prince Lu built up a centre of resistance against the Manchus in the province of Chekiang. Huang
Chung-hsi raised his Loyalist force and followed Prince Lu. He tried to defend Ningpo but failed. After the defeat
of the Ming prince he went back home and devoted his time to writing, of which the histories of NeoConfucianism were the results.
In the 17th year of the reign of Kang-hsi an examination of great scholars was held, and someone recommended
Huang Chung-hsi as one of the candidates. His followers knew of this move and prevented it because they knew
that the summons would lead him to take his life. He was again summoned when the Bureau for compiling the
history of the Ming dynasty was started. Huang refused to go. Huang himself was one of the Neo-Confucianist
philosophers, but he tried to interpret Wang Yang-ming’s theory in a more cautious and empirical sense. His
interpretation of the philosophy of Wang Yang-ming, in the sense that practical fulfilment is the first prerequisite,
and his emphasis on his historical studies, made him one of the scholars who laid the foundation for the next
generation.
*
Wang Fu-tsi (1619-1692) born in Heng-yang South of the province of Hunan, was one of the Neo-Confucianist
philosophers of his time. When the rebel leader Chang Hsien-chung, occupied Hengyang, he asked Wang to join
him. Wang refused to go, so Chang took his father as a hostage. Wang Fu-tsi attempted to mutilate his body in
several places and then let his followers take him to Chang. Chang saw the wounds on his body, yet he would not
free his father. Later both Wang and his father escaped. When the Manchus conquered the province of Hunan he
went to the province of Kuangsi to work under the Ming Prince Kuei. At that time he was a young man of 31
years.
After the death of the Prime Minister, Chu Suh-suh, and the occupation of the capital of Kuangsi by the
Manchus, Wang fled to his home and devoted himself to academic work. He bored a dwelling in a hill which
looked like a boat, so he was called the Teacher of the Hill-Boat. He lived in the Hill-Boat for more than forty
years, and never came out to communicate with the outside world because he was afraid of being recognised by
some of the Manchus. He worked till bis death and finished the writing of seventy-seven works in two hundred
and fifty chapters. His complete works were printed by Tseng Kuo-van when he suppressed the Taiping rebellion.
*
In spite of these attempts on the part of loyalists to restore the Mings on the throne, all ended in failure. Why?
Because among the founders of the Manchus there were some very able and enlightened Emperors. The founders
of the Manchu dynasty were the Emperors Shun-shih and Kang-hsi.
In the first period the Manchu Emperor tried to reconcile the Chinese, i.e. they allowed the Chinese to wear
their traditional costumes, and appointed the Chinese as high officials at the centre and as Provincial Governors.
In the latter part of the reign of the Emperor Shun-shih, he took severe measures to suppress the Chinese
opposition. After the suppression of the three feudal lords, Wu San-kuei, Keng Tsin-chung and Shang Ko-hsi,
which was carried out by the Emperor Kang-hsi, the Manchu rule in China was firmly established.
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Emperor Kang-hsi was an able and enlightened man. He was very fond of learning, and appointed his
ministers to be his tutors and give him lectures every day. What he studied was not limited to the Chinese classics,
history and Neo-Confucianist philosophy, but he was also interested in astronomy and mathematics. Some of his
lecturers were Jesuit Missionaries. He studied astronomy and algebra with them. He found that the old way of
calculating the sun and moon eclipses went wrong. So he appointed Ferdinand Verbiest and Adam Scnall von Bell
as astronomers in charge of the Imperial Observatory, and ordered them to make a whole survey of the Empire
and to draw a map when completed. Kang-hsi was a man of learning and foresight. The reign of Kang-hsi (16621722) was contemporaneous to the beginning of the period of Modern Science whose representatives were.
Copernicus (1473-1543), Kepler (1571-1630), Galileo (1564-1642), Francis Bacon (1561-1626), Descartes (15901660). We might say that what Kang-hsi learned was the discoveries of these pioneers in modern science. If China
had known the scientific work of Europe better and joined hand in hand with them, she might have been a full
member of the scientific world since that day.
Unfortunately, these scientist missionaries, who came to China between the end of the Ming dynasty and the
founding of the Manchu dynasty, were expelled in 1722, because of the dispute between the Pope and the Chinese
Emperor over the subject of ancestor-worship. This expulsion of the Jesuits deprived the Chinese of their contact
with the scientific knowledge of Europe. It left a gap of more than a century before China renewed her contact
with scientific knowledge after 1842.
Had this not been the case, China would have worked side by side with Europe with regard to scientific
progress. While thus working with Europe in the field of science, China might have been influenced by Europe in
other respects; such as Technology, Industries, Education, and even Political progress. Thus the whole situation
might have been completely different. This is not a mere guess, it has been proved by facts.
When Matteo Ricci arrived in China, his scientific knowledge was very much appreciated by the Chinese
scholars. Euclid’s geometry was translated by Matteo Ricci and his Chinese convert, Hsu Kuang-chi, the Prime
Minister at that time. Also a text of Western logic was rendered into Chinese by Li Chi-chao. Other translations on
geography and astronomy were also very popular with the Chinese.. Emperor Kang-hsi, his teacher of
mathematics, Mei Wen-ting, and the later Han scholar, Tai Tung-yuan, were all interested in mathematics and the.
natural sciences.
When Tseng Kuo-can suppressed the Taiping rebellion, he started some cultural work in Nanking. One of his
works was to reprint rare books. The translated text of Euclid’s geometry was one of the books he reprinted; and
he asked his eldest son to study it. This shows that science, from the very beginning was acceptable to the Chinese
mind, because it was based on data, experiments, and scientific proofs so no one could deny its accuracy. Chinese
loss of contact with the new science in Europe after 1722 was really an irreparable loss.
While Kang-hsi’s interest was not only limited to the natural sciences, he gave orders that commentaries on the
classics, the fundamental ideas of Neo-Confucianism, Dictionaries and Encyclopaedias and collections of the
Tang and Sung poems were to be edited and published. Kang-hsi’s military conquest of the three feudal lords and
of Formosa, and his subjugation of the Mongols and the Tibetans were all remarkable achievements.
*
Kang-hsi’s son, Emperor Yung-cheng succeeded him. He was as ambitious as his father, so he tried to bring the
Jungars and Turkestan folks into submission. He was a man of close observation and observance of details and
started the persecution of all writers whose works had a suspicion of calumny against the Manchus. Liu Liuliang’s poem—The breezy wind (Ching-fun; the first word is the same character as the name of the Manchu
Dynasty) though it is gentle, never reaches me| the bright moon (Ming-yuh; the first word is the same as the Ming
Dynasty) shines over everybody.—These sentences were interpreted by Emperor Yung-cheng [to mean] that Liu
Liu-liang was cherishing the idea of rebellion. Though Liu Liu-liang died during the reign of Kang-hsi, his corpse
was taken out of the graveyard and his head was cut off! His descendants were exiled to a distant province. Those
who printed Liu’s works were also executed. Yung-cheng was more cruel than his father Kang-hsi, and his sudden
death after a reign of thirteen years was largely attributed to the assassination of Liu Liu-liang’s daughter,\fn{ I.e.,
to a successful assassination attempt by Liu Liu-liang’s daughter:H } who was killed in the palace.
*
The fourth Emperor, Chien-lung reigned for sixty years (1736-1796). He was very ambitious also. He invaded
Tibet, suppressed the revolt in the Ili Valley, and dispersed the Jungars. His campaign in Burma was not very
successful, but it secured recognition of suzerainty. His influence went as far as Nepal also.
He was very interested in cultural work; he gave orders for many books to be edited: (a) commentaries on the
classics, (b) the completion of the history of the Ming Dynasty, (c) records of his military achievements, (d)
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supplementary work to the Manchu code, (e) collection of paintings, (f) records of curios, and (g) history of coins.
The chief literary work undertaken by him was the assemblage of a select library called The Complete Work Of
The Four Treasuries, embracing 3,462 works in 36,300 volumes.
He was fond of travelling. The places he visited in the North were Mukden, Jehol, Wu-tai-shan and the
birthplace of Confucius In the South he liked to visit Hangchow, Soochow, Tsengkiang and Nanking. His travels
weighed heavily on the people, because his retinue had to be entertained and supported by the people at large. No
doubt his reign marked an advance in population and wealth, but his extravagance gave rise to the decline of the
dynasty.
*
I shall not comment on the reigns of Emperors Chia-ching (1796-1820), Tao-kuang (1821-1850) and Hsienfeng (1851-1861), because they could only abide by the traditions of China and barely continue their work of rule;
but their reigns were spoilt by internal revolts, which was a sign of the impending dissolution of the Empire.
*
The most important personality responsible for the downfall of the Manchu dynasty was the Dowager Empress
Tzu-hsi. She ruled over the Empire from 1862, when her son, Tung-chih (1862-1874) was a minor, so she ruled as
the Regent. After Tung-chih’s death, an infant cousin, a nephew of Empress Tzu-hsi was placed on the throne.
This was the reign of Kuang-hsu (1875-1908). When Kuang-hsu was a minor, Prince Kung was named Regent,
but Kung was under the control of Empress Tzu-hsi. After the coup d’etat of 1889, Emperor Kuang-hsu was
imprisoned in a palace, so the Empress had the reins of power in her own hand again. She sponsored another boy,
Tai Ah-ku, in order that she might rule as Regent again.
The role of Dowager Empress Tzu-hsi decided the destiny of the dynasty, She was ever thirsty of power and all
she cared about was the keeping of power in her hands. She was completely ignorant of the radical changes taking
place in China since the Opium War of 1842.
*
During the reign of Hsien-feng (1851-1861), the Manchu dynasty was shaken to its very foundation when the
Taiping Rebellion broke out. The Heavenly Rule of Great Peace which followed was the work of Hung Hsiuchuan, who borrowed certain ideas from Protestantism. After many years of research on Hung’s idea it was
discovered to be based more on the Old than on the New Testament. He called Jesus the Elder Brother and
himself the younger! The missionaries who went to Nanking to find out whether Hung’s teaching was really
Christianity, came to the conclusion that it was very different from the revelation that came from the Heavenly
Father, and widely differed from the words uttered by Jesus!
Hung Hsiu-chuan led his forces through the province of Kuangsi and broke through the neighbouring province
of Hunan, and captured Wuchang, the capital of the province of Hupeh. Then he went along the Yangtse river and
established his capital at Nanking.
When Hung’s forces arrived in Hunan, Tseng Kuo-fan, a Han-lin scholar, was ordered by Emperor Hsien-feng
to train local militia and to suppress the rebellion. It took fifteen years for Tseng Kuo-fan to achieve this work of
suppression. The success of his efforts gave the Manchus a respite and a continuance of their rule for another fifty
years.
During the Taiping Rebellion. the Western Powers exercised great pressure on the Peking Government. British
and French troops occupied Peking in 1860 and burnt the Summer Palace. England received more ports open to
trade and Christian missionaries were allowed to carry on conversion work, and Russia received the cession of the
Maritime Provinces.
At such a time, if the ruling dynasty were alive to the seriousness of the situation in which China’s territory
and sovereignty were nearly cut to pieces, a reform movement might have been started to build China up as a
modern nation. Tseng Kuo-fan, Li Hung-chang, and Tso Tsung-tang were really the leaders to start such a
movement. But Tseng Kuo-fan, after the suppression of the Taipings, was too tired to take over another gigantic
task. Li Hung-chang was more a diplomat than a :statesman to lead a reform movement. Tso Tsung-tang was busy
with the suppression of the Tungans in the province of Sinkiang.
Plainly speaking, there was a. gap between the Chinese and the Manchus which prevented them from having a
heart-to-heart talk which might have united them for the great tasks which the critical state in China then
demanded. The Chinese were always on their guard and would not let the Manchus know what they were
thinking. It would have been very difficult for men like Tseng Kuo-fan, and Li Hung-chang to suggest some
measure of reform to the Manchus, because too many factors were involved. If the Manchus were not far-sighted
enough to make the necessary moves, it was hard for the Chinese to make any suggestion on the subject.
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What Tseng and Li did was to build munition factories, dockyards and machine factories at different places.
What they were convinced about was the superiority of Western weapons and methods.
*
In 1861, the Tsungli Yamen was established. as the office dealing with the affairs of the Western nations, and a
school of foreign languages called Pung-wen-kuang was started in order to train the Chinese in the courses of
modern languages, sciences and international law and relations.
Down to 1894, the year of the outbreak of the Sino-Japanese War, thirty years passed without any fundamental
reforms being taken except Li Hung-chang’s attempt to build a fleet of war vessels in Northern China. In this war
China was defeated by Japan and forced to sign the Treaty [of] Shimonoseki, according to which China
recognized the independence of Korea and ceded the island of Formosa and [the] Liaotung Peninsula to Japan;
China also had to pay 200,000,000 taels as indemnity, and was compelled to open four more ports: Soochow,
Hangchow and others to foreign commerce. This defeat of China by Japan was not only a surpise to the Western
Powers, but was a greater disgrace to China,
Japan, on the contrary, had started to reform herself since 1868. Her feudalism was abolished and she became a
united kingdom. By the Charter Oath of April 6, 1868, the Japanese Emperor promised a Parliament, which was
actually established in 1881. Industrialisation on Western lines also took place. This reform-work made Japan
strong and led to China’s defeat.
The Treaty of Shimonoseki was followed by a scramble for “concessions” by the Western Powers: (1) Russia
secured a twenty-five-years’ lease of Darien and Port Arthur, and a right to build a Railway from Harbin to the
leased ports; (2) Germany secured a ninety-nine-years’ lease on Kiaochow Bay; (3) Great Britain secured
agreements for a ninety-nine-years’ lease of Kowloon and a lease of Wei-hai-wei as a counter-move to Russia’s
occupation of Port Arthur, and an agreement not to alienate any part of the Yangtse Valley; (4) France received a
ninety-nine-years’ lease of Kwangchow Bay and a promise not to alienate any part of the provinces bordering
Tonkin to any other Power.
This was the most critical period in China’s history; it was incredible that China could be so ruthlessly
partitioned among the Western nations. Under such conditions the Manchu Government should have been aware
of the seriousness of the situation and started some form of reform in China. But the Empress Dowager had, since,
1884 disxnissed Prince Kung, who was the only enlightened man in the Government. Li Hung-chang could do
nothing, but remained silent, because he was responsible for China’s defeat by Japan. Tseng Kuo-fan and Tso
Chung-tang had died long ago. There was no responsible man to make any suggestion to save China from her
helplessness.
The leading role at this time was left to a far-sighted and daring scholar, Kang Yu-wei. He had been agitating
for reform since 1884. He sent a memorandum to Emperor Kuang-hsu signed by many thousands of candidates
for the Han-lin Examination, and started the “Self-Reliance Association” in Peking and Shanghai, and the
Viceroys Chang Chi-tung and Yuan Shi-kai supported it with financial aid. Within three years Kang Yu-wei and
his followers carried on propaganda by publishing newspapers and giving lectures. Since the 11 th of June, 1898,
he had won the confidence of Emperor Kuang-hsu and started his work as a reformer statesman.
On 11th June an Imperial Decree was proclaimed, like the “Oath Charter” of the Meiji Emperor of Japan, in
which the Emperor showed his determination and asked the whole country to follow him. These were the Manchu
Emperor’s words:
For many years. those who worked in the Government stood for a policy of reform, and for making China strong.
Recently many decrees were issued on the subject of holding a social examination for men of talent; to disband the
useless army, to reorganise the Cadet training and to improve our schools. All these measures were decided after much
deliberation and were expected to be carried out carefully, But the trodden way of thinking is still maintained and
public opinion is divided. Those who have been long in Government service still held the view that the old ways should
be observed and new measures revoked. Opinion differs so much that they quarrel constantly, and all will end in empty
vapourings. The present situation is very critical. If we leave the army untrained, the soldiers badly paid, the students
knowing nothing of the Sciences, the industries without engineers, there will be a great contrast between the relative
strengths of the Western Powers and China and between our poverty and their wealth. It is like using clubs to fight
against effective and piercing weapons. Therefore I insist that the policy of the Government must be definite and welldefined. Otherwise nothing can be achieved but only the creation of factions and quarrels. According to Chinese history
the five sovereigns and the three great kings did not repeat themselves, because it was evident that the light suit of
summer and the warm suit for winter could not be worn at the same time. I instruct both high and low, great and small
whatever be your capacity in the Government, to be clear about this point.
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From 11th June to 16th September, 1898, many decrees were issued on the subjects of reorganising the
ministries, building railways, giving patent rights to new inventions, training the new army, starting a university at
Peking, and working out a budget system. All these were proclaimed with the advice of Kang Yu-wei and his
loyal followers Liang Chi-chao and Tang Shih-tung.
The reactionaries among the high officials were opposed to any kind of reform and declared that men like
Kang Yu-wei stood for popular rights, constitutional government and the abolition of kotow (kneeling before the
Emperor). If Kang’s ideas were put into practice the people would become powerful and the Emperor powerless!
The four hundred million people might be preserved. but what would happen to the Manchu dynasty?
But the weakest point in this camp was that the Emperor and the Dowager Empress did not see eye to eye. She
was quite anxious that she alone should gain more power. There was a rumour that the palace of the Empress
would be put under a military guard sent by the Emperor. The Emperor, who was under her control for many
years, was asked to appear before her, and the following conversation took place between them:
Empress: Tell me how a son should be punished when he has the intention of injuring his parents.
Emperor: When he heard these words, he was amazed and did not know how to answer.
Empress: You know yourself why I put this question to you.
Emperor: If I had this intention, I should plead guilty and my body would be cut to pieces. But I had not cherished such
an intention.
Empress: Since you have learned the methods of the barbarians, you even forget the filial duty of a son.
Emperor: I respect the traditions of my ancestors and know what filial duty is. I cannot let other people attack me with
false accusations. My aim is to do some work which is beneficial to the people. The greatest need of China today is
reform.
Empress: The measures proclaimed by our ancestors should be observed. What you intend will annihilate the dynasty.
You should know that you are unfit to be an Emperor.

The Emperor kotowed before the Empress and asked her to resume her Regentship. Immediately afterwards,
six followers of Kang Yu-wei were arrested and executed. One of the martyrs, Tang Shih-tung said before his
execution:
No reform can be carried out without bloodshed, let me be the first victim.

During the days of the coup d’etat Kang Yu-wei was aboard a British steamer and he was brought to Singapore
by a British warship. Liang Chi-chao was taken to Japan by the staff of the Japanese Legation. The so-called
reform came to an end by the coup d’etat of the portentous Empress.
The Dowager Empress was not the only one who was blinded to China’s need for reform. Most of the high
officials were reactionaries. Without their support she could not reverse the policy of reform. The following
controversy, which took place between Liang Chi-chao and Yeh Te-hui, gives a picture of the Chinese mind:
Liang: … the first measure of reform should be that the Emperor assumes an attitude of modesty. The ceremony of
kotow should be stopped.
Yeh: … it is absurd to ask the Emperor to adopt an attitude of modesty. That would mean that the foreign way of
shaking hands should take the place of kotow.
Liang: If human rights are guaranteed to the people the country will be freely developed and will not decline.
Yeh: If the people have rights, then the Emperor will be powerless.
Liang: With the exception of Confucius. no one in Chinese history can be called a saint. Though there were several
enlightened despots, most of them were tyrants or bandits who robbed the people.
Yeh: According to you, the Emperors of the twenty-four dynasties were bandits, and Confucius was the only good man!
Remember, these Emperors conferred posthumous titles on Confucius. If they were really bandits, then the titles of
Confucius were conferred on him by bandits.

The above polemic shows how great a difference there was in the mental outlook of a progressive man like
Liang and a reactionary like Yeh. Most of the Chinese scholars were thinking along the lines of Yeh and were on
the side of the Dowager Empress.
This is the main reason why Kang Yu-wei failed in his reform work.
*
What was to follow, however, was worse than the failure of the reform movement. That was the Boxer Trouble
in 1900.
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It was felt at the time that the trouble was due apparently to the people’s resentment and hostility to the
Christian missionaries, and had little to do with the Imperial Court. After the publication of official documents
however. it was clear that the movement was engineered by the Dowager Empress and the clique around her. She
was disgusted with Emperor Kuang-hsu because of his ideas of reform. The reform was necessary because China
had to live with her door open to let the foreigners in. If the foreigners could be got rid of, then no Chinese reform
would be necessary and she could do anything she liked. Since she was disgusted with Emperor Kuang-hsu, she
was anxious to set up another puppet Emperor, who would sit upon the throne under her guardianship again. This
was her policy since the coronation of Emperor Tung-chih.
After the coup d’etat of 1898, Tai Ah-koo was the candidate for the Emperorship whom the Dowager
nominated. Such a disposal of Emperor Kuang-hsu could only be carried out if China was strong enough to ignore
the foreign powers. After Emperor Kuang-hsu was imprisoned she set up her personal rule again. She issued many
decrees ordering the provinces to train the militia forces.
The suggestion for training the militia was put forward by Kang-ni, a Manchu reactionary. The latter was sent
as emissary to the provinces to make a study of the militia forces, upon which she relied to rid China of the
foreigners.
The Boxers or militia were first organised in the province of Shangtung in response to the decrees of the
Empress, and showed their hostility to foreigners by the persecution of Christian missionaries and converts. Yuhsien, Governor of the Shantung province was the promoter of the Boxers or militia. After Yuan Shih-kai had
been appointed Governor of Shantung, he drove them away. When the Boxers found that they could no longer
stay in the province of Shantung, they removed themselves to the province of Chihli and were encouraged by the
Manchu clique at Court.
These Boxers had no other weapons than swords, yet they believed that their magic spell could drive the
foreigners out of China! In May, 1900, a group of Boxers attacked the Railway Station of Feng-tai. The German
minister, Baron von Ketter, was murdered on his way to the Ministry of Foreign Affairs. The foreign legations
were besieged. Then an allied army was sent to Peking under the command of the German General Waldersee.
*
It took eight months before the so-called Boxer Protocol was signed. according to which China was obliged to
send a prince to apologise to the German Government and to punish ninety-six officials; to stop the State
examination in the provinces where the missionaries were killed as a punishment for the scholars who were
hostile to foreigners; and to pay the huge indemnity of 738,820,707 gold dollars.
The Boxer trouble was more of a disgrace than the defeat of China by Japanese, because this was started by the
Manchus and the Chinese themselves. Their military ignorance and diplomatic blindness were the causes of the
disgrace. The Russo-Japanese War of 1904-5 is another lesson to China to show the advantages of modernization,
which had taken place in Japan since 1868.
So, after 1905, the policy for a constitutional Government was undertaken by the Dowager Empress herself.
This was too late to turn the scales in fovour of the Manchus. At this time Kiang Yu-wei and Liang Chi-chao stood
for a constitutional monarchy, because they were afraid that an untrained Republican Government might bring
chaos to China. The popular feeling however was in favour of driving the Manchus out of China.
After 1905, about 20,000 Chinese students were in Tokyo, and they were organised into two groups: one, the
revolutionists; and the other, the constitutionalists. Both of them carried on propaganda in Tokyo and smuggled
their pamphlets into the interior of China. Most of the military cadets, who were under Japanese training, were
members of the revolutionary party. When they graduated themselves and went back to China, they got high
positions as battalion commanders or regimental officers. When the Revolutionary Movement broke out in
Hankow, all Chinese, whether they were constitutionalists or revolutionists, worked for the same cause; because
most of the constitutionalists, as speakers or members of the Provincial Assemblies, were asked to have a seat in
the Provincial Government, they had to take sides. One province after another declared independence from the
Peking Government and so there was no hope for the Manchus to suppress them. The Manchu banner garrisons
stationed at the capitals of the various provinces were so mixed with Chinese and accustomed to their ways that
they had lost the consciousness of their being Manchus, and had long ago forgotten the art of fighting and that it
was their duty to defend the ruling Manchus.
The Revolution of 1911 settled many things that had long been in abeyance: (1) It removed the disgrace China
had suffered by her defeat at the hands of the Manchus, and fulfilled the desire of the progressive scholars. (2) It
elimimted the question of how political power should be divided between the Manchus and the Chinese. (3) It
settled the controversy between the two schools of thought: the monarchical and the republican.
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The constitutionalists saw that the republican form of government was achieved without much bloodshed, so
they decided to stand for it.
Thus the chapter of the Manchus in China was closed. As far as China was concerned, the first year of the
Republic looked very bright, because it was the People’s glory to get the State sovereignty back in their own
hands once again. The people were united, as they were now masters of their own affairs. China was entering an
era of Republican Government, but it would be tested (1911-1949) by its political ability to run a Republic.
1887

73.57 For The Love Of Her Feet\fn{by He Haiming (1887-1944)} Kowloon, Hong Kong Special Administrative
Region, China (M) 4
The store selling medium-priced leather footwear was located next to a large amusement park, so that the men
and women entering and exiting the park each day had to pass by the storefront. Nearly everyone inside could see
the bustle. The store consisted of two and a half stories, with an interior layout as follows. The upper story was
made up of offices for the manager and the various bookkeepers; it also served as a storage area for a certain
amount of stock. The lower story was the shop, with the commotion of a bevy of clerks making sales. The
remaining half-story was the basement, which housed the only factory for the enterprise.
An apprentice named Ah Fa, who had just completed his initial training, worked in this factory. He was only
seventeen but had already labored in the basement for three years.
Three whole years! For a young man, shouldn’t they be as precious as gold? Wasn’t it regrettable to have to
spend them in an underground factory? And yet, the skill of putting together shoes by hand had undeniably been
acquired there, so that the time did not seem to have been expended in vain. It’s just that the fervent spirit of youth
could never actually be shut up in any dungeon. The two street-level windows never stopped flashing with light,
letting in sights of the outside world for him, as if to keep him enticed.
The daily routine of his life, on the other hand, was utterly monotonous. He was a very tiny person in a very
tiny place, using his very tiny hands to do a very tiny job. Whenever he looked around, his tools and the workbench next to him all appeared so small. In his seemingly detached world of limited sunshine, everything was
miniaturized according to scale. Still, he was able to leave this workspace in spirit, to uncover those little eyeballs
that so rarely encountered direct sunlight, to peek semiconsciously out a street-level window time and time again.
But would this limited line of vision possibly allow him to see everything in human society? Could it show him
the kaleidoscopic world he imagined existed outside his half-buried environment?
The reader ought to know that according to practice, basement windows of this sort were situated at sidewalk
level along the thoroughfare. The line of vision of anyone looking out from them was exactly at the shoe level of
passersby. Hence, the result of Ah Fa’s close observation of human society outside his domain was the sight of
different feet—large, small, long, short—as well as shoes of varying styles for both men and women. The sidewalk outside his window, moreover, was a place everyone entering or exiting the amusement park had to pass. So
the foot traffic there was far more dense than anywhere else. Bedazzled by the colorful variety of what he saw, he
gradually developed a certain expertise at what had begun as curious observation.
“All these feet,” he secretly mused. “What sort of people do they belong to? Why is it that they gad about like
that, so thoroughly unrestrained? Can they just be running around outside all day long? Ah, I, too, have a pair of
feet. Why then do I have to confine myself to this little bit of space all the time, without being able to make a single spontaneous move?” His thoughts thus led from the unfettered feet of others to his own confined ones, making
him feel the sharp pain of lost freedom. Then his mind began to stir once more.
“Don’t those feet constantly go in and out of that park next door? The people go to seek amusement day in and
day out, never tiring of doing so. I’ve only been there once myself, during New Year’s. Ah, feet! How unlucky for
you to be at the end of my legs! I’m really rather sorry for you.”
As if to mock him, the music from the park, carried by the wind, came through the window in waves, the clear
and pleasant notes making the itch in his feet all the harder to bear. He so wanted to pick them up and rush right
over there. But this dungeon of a basement was watched over by a foreman as if he were a prison guard. No one
could escape using just a pair of feet. So even though he had long since flown off in his imagination, he still had
to pretend to focus on the work in front of him, to do it over and over. The stitch after hempen stitch he was
applying to the shiny black leather of a pair of women’s shoes seemed also to be sewing up the inner chambers of
his heart. Who was there to know his pain, or to comfort him in his depression?
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The greater his suffering and vexation, the more he liked to peek out the window, as if searching for the
comfort he craved. For a long, long time, he found nothing at all. But looking out like that did add to his powers
of perception. He was actually able to identify the feet of a good number of men and women who frequented the
park. Among them was a pair belonging to a female, which he never tired of looking at, and which he could never
erase from his mind. It is reasonable to suppose that any cobbler would naturally have a heightened ability to
judge the aesthetics of feet. This particularly feminine pair was neither too large nor too small, too fat nor too thin.
They were perfect in size, and the pair of black leather pumps they had on complemented them well. The flair
they displayed when they walked made them especially attractive. No one other than a gorgeous young woman
could possibly have feet like those, he thought. After that, in order to substantiate his hypothesis, he once actually
hurried over to the window to look up when he saw the feet passing by. Indeed, she was as he imagined. Too bad
she was walking past so quickly he was only able to catch her profile. Still, that one glance erased all questions
regarding her appearance.
From that day on, he was no longer satisfied just looking at her footsteps. Several times he was able to escape
the notice of the others and, boldly yet carefully, stole glimpses of the woman with the beautiful feet. He put together the various profile angles to form a mental portrait, which he kept locked in the inner recesses of his heart.
She was lovely beyond compare.
Fortunately, the girl liked to visit the park day after day. Thus, he had regular opportunities to catch sight of
those feet, which drove out all of his other desires, including his interest in looking at anything else around them.
Each day, his eyes waited hungrily for this particular pair of feet. Seeing them time and again, he developed an
inexplicable obsession: he had to look at them constantly. On any given day when the feet came around later than
usual, his heart would be at his throat in his longing for them. Whenever they suddenly arrived as he was thinking
about them, a wild feeling of joy would come over him and a smile would instantly appear on his face.
Sometimes, as the feet left the park to return home, he would hardly be able to bear seeing them go. He would
then suppress the urge to bid them good night and promise to see them again on the morrow. When the feet would
stay away for an entire day, his disappointment would know no bounds. He would go about with a heavy heart,
worried that the girl could have perhaps fallen ill. In sum, each time he saw her yielded a feeling of gladness, each
time he did not, a feeling of woe. His moods swung between the extremes of joy and sorrow: Caught in this
emotional turmoil, he had no idea what to do.
He began by falling in love with a pair of feet and ended up falling in love with the whole person. His opportunities varied by the day, however. Mostly, he saw the feet, far less often the person. Chances for seeing the feet
came easily, those for seeing the person came rarely. In the abstract sense, he did indeed become enamored of
those feet. But in terms of actual feelings, how could he have helped extending this love to include the one to
whom the feet belonged?
After pondering the matter for an extended time, he came to realize that he had fallen hard for this girl. How
wonderful it would be if he could exchange names with her, or escort her to the amusement park. And, thinking
ahead another step, if they were to get married, that would be better still. He would then be able to watch over her
feet all his life. At this thought, his face felt a little feverish, and he was embarrassed enough to chide himself.
“Aren’t you going too far?” he muttered. “She looks like a person of means, the daughter of a wealthy family,
while you, with your ragged clothes, are no more than a pauper of a cobbler. How on earth could you match up
with her? Ai, what is it that has made you so poor ever since you were born?” (The same thought sequence has
turned the determined into successes, the crafty into criminals, and the cowardly into suicide victims.) Then
another thought occurred to him.
“Not so. She and I are the same sort of people. Our ages are similar. So why can’t we be married? I may be
relatively poor right now, but who’s to say I won’t become rich in the future? There are many in the world who
overcame a destitute childhood to end up tycoons. Everything is the result of what one does. It doesn’t seem to be
all that impossible for me to become wealthy. So, fine! From now on I resolve to be an earnest, hardworking
young man, to advance my position so that I can marry this girl in the future and have a fulfilling family life with
her. Otherwise, it’s useless to go on fantasizing as I have day in and day out.”
Making up his mind at that moment, he indeed strove to succeed with extraordinary determination. He showed
an exceptional eagerness for learning, rushing to handle every task. He mastered all the required skills to near
perfection. On his time off from his job, he regularly attended night classes to advance his academic knowledge.
Through it all, he was happy to be able to see those feet outside the window every day. Looking at them each
time, he would resolve once again to strive harder. It was as if they were actively encouraging him.
Eventually, thanks to the strenuous effort he expended for their sake, he attained his goals.
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*
For a businessman, time never passes so easily. For a storyteller, however, a decade can go by with a mere
stroke of the pen. The Ah Fa after that time was no longer the earlier Ah Fa. From the young apprentice he had
been, he became one of the successful people in the world of industry. At first, the manager in the store noticed
his excellent work and sent him to another town to be foreman at a branch. Then, when the manager’s position
opened up there, he was promoted to fill it. Business boomed during the next several years, allowing him to save
some money. He then quickly became a stockholder in the enterprise. Toward the end of the period, the business
was greatly expanded and was reorganized into a limited corporation issuing stock. In this way, he became an
important founding member of the firm. At the elections to fill the firm’s various posts during its establishment,
he was voted by the stockholders into the position of vice-president in charge of managing the main store. In this
way he again returned to his original location.
What we must settle at this point is whether, through all this, he had forgotten the person whose feet he had
been so infatuated with as a youth. Even as he was being transferred out of the main store, he could not help
having lingering regrets about the move: He would miss those feet. But business came first (those words
constituting a fundamental principle for his major accomplishments) and he could not very well have remained in
the basement just for those feet outside the window. To go out and take care of proper business, moreover, was
clearly one very good way to eventually possess those feet. So he had determinedly gone on his way, not daring to
tarry. There was more and more work at his post each day, and he was getting older and older each year.
Eventually, as we might expect, the infatuation he first felt as a lad gradually faded. There were times, however, when the memories did come sneaking back, memories he had some trouble brushing off. But other than
laughing at himself, there was nothing he could do about them. How ludicrous, to lavish such fantasies on nothing
more than a pair of feet!
Now that he had returned and was successful, he lived with several shareholders in a large hotel. Venturing out
in daylight, he felt a flutter in his heart when he saw the feet of so many women. That first night, he could not get
to sleep, as various thoughts came back to him. The image of those feet from the past, long embedded in his brain,
seemed to reappear with stark clarity before his eyes, like a movie film placed in the light of a projector. All he
had to do was shut his eyelids and they would be there. Evidently, the first love of one’s youth cannot ever be
forgotten. In pondering the past, his thoughts went as follows:
“Why are those feet still in my head? Why do I still love them? Could I still be as naïve as I was as a young
man? Since I’m not able to free myself from them, I ought to exhaust all means, to plunge myself into the mass of
humanity in order to seek them out. And yet, realistically speaking, that would be an impossible task. Too bad I
was such a dope then, wallowing in my own infatuation without bothering to find out her background or address.
If I were to look for her now, where would I begin?”
Then one evening, having finished his work, he rested alone in his hotel room, stretched out comfortably on a
sofa. The image of the feet was again welling up in his mind. It happened that he had left his door open. Since the
sofa was directly opposite it, his line of vision was unconsciously directed outside the room. Even though a
swinging door was still in the way, he could see out the unobstructed area beneath it. The feet of various hotel
guests went past from the corridor outside, reminding him of what he saw out the basement window years before.
Yes, uncanny coincidences do indeed happen. For, in a flash, he again caught sight of those feet.
Having looked at them so many times, he had long known by instinct their exact width and length, how they
were pointed at the toes and rounded at the heels, as well as the way they moved either in a hurry or at a leisurely
pace. Should you ask him to explain this knowledge in detail, he wouldn’t of course be able to do so. But encountering them again suddenly was like rereading an old book: Instantly he was certain of what he saw: One thing
about them had not changed, moreover: even now, those feet had on shiny black shoes. For a former cobbler, the
ability to determine the size and style of leather footwear was of course unerring. In addition, there was one other
feature that made the feet easily identifiable. The bone at the second joint of each big toe jutted out at a sharp
angle. Here was a truly remarkable encounter, and he wasn’t about to let this rarest of opportunities pass. So he
rushed out after her.
It was all right. She had not gone far, only to the table at the corner of the corridor. What’s more, she was
standing right there, turning her head to ask a bellhop where room 107 was, and learning that it was upstairs to the
west. As she nodded her thanks, her face became distinctly visible from a distance. Surely she had to be the one.
Her attire was even more gaudy than before, even though it had been ten years and she was now a woman of
twenty-five or twenty-six. Could she still be single? Why wasn’t she wearing a skirt? Why was she dressed like
the teenager she’d not been in years? Looking again, he saw a girl by her side, someone much younger but made
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up with so much powder and rouge that she appeared to be a prostitute. What were they doing together? Who
were they looking for in the hotel?
Befuddled for the moment, he called the bellhop over after the two went off, and asked who they were.
“They’re both ‘call girls,’” the young man replied with a smirk. “The younger one is Hibiscus Blossom; the
other is Old Number Five. She tells people she’s the older sister. But she’s really the well-known courtesan Spring
Hibiscus Number Five.”
How had she come to this? He wanted badly to find out everything from her. So he went back to his room and
filled out an order for the bellhop to bring her there.
In short order she arrived, Hibiscus Blossom in tow. He invited her to sit down, then greeted her by announcing, “We haven’t seen each other for a very long time.”
She searched her memory for a time without coming up with anything.
“We’ve met before … somewhere,” she responded vaguely.
“It’s something that happened quite some time ago,” he said with a smile. “It was I, though, who was acquainted with you, not at all the other way around. As to what I recognize in you, I’m afraid it’s just those feet of yours
—not you as a total person.”
She thought this exceedingly strange.
“How is it that you recognize my feet?” she immediately asked. “Perhaps you’re playing with me—”
“It’s all true,” he said. “You’ll understand after I explain.”
He then recounted all that had happened years ago, as if he were telling her a story. At the end, he let out a
sigh. “I had no idea I would see you here today, not to mention finding you in such straits,” he said. “Just talking
about everything grieves me deeply. (We shed tears on reading these words.) Now that I’ve told you all about me,
can you tell me about yourself?”
She and Hibiscus Blossom were both dumbfounded at the story, and she, especially, was deeply moved.
“How in the world,” she thought, “could there be such a single-minded fool? He fell in love with my feet, then
extended that love to all of me. At least he appears to care a lot for me. So why not bare my soul to him?”
Thereupon she laid out in detail for him all that had happened to her over the past ten years. Her father, it
turned out, died when she was little, leaving her to grow up with only her mother. Until she was fifteen or so, she
had attended school. But she had always been fond of going to the amusement park, even at the cost of neglecting
her studies. Then she was charmed by a slick young man, to whom she lost her virginity. Her mother became so
upset she took ill and died. Thereafter, she descended into the world of prostitution. After becoming a veteran in
the trade, she began to get into the business side of it as well. At present she was an assistant in the organization.
In retrospect she could see that everything was the consequence of her early attraction to the amusement park.
(Those who are similarly addicted today ought to take note of this.) And yet, had she not gone there so often
during those years, she would never have left her footprints so deeply in his mind. The whole thing was a kind of
karma, something ordained by fate.
Hearing all this, he could only let out sigh after sigh. Then he took on a very serious air.
“Our meeting today is the result of your feet acting as our gobetween,” he said to her. “From what you tell me
now, your decade of misfortune also came about because of your fun-loving feet. For my part, though, what
success I enjoy today has been given to me by those same feet of yours. If not for them, I would not have
accomplished what I have. So I should give great thanks to them in appreciation for the good they have provided
me for ten years, for motivating me to get better and better. After all, your feet are nothing but an appendage of
your whole self, and I can’t think of any appropriate gift to offer them. To get them a few pairs of shoes, for
example, would hardly be sufficient. So I have no choice but to go from feet to person, to express my heartfelt
gratitude. What are you in need of right now? Please tell me without hesitation. As long as it lies within my
powers, I am willing to provide you whatever you ask for.”
Old Number Five pondered for a while.
“I would never guess that these feet of mine would lead to any good; they have only taken me to dissipation
and ruin,” she frankly admitted. “Now, after meeting a caring person such as yourself, I’m overwhelmingly
ashamed of what I’ve done. To think someone would strive so hard for the love of my feet. Even though I have
my own heartaches, I could never seek to profit from you the way I’ve always sought to profit from my ordinary
customers. For the sake of what you have felt for my feet, I beg you to allow all of me to become your dependent.
Since you have loved them so, you won’t be able to bear seeing them wander about in the world forever, without
ever having a place to call home. So please take me in. You can make me your concubine or maidservant.” (These
were not words of gratitude, but words of love.) Tears were running all over her face by the time she concluded.
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(How could she not shed them?)
She looked up at him, waiting for a reply. He could not help being moved by this unexpected request, which he
quickly agreed to grant.
“These last few years, I have been so occupied with my work I have not even taken a wife,” he told her. “In my
heart, I have of course wished for a day like this. You may have betrayed your own feet, but they have not betrayed me. They have made me a success in my profession, and you will be marrying me only because of them.
So, in the end, your feet are a boon to you. From now on, may you keep them under control for my sake, so that I
can be close to them each and every day. Then may I redouble my efforts and renew my resolve to strive for even
greater success in my work. Your feet have now taken you through the gate of good fortune to a peaceful and
happy existence. You have no reason to grieve any more.”
*
As they were thus agreeing to marry, Miss Hibiscus Blossom prudently slipped away to return alone to the
brothel.
“Fifth Sister is going to get married,” she proclaimed to everyone there. “I heard the groom is Zhao Fa, the
Vice-President and Manager of China Leather Goods.”
Another decade after that, another news item was spread around.
“Zhao Fa has become a tycoon. In consultation with his wife, he has bought out the large amusement park,
turning it into a department store for Chinese products. Footwear produced by the China Leather Goods Company
is on display in the basement. Most remarkably, Manager Zhao’s office has been located there all along. He said
that a person should never forget where he comes from.”
(He achieved his current success only because he was always mindful. All of you who work for a living should
take Zhao Fa as a model)
205.167 The Spiritual Life Of Students In Christian Colleges\fn{by T. Z. Koo (1887-1971)} Shanghai?, China (M)
5
In my thinking the subject falls into three sections. (I) The first section deals with the present spiritual
condition as I find it in Christian schools. (II) The second section deals with the question, Why is this present
condition? I answer the question from (I) what the students say, and (2) what I have seen for myself. (III) The
third section deals with the general subject, What is to be done?
I
I shall sum up the present conditions in matters of spiritual life under six heads. In ding so, I am merely
indicating some of the observations that have come to me as I move among students.
The first impression is predominantly one of indifference to spiritual things. This indifference is to be observed
not only among non-Christians but also among Christian students.
The second condition, I believe, is one of frank scepticism. To many students life has no rspiritual basis. You
will be surprised to find in that group many Christian as well as non-Christian students.
A third condition is expressed by those students who either openly or covertly oppose Christianity.
Another condition is the lack of interest in and concern for the spiritual welfare of students on the part of the
staff.
One of the most painful conditions I have come across in Christian colleges at the present time is an
atmosphere of very great contempt for Christianity and Christians on the part of many students. I did not feel this
five or six years ago. I say this is a painful experience because we, who have given our all to the work of God,
instead of bringing glory to the name of God by our work lave somehow brought contempt, reproach and hatred
to His name. It is a very sobering experience indeed to find this condition.
Lastly, we also find a small band of students who are genuinely concerned about their spiritual srowth. When I
am visiting a college it is always a real privilege to me to have a few students who come to me in a personal way
and talk over their spiritual problems. I meet in every college a few of these, who are seeking for themselves the
spiritual meaning of life.
These, briefly stated, are a few conditions which are fairly common among the Christian colleges.
II
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Why do these conditions exist? In Christian colleges you would expect that there wouldbe a great deal of
concern for spirituality, and yet the spiritual tone is rather low. Why is this?
I will answer this question first from the point of view of what students say. I will not vouch for the logic or
reasoning of their answers. I am simply repeating what has been told me.
Reasons stated by students:
They say they can see no discernible difference between the life of a Christian student and the life of a nonChristian, so why need one worry about spiritual welfare and Christianity. ||| Among the students of Christian
colleges there are those who are termed by their fellow students “rice-Christians.” These students are subsidised
by the school. In one institution they are known as “$6.00 Christians.” This is not conducive to real spiritual
welfare. ||| Another reason for antagonism to spiritual things is the extremely poor religious services in some
Christian colleges. In one school the students say that the preachers who conduct the service often praise foreign
culture and speak ill of Chinese culture. You can see the working of the student mind there. ||| There is very poor
instruction in religion, although I suppose the instruction given now in religion must be very much better than that
in my day. Religion poorly taught will never command the respect of students. ||| There is too much compulsion in
religion. We know that the Chinese government has not a sufficient number of schools to take care of all its
children, and so non-Christian Chinese are forced to come to Christian schools. They say we are taking a mean
advantage of the present situation when we compel students to take religious instruction. ||| The foreign nature of
Christianity in our Christian colleges is another obstacle. In our colleges the administration and the curriculum are
foreign. In matters of religion it is even more so and religion goes much deeper than administration. |||
Denominational differences are a distinct hinderance. Particularly is this so in institutions where you have union
work. In one union institution, instead of having one church they had separate denominational services. This is
puzzling to students. ||| They say that the members of the staffs of Christian universities and colleges have no real
interest in the student as a man, except from a professional point of view; that there is no real personal interest in
the individual student; that missionary teachers come for a definite professional reason, and aside from that they
are not interested. This is very serious if it is true. The average business man comes to China not because he is
interested in the people, but because he wants to make money. Students say many missionaries are just vendors of
religion—outside of professional reasons, the missionary is not interested in individuals. Students very quickly
detect an attitude of this kind, if it exists. ||| Members of the faculty do not command the respect of the students
spiritually. They may do it for scholarship or executive ability, but when it comes to real spiritual life, very few
members of the faculty command the respect of students. ||| Faculty members do not co-operate in religious work.
||| There is a suppression of student initiative. Everything is done by system. A student cannot express his personal
beliefs.
*
I have just gone over some reasons given by students. Now I shall give you a few observations of my own on
the reason of the present spiritual condition in our colleges.
My personal observations:
There is a group of students in our Christian schools whose minds are closed, as far as any approach of religion
is concerned, before they come. We have in Chinese history a story of two men who took a vow. One said that if
he did a certain thing Heaven would punish him and fire would consume his body. The other man also vowed that
if he did the same thing Heaven would punish him, and he would be bitten to death. While making this vow the
second man was using his foot to write in the sand the word “No.” Many come into Christian schools with that
vow made, to themselves or to their parents. They come for education only and they will not touch Christianity.
Such a group acts as a damper on the spiritual life of the school. ||| We are, in our Christian work, dealing in terms
which are quite unintelligible to the minds of students. Let us try to fathom for ourselves the content of the
Christian terms we use today. “Fellowship of the Holy Spirit;” “Love of God;” “The living Christ,” etc.: what do
they mean to the average student? I do not know what they mean to his mind, but I do know that they mean
something quite different from the meaning in your mind. In speaking to students we are hard put to it to find
terms to convey Christian truth in such a way as to link it up with actual life experiences of young men in college.
You are up against a difficult problem when you try to put Christian experience in terms intelligible to students.
This is another reason for so much lack of spirituality today in China. ||| In our Christian colleges we not only
have the one and only God, Father of mankind, but we have set up many little gods. We have a god of efficiency.
Some set up a god of pure science. Others worship credits. That has led to a difficult situation in our Christian
colleges. The students go into one class and an instructor tries to tell them about God. They go into another class
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and there see knowledge leading to something else, perhaps to doubt. That, I think, is one reason that accounts for
the difficulty of students in maintaining balance in their spiritual i life. ||| Students today yearn for help in the
cultivation of their personal spiritual life as individuals, and I am afraid very little help is being given them there.
||| This reason came into my mind after I visited India. Christianity in China, especially after the Revolution, was
closely identified with nationalism. “If a man desires to be a good citizen, he ought to be a Christian, because
Christianity will save the nation.” That was a very popular attitude. But it is now changed, and today there is
coming to be a national bias against Christianity. You will find that bias growing stronger day by day. ||| I have
observed the staffs of many Christian colleges, and I find very little spirit of real partnership between missionary
and Chinese workers in our institutions. There is also very little sense of proprietorship on the part of the Chinese
workers on the staff. There is too much of an attitude of employer and employee. The relation of servants is never
conducive to spiritual growth; it develops a feeling of antagonism against Christianity. It makes Christianity
foreign. ||| There are few staff members in our Christian colleges who do personal work among students. In
colleges with twenty, fifty or a hundred staff members you can count on the fingers of one hand those who are
really doing personal work among the students. ||| Christianity is still a stranger in China. It has not yet found a
home in Chinese thought, culture and experience. It is, therefore, extremely difficult sometimes for us to know
how to proceed. I know that some of us still cannot go out with that certainty and assurance that we need as
messengers of God. I have that feeling continually with me. When invitations come to go and speak to students, I
shrink from it, not because I am not earnest as a Christian, but because we feel we are dealing here with
something that has not become a natural part of our own life. It is difficult to go among students, with their eager
minds and their doubting minds, and to try to state what that part of our life is like.
*
These are a few reasons, which students give and which I have observed, which in a way account for the
present spiritual condition in Christian colleges.
3
What is to be done? I shall try to answer this questIon m three parts.
First, let me ask what we mean by spiritual life. I do not ask that question because I have found an answer to it.
I have not. But it will be very difficult for us to know what to do in this present situation, if we do not define
spirituality. It is in that spirit that I raise the question. In our work, we must have some sort of definition for
spirituality, which can serve as a criterion for the testing of our work.
Some Misconceptions:
Let me first state briefly some rather common misconceptions regarding spirituality and then go on to define it:
*
There is a tendency to confuse religiosity with spirituality. I was reading a letter recently from the principal of
a school, stating that “the spiritual condition of my students is extremely low. We hold a prayer-meeting on
Wednesday: and only two or three come. We conduct a Bible study class and only five or six come out of two or
three hundred students.” Doesn’t that convey the impression that spirituality means attending meetings? Christ
has shown us that religiosity is not spirituality. He pointed out to us the Pharisees. They were very punctual in
their religious duties, and yet he told us that they were not spiritual. That is a very common mistake that people
make when they speak of spiritual life. ||| Again and again in our Christian colleges and middle schools we hear of
the issues of required versus voluntary religious work, as if that could be used effectively as the measure or
standard of spirituality. I want to urge you not to be led away from the real issue in our colleges. The real issue is
not required or voluntary religious work. It is simply that the spiritual work in our colleges is not being done,
whether by the voluntary or the required method. Whether religious work should be voluntary or required is a
question of method, and is comparatively unimportant when compared with the main issue. Both will fail without
zeal, devotion and knowledge behind them. ||| There is another misconception due to the attempt to draw an
antithesis between activities and spirituality. I cannot conceive of activities as being in themselves either spiritual
or unspiritual. There is no antithesis between spirituality and activities. As a Y.M.C.A. secretary I have often been
told that my work, consisting as it does of many activities, cannot be very spiritual. But when I ask these friends
how I can be more spiritual their answer invariably involves more activities. But I do not want to help create the
impression that activities in themselves are unspiritual. ||| There is another misconception, that spirituality is only
one segment of life. Many students, when you speak of spiritual life, consider it as one phase of their life, as they
think of their intellectual life, their physical life, etc. I often wonder what in us has given such a conception to
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them. Undoubtedly it is there. When spiritual life is put in that way, to me it becomes unreal. ||| There is a habit of
thinking that a man is not spiritual if he expresses his spiritual life in ways that are different from mine. That is a
very subtle attitude. When I was meeting with a group representing twenty-four countries, there were groups who
could not join with the others in a corporate devotional meeting. They say, “We pray and sing differently, and so
we prefer to have our own devotional meeting.” They cannot see that what is done in different ways may yet
express the same spiritual content. ||| We often speak as if spirituality is the end that we are after. We urge a
student to pray and study the Bible. When he does that we think we have helped him to achieve spirituality. That
is a very mistaken conception. We study the Bible or pray in order to know God. One does not study the Bible or
pray to achieve spirituality.
*
What is Spirituality?
These suggestions represent only the beginning of a quest after the meaning of spiritual life. I raise them in the
hope that we may in our Christian colleges have retreats of the staff just to find out these things—not to talk over
the efficiency of our rules, the standards of our curricula, etc., but to spend some time, as a staff, in finding out the
deeper meaning of the spiritual purpose for which our institutions exist.
*
Spirituality is not one department of life but the atmosphere of the whole soul, and it ought to permeate the
entire personality of man. That is my first thought. I cannot think of one form of activity as less spiritual than
another. ||| This spiritual atmosphere comes from two sources. It comes from a supreme faith in the value and
preciousness of every person, and from a supreme consciousness of the love and power and nearness of God. If
you study the life of Christ and try to realise what made Jesus spiritual, it is not the fact that He went on the
mountain-top to pray or that He fasted. There are only a few references of that kind in the Bible. If you study His
whole life, these two facts stand out very clearly. (1) He had a supreme belief in the value and preciousness of
every human being, so much so that He gave His own life on the Cross for that belief. (2) Also, He had daily,
minute by minute, a consciousness of the closeness of God to Him. These things are what make a man spiritual.
We cannot succeed in helping other men in their spiritual life, in creating a spiritual atmosphere in our college,
until we have reached an understanding or definition of spirituality—not necessarily the one I have given, which
may be wrong. But we must reach some definite conclusion and build our program around it. Otherwise when we
speak of spiritual life we really do not know what we are talking about. Let each of us try to find his own answer
to the question, and then work out his program around it.
*
A few suggestions:
Plan to help students in the cultivation of their personal spiritual life, not as a student body but as individuals.
There is no question but that students are anxious about the influence of the school life upon them. The students
realise their own need of help in the cultivation of their character. ||| I think there is a tendency to add a religious
work director to the staffs of our Christian colleges. In addition to the religious work director, I wish there might
also be some person on the staff, perhaps known as a personal problems man, one who would try to help students
in their personal problems. Study your own staff. Are there not one or two men to whom students go more
naturally than to the others? If you have such a man, he is your most valuable asset. Give him less teaching work
to do, and more time to help the students grow spiritually. Also there is need to give opportunities to men from
outside to come in and meet with your students. Chinese students do not so readily go to their own teachers with
personal problems. They will often open up their troubles to an outside man more readily: than to a member of the
staff. ||| In our schools, especially to the thinking students, we must by all means preach more Christianity and less
denominationalism. ||| If you must err, at least err on the side of encouraging student initiative. Students say the
faculty suppresses student initiative. There are things to be said on both sides. Especially in colleges, by all means
err on the side of student initiative. Let them have the use of their own faculties, and help them to develop their
spiritual life. Do it in a spirit of experimentation. In a regular Church service, bound by rules, you are not at
liberty to vary or change, but in dealing with voluntary groups you can experiment. And so I urge you to err, if
you must on the side of encouraging student initiative. ||| Try co-ordination of your religious programs in your
school with your fundamental conception of spirituality. My plea for co-ordination is not in the realm of
administration. It is rather that, as a staff, you will think through your fundamental conception of spirituality and
then build your program around it. In my definition of spirituality, I emphasised two ideas. I would try to build
every part of my program so that they would all lead to those two central ideas. Co-ordination on that line is what
I urge. ||| Watch carefully every word and every act of yourself as a staff member of your college. Today, more
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than ever, sharp eyes are being turned upon you. They are scrutinising you every moment and they will use the
material they get, if you are unfortunate enough to permit them to see it, for anti-Christian purposes. We must
watch ourselves as to what we say and do as Christian men and women. ||| Students never feel at home with
professors if outside the classroom you still seek to instruct the student rather than to quest with the student for
truth. Even if you know you have arrived at a particular piece of truth, do not adopt an attitude of trying to instruct
the student. Still seek it with him, because in the school, as I see it today with my own background as a student,
whether you get that man to become a Christian or not is not as important as to plant in the mind of the student the
habit to seek after truth. He can only acquire that habit if you seek after truth with him. If you try to instruct him it
will never come. Do not be too anxious for baptism or conversion, but be quite anxious that you have planted in
his heart the desire to seek after the truth.
*
My last point is almost a truism. Our only hope of succeeding in helping the spiritual life of other people is
through living a spiritual life ourselves. A student soon finds out whether you are really devoted to Christ or
whether you only believe in Him. When we are devoted to Christ we live the Christ life, and the student will see
that. If we do not live the Christ life the student will also see that, and then we shall have lost our influence over
the spiritual life of that man.
205.10 Excerpt from Sixty Stirring Years: A Novel\fn{by Li Liu-ju (1887-1973)} Pingjiang, Hunan Province, China
(M) 12
The high peaks of Lienyun and Mufu mountains are like two huge screens which can be seen from afar. Below
them a river runs through the plain for more than two hundred li until it joins the swift current of the Milo River.
At the time of my story, these mountains and plains produced ample tea, hemp and vegetable oil, as well as paper,
all of which were good for sale in other provinces. Besides this, every year the land yielded more than enough rice
and sweet potatoes to provide for the seven hundred thousand people who lived there.
Pingchiang, the county town, was situated some two hundred li from Changsha, the provincial capital of
Hunan. The county was divided into four townships and the county town itself was divided by four thoroughfares,
namely, the North, South, East and West Streets. All the bigger shops along the streets had shiny, painted counters
and impressive signboards with golden characters carved on them. From morning till dusk, the streets were
always thronged with busy crowds and even the air was filled with the noisy tinkling and counting of silver or
copper coins.
Ever since the campaign against the Taiping Heavenly Kingdom, numerous counter-revolutionary civil or
military bureaucrats as well as big landlords had emerged in this county. Here the land ownership was highly
concentrated. A dozen families each collected an annual land rent of over ten thousand piculs\fn{ 1 picul = 110 lbs}
of rice. Still more collected several thousand piculs each year, while the income of a countless number of smaller
landlords ran to hundreds of piculs. From here many had passed the imperial civil-service examinations and won
the titles of licentiates or provincial graduates,\fn{ Licenciate (bsiutsai) and provincial graduate (chujen) were titles for
intellectuals who passed the first two stages of the imperial civil-service examinations in feudal China. Besides these two, there were two
higher grades, namely, palace graduates (chinshih) and hanlin. People with these grades were qualified for official posts within the
Celestial Empire} while many others travelled still further as secretaries or advisers to high officials. Thus, the place

had become a stronghold of landlords, bureaucrats and big merchants through the reigns of the Emperors Hsien
Feng\fn{1851-1861} and Tung Chih\fn{1862-1874} down to that of the Emperor Kuang Hsu\fn{ 1875-1907} of the
Ching Dynasty, and later, during the years of revolution, it was the scene of the most bitter and protracted
struggles.
In the thirteenth year of the reign of the Emperor Kuang Hsu, i.e., 1887, Chi Chiao-shu was born into the
family of a merchant in this town. Chi Wan-ho, the father, had started his career as a shop-boy and finally with the
help of Chang-chih, his own brother, had quickly become the chief clerk in the head office of the firm of Chuan Yi
Sheng. This firm was owned by the millionaire merchant and landlord Ling Shang-chin who trusted Chang-chih
as his general manager. Under the supervision of his brother, Wan-ho managed the import-export trade through
the firm'’s branch offices in Pingchiang, Changsha and Hankow and also had a share of his own in the business.
The Chis had no farms of their own, but in a few years they had accumulated a fortune of more than a hundred
thousand silver dollars through the tea business. Though the two brothers lived separately, they were on such
intimate terms with each other that they drew no line between themselves where money was concerned.
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Chi Chang-chih, a rather heavily-built man of over fifty, had a tiger-like face with a pair of small, rat-like eyes.
Well known for his hypocritical smile and his way of winning friends by doing them small favours, he was
nicknamed the “Smiling Tiger.”
Wan-ho, a little over forty, was of an entirely different type. Tall, lean and unhealthy, he was a man of few
words, and smiles were seldom seen on his goat-like face. Men nicknamed him the “Slimy Snake.” One day Chi
Chang-chih told his younger brother:
“The money with which you do business is just like water in a fish’s mouth; one moment it is swallowed, and
the next it is spewed out. It would be much safer for us to buy a farm, then we could always draw our rent from
the tenants, and net a monthly interest of no less than one and a half or even two per cent!”
The two of them discussed the matter seriously and then went over to the abacus to make a thorough study of
their financial standing. Finally they both agreed that it was a favourable proposal, after which Wan-ho began to
have a deeper respect for the wisdom of his brother and followed all his advice.
The popular saying in Pingchiang was:
“It is no good to have money without a son.” Though they were old.fashioned merchants without much
education, both brothers well understood the Confucian precept:
“Of the three ways to be unfilial to one’s ancestor, the worst is to be without a descendant.”
Now, lucky in money as they were, they did not have half.as much luck in having sons. This then became one
of the most important subjects frequently discussed by the two brothers.
“What shall we do now? Shall we bring an adopted son into the house? No, another man’s surname just cannot
be written in the Family Book! Shall we adopt one of our cousin's children? No! Our property will then fall into
another’s hands!”
Chang-chih and Wan-ho shared the same opinion. Then with a smile Chang-chih advised his younger brother:
“You’d better take a concubine and try to have a son. If you raise two boys, one of them can be my heir; but if
you have only one, then we’ll let him have both our fortunes.”
“Right! To take a concubine is easy, so long as she doesn’t produce only girls as your wife does,” agreed Wanho. “Now, shall we go to the Shanhui Nunnery in the west sector of the town to make a wish? They say the
Goddess of Mercy there is miraculous in answering people’s wishes.”
“A good idea,” answered Chang-chih cheerfully. “Oh, but I’ve heard that a fellow on North Street called Liu is
a wonderful fortupe-teller. Let’s pay him a visit also and see if he can find us some girls capable of having sons.
I’d like to take another concubine myself and see if she can give me a boy.”
*
A week or more passed by. One day the fortune-teller came to see Chang-chih in the office of Chuan Yi Sheng
on East Street to tell him:
“Mr. Chi, I’ve located a maid for you in the house of Mr. Tung on West Street. Her name is Tung Shao-ying
and she is only sixteen. I’ve read her horoscope and I’m sure she will present you with sons. If you trust me, I’ll
go to the Tung’s on your behalf and find out how much they want for the girl.” Then using his imagination, the
man continued to say a great deal about the girl’s horoscope in an effort to convince the merchant that she was
just the girl he was looking for.
The girl’s family name was actually Wang. She was the real daughter of Wang Lao-san, a tenant-peasant on the
farm of Mr. Tung, the owner of a silk shop in town. Living outside the west gate of the walled town, Wang Laosan had worked hard on Tung’s farm but had remained poor all his life. He could not afford to marry until he was
forty, and Shao-ying was his only child. Then, when the girl was twelve and just old enough to help him plant
vegetables and peddle them on the street, Wang died. His wife, who was sick at that time, discovered they owed
Mr. Tung a total of seventy strings of cash including interest. In order to clear the debt, she was obliged to sell
Shao-ying as a bondmaid to the Tungs. It was only after her neighbours had said many kind words on her behalf
that she finally received the balance of thirty strings of cash from Mr. Tung, which made up the total price of her
daughter to a hundred strings. Since then the girl’s name had been changed to Tung Shao-ying.
Now with fortune-teller Liu as the go-between, Mr. Tung insisted on a price of six hundred strings for the girl.
But when Chi Wan-ho pointed out that although she wasn’t bad-looking, her feet were rather large, the seller
finally agreed to let him have the girl for five hundred strings.
*
Wan-ho's first wife, whose name was Wu Yueh-hua, lived at a place called Potou, some fifty li from the county
seat of Pingchiang. When Shao-ying became Wan-ho’s concubine, he took her to live with him in a house in
Yenchuan Lane, very near his office in town. It was quite a comfortable house with two main suites of three
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rooms each, not counting those in the wings, all of them having painted wooden floors. Besides living in the best
private residence in the whole of East Street, Shao-ying had a man- and maidservant to wait on her. However,
never having been in the habit of being idle and letting others serve her, she did the laundry and cooking as usual.
Her husband, though started as a shop-boy himself, had learned how to put on airs and scold people since he had
become rich a few years previously. He would often tell her:
“You’re really a foolish woman. You don’t know how to enjoy yourself!” This often caused quarrels between
them.
When Shao-ying was just eighteen and her husband forty-five, their first son was born. He was given the name
of Chi Chiao-shu. This was the first boy born to the three brothers of the Chi family, who between them had six
wives.
“You’re really a lucky woman to have given this heir to our family,” admitted Wan-ho, whose attitude to Shaoying changed at once. He was now all smiles and often took a meal or medicine to her bed. He even took care of
the baby himself. He kept praising his concubine’s good fortune and calling the baby “darling boy!” Shao-ying
was equally jubilant, and returned her husband’s compliments by saying:
“It’s your luck.” Just like any other woman, she thought her position in the family would become better and no
one would bully her now that she had a son
“Congratulations, Wan-ho! So you have an heir now!” called out Chang-chih the day Chiao-shu was born
when he came with joy to his brother’s house to express his felicitations. Then he immediately added:
“You should let me have your second boy though.”
“But of course,” was Wan-ho’s generous reply.
“Ha ha! That’s good,” his brother said, with a laugh.
“Congratulations, sir! Congratulations! Indeed your son has a fine horoscope!” said a number of fortune-tellers
who, within three days of the baby’s birth, streamed into Wan-ho’s house to offer their predictions regarding the
baby's future. Invariably they promised great wealth and a high position for the boy.
It was common practice to pay from one hundred to five hundred cash for each written prediction. But Wan-ho
was unusually generous for he paid the fortune-tellers at least a string each.\fn{ A string of cash was 1,000 of the small
copper coins with a square hole in the center } In addition he received all these people in a courteous and hospitable
manner such as he had never done before. When he poured tea for them, he asked:
“How big an official did you say my son will become? What will his rank be?”
Fortune-tellers though they were, none of them dared to make promises where official rank was concerned.
Only Hu the Blind was bold enough to venture:
“Well—I think he’ll certainly not be lower than the Fourth Grade.”\fn{ In the Manchu Empire, official positions were
divided into nine grades}
Wan-ho laughed happily and thanked him. To this fortune- teller, he paid an extra large sum—four strings
wrapped up in a red envelope!\fn{ The color red signifies good luck in China } Some of the neighbours admired the
family’s extravagance but others jeered behind their backs:
“Such a cheap official, a string for each grade!” Another said:
“H’m, for a three-day-old baby they’ve given a feast of sharksfin, eh? By the time he’s sixty years old, they
will probably entertain the guests with only shrimp’s eggs!”
*
One day Chang-chih said to his brother:
“Say, old man, we’re both getting on in years. I’m nearly sixty and you’re about fifty, and the only boy we
have is this lad. So, from now on you should pay more heed to the business while I look after the family’s affairs.
For it's true that the little pile we’ve worked so hard to build, whether yours or mine, is but for the next
generation. What do you think?”
To this suggestion Wan-ho agreed whole-heartedly. Thus the two brothers became more intimate with each
other. They both treated the boy Chiao-shu like a little prince and valued him above all other treasures.
“My, how tall you’ve grown, darling! But why aren’t you fatter? You ought to give him better food, and
warmer clothes to wear. You should both take better care of him!”
So Chang-chih would caution the parents every time he took the boy in his arms to fondle him, for he looked
on the child as the only descendant of both their families and it worried him to see the handsome child so thin.
Would this boy grow up to be healthy and carry on the Chi family? This was the grave concern of both Changchih and Wan-ho. But Shao-ying, young woman as she was, did not worry.
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The largest Chinese medicine shop in Pingchiang was also located on East Street, just opposite the firm of
Chuan Yi Sheng. Its proprietor was another rich man who had gained his wealth through trade. His shop which
was mainly for wholesale trade also did some retail business.. It had an abundant supply of rare and valuable
medicines and tonics such as ginseng and deer antlers. Yuan Yun-ting, the famous Chinese physician, practised in
this shop. Wan-ho led his son into the medicine shop one day and asked Yuan:
“Doctor, do you think he needs some extract of deer antlers?”
“Oh, no! Deer antler is too strong for a child,” replied the doctor with a genial smile. “He should only have
some mild nourishment like swallow's nests.” In a routine way he took the boy's hand, felt his pulse, then put on
his big tumbler-sized brass-rimmed spectacles and wrote out a prescription.
After that, in addition to other medicine to give him an appetite, Chiao-shu had swallow's nests cooked with
crystalliz~d sugar as a constant supplement to his daily food, which usually consisted of chicken, duck, fish, meat,
sweets, cakes and everything else that was nourishing and delicious. The boy was never refused anything; he wore
gauze in summertime and was wrapped in furs in winter.
*
Time flew by, and Chiao-shu was soon six years old. The lad, though still very thin, was now growing livelier
day by day and was highly praised by the neighbours. However, the bigger he grew, the naughtier he became.
Even though so young, he actually followed the young salesmen and apprentices of Chuan Yi Sheng to the whorehouses in town; with these young men he soon learned how to drink, to smoke the hookah and to gamble with
dominoes and dice. What was worse, being so precocious, he began to go to a neighbour’s house to watch the
intimate embraces of the man and his wife and to imitate them. As a result, he became a nuisance to the
neighbours who all swore at him and refused to allow their children to play with him.
“Look what your son has done!” complained Sister Kuei to Chiao-shu’s mother one morning as she pointed to
the lips of a poor little girl beside her. “He bit my daughter’s lips until the blood came.”
Now Sister Kuei lived near the entrance of Yenchuan Lane and her husband operated a carpenter’s shop in
town, his main business being to make boxes for Chuan Yi Sheng’s black tea. That was why Sister Kuei, angry as
she was, had to restrain herself a little when she took her daughter to see Chiao-shu’s mother. Forcing herself to
be modest and polite, by some broad hints she revealed to Shao-ying how all the neighbours felt about her son.
“I’m so sorry. I’ll give him a beating when he comes home,” announced Shao-ying. To console the little girl,
she gave her some sweets, saying:
“Now don’t you cry any more!” But from the polite conversation, Shao-ying was shocked to learn how all the
neighbours disliked Chiao-shu.
“Ah!” she exclaimed, her face suddenly turning deep red with shame and anger.
Dark clouds gathered in the sky and a squall soon followed. At noon the usual high temperature quickly
dropped, but fury still burned within Shao-ying. After seeing Sister Kuei off, she walked back and forth outside
the gate of her house as restless as an ant on a hot furnace, waiting for the return of her son. She hadn’t been
waiting very long when Chiao-shu, looking as wild as a little untamed horse, came running home on the gallop.
“Come and kneel down!” she ordered the boy the moment he entered the gate. Shao-ying held him by the hand
and gave his face a sound slapping. Then she made him kneel down before her and scolded him while she cried:
“Why don’t you learn good things instead of such bad things from others!” In a fit of rage she took off all his
clothes, whipped him soundly with a bamboo rod, and then pushed him naked from the gate and shouted angrily:
“Get out, and don’t you ever come back again!” With a bang she closed the gate after him.
Shao-ying had always been a stern mother and Chiao-shu was afraid of her, but the boy also realized how his
father doted on him, so he was not very worried. Now, however, without a piece of clothing on, the lad was quite
conscious of his humiliating position. Standing with his face to the wall, he hid himself under the eaves, where he
was protected from the rain. He stood there until his father came home for supper.
Presently the rain ceased, but the earth was enveloped in the shadows of evening. Wan-ho, with a fan in his
hand, walked home in a leisurely manner from the shop. He had barely turned into Yenchuan Lane when his eyes
fell upon a naked lad with red stripes all over his back and hips, who was standing close to the wall of his house.
In surprise he asked:
“Hey! Where are you from?”
The lad, however, did not move but remained standing there with his face to the wall. Wan-ho turned him
around suddenly, then shouted out in spite of himself:
“Oh, my darling boy, how did this happen to you?”
“Mama beat me. She told me to get out.”
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In sudden indignation, Wan-ho rushed into the hall with the boy in his arms. He sat down on a red sandalwood
chair and roared:
“What did he do that you beat him like this?” Then before Shao-ying had a chance to explain, he thundered
furiously:
“This is the only son I have at my age! For five hundred strings I can buy another concubine but for five
thousand, even fifty thousand, strings I can not buy another son of my own begetting! Do you understand?” While
shouting, he grabbed the woman’s hair and pounded her with his fist.
Being a woman of strong will and pride, Shao-ying had always felt sensitive about her position as a concubine,
in addition to which, her husband’s irritable disposition and complete lack of humour had also made her apathetic
to him. Now for the first time in her life when right to her face her husband called her by the name she so
resented, she burst out crying bitterly. However offended she felt, she didn’t dare to hit back, for that would be a
crime of the worst degree.
Naughty lad that he was, Chiao-shu’s little heart was touched by his mother’s unhappiness. Suddenly he went
down on his knees, and with his arms around his mother, begged his father loudly in tears:
“Papa! Don’t hit Mama! I’ll be good.”
From that day on, a great problem began to weigh on Shao-ying’s mind—the child was becoming so naughty
yet his father was so indulgent. To let her son have his way would spoil the child, but on the other hand, to be
severe with him would certainly cause discord between herself and her husband. Finally she arrived at the
conclusion that the only solution was to send the boy to school where he would be disciplined.
*
Then came the pleasant celebration of the Dragon-Boat Festival.\fn{ Celebrated on the fifth day of the fifth lunar month }
While they were having a festive dinner with chicken, duck, fish, meat, dumplings and wine specially made for
the occasion, Shao-ying made the suggestion to Wan-ho:
“Sir, Chiao-shu is getting to be a big boy. Don’t you think we should send him to school now?”
At first Wan-ho only nodded but did not say anything. Then after a spell he said:
“All right.”
In those days, there was no regular seasonal vacation for pupils who went to school but just a short holiday at
the time of the lunar New Year as well as at that of the Dragon-Boat Festival. On the first day after the festival,
Shao-ying took Chiao-shu to an old-style private school in the Temple of the God of Medicine, a place not far
from their home.
Tung Kao-ching, the master and only teacher of the school, was a tall, lean old fellow over fifty. He seldom
parted with his long pipe and looked like the perfect poor scholar of the countryside. Altogether there were more
than a dozen pupils in his class, mostly around the age of ten, and their textbooks contained nothing but excerpts
from the teachings of Confucius and other sages. However, as Chiao-shu was only six, he was taught to read a
primer called the Three-Character Classic all by himself. Everything in it was composed of phrases of three
characters each, which although appearing simple on the surface were not easy for a six-year-old child to
comprehend. It first dealt with the nature of man, beginning with the sentence, “Man is born with a good
character,” and then introduced the history of the various imperial dynasties.
Just like “music played before an ox,” this book naturally failed to interest the boy. It was not long before
Chiao-shu cried to his father and said that he didn’t want to go to school any more.
“Don’t you cry, my darling boy,” persuaded the father patiently. “Papa’ll take you to school and buy you some
cakes too.”
After that he often took the child to school himself, carrying the cakes in his hand. So in this manner for a
time, the Three-Character Classic was digested together with the cakes. As a rule the pupils were first required to
read, then to recite from memory what they had read to the tutor. As for Chiao-shu, he found the book more
difficult to memorize as he studied more of it. The lessons became even more difficult to remember because he
was in constant dread that the tutor would get annoyed at his failure to memorize all the phrases correctly.
Everyone knew that the tutor would invariably become infuriated if a child forgot a verse. The tutor would first
stare at him with his two big bulging eyes while swearing angrily, then knock the boy’s head quite freely with the
brass bowl of his long bamboo pipe. But that was not all; what every pupil dreaded most was that the old teacher
would spank their bottom.
“Come! Bring a bench! Now, take off your trousers!”
That was his usual way of announcing his decision to punish a pupil. Once such an order was given, the boy in
question had to fetch a bench for himself, take down his trousers and lie down obediently to let the tutor whip his
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bare bottom with a three-foot-long bamboo pole. This punishment was popularly called “meat fried with bamboo
shoots,” The youngest among the pupils, Chiao-shu was unfortunately the one who always received the most
“bamboo shoots.”
In only half a year, the lively, carefree lad had turned into a dull, queer-looking boy who often remained quiet
all day and even started to weep without any obvious cause. To him studying was sheer drudgery and the
classroom was hell itself. Then one day, Chiao-shu suddenly groaned:
“Oh!” with both hands on his stomach. “It hurts me so!” The tutor, who thought the boy really had a
stomachache, pulled a long face and waved at him to leave:
“All right, you may go home!”
From then on he often left his class for one excuse or another and went to play on the streets, leaving his
satchel with a friendly hawker.
Wan-ho and Shao-ying were quite impressed with the improvement in their son’s behaviour, and they praised
the tutor:
“Such a wonderful tutor, he certainly knows how to teach! Look at my boy. He behaves himself so well now.
Every day after school he sits in the room either studying or resting so quietly!”
But not long afterwards an old lady who lived not far from their house told Shao-ying all about Chiao-shu and
how he used to sneak away from school.
The busy streets were an indication that the lunar New Year was approaching. It was nearly noon, just about
the hour for lessons to end, when Chiao-shu sped home like a grasshopper all the way from the tutor’s house.
“Come! Kneel down here!” shouted Shao-ying waving a bamboo pole in her hand. “So you sneaked away
from school, eh?” She held the boy's ear and made him get down on his knees, keeping him there till sunset when
it was time for Wan-ho to come home for supper. Shao-ying tried to look furious, but did not punish the boy very
severely this time for fear his father would be annoyed. She merely gave him a few gentle flicks with the bamboo
pole, in addition to a good scolding.
But still this made Chiao-shu think his mother was very cruel and ruthless compared with his father who was
always so tender to him.
The following day nobody knew why Chiao-shu did not come home for lunch or supper. Scouts were sent out
to look for the boy. The tutor’s house, Chuan Yi Sheng, the neighbours’ houses and then all the lanes in town were
searched, but he just could not be found.
“Was he kidnapped by a slave-monger or had he been drowned in the river?”
Both Wan-ho and Shao-ying burst into tears when they thought of this eventuality. The only thing they could
do then as always was to make wishes and draw lots in the Temple of the Dragon King who was supposed to rule
over all rivers and seas. In the meantime, men were hired to beat brass gongs through the streets and lanes and
notices were posted everywhere about the lost boy. The search continued for a whole night and into the following
day.
Finally the lad was found in the house of a vegetable hawker very near West Street.
After that Shao-ying never dared to beat him again. The parents engaged a tutor to teach Chiao-shu at home.
*
The year when Chiao-shu was born, Chang-chih, his uncle, had also taken a concubine named Hsiu-hsiang and
begun to live with her in a house not far from Yenchuan Lane. However, for quite a few years they had no child.
By the time Chiao-shu was three years old, his mother gave birth to a second son Po-nien; then after another
two years a third son Chih-ping came into the world.
The day Po-nien was born, Chang-chih went to Yenchuan Lane and, with a smile, shouted out to Wan-ho:
“Congratulations to you! Now you should let me have him for my heir,” After asking Wan-ho to carry out his
promise, he went on to suggest:
“We had better buy a house and a farm in the country jointly, to leave to Chiao-shu and his brothers in the
future.”
Naturally this suited Wan-ho perfectly. Complacently he thought that once his son became Chang-chih’s heir
his brother’s property would eventually become his. Without hesitation. he agreed:
“But of course, you can have him once he is weaned. I’ll turn him over to your Hsiu-hsiang.”
Not long after that, it came to their knowledge that at Choshui, some fifteen li from the walled city of
Pingchiang, the Ling brothers intended to sell their manor known as Ling’s Retreat. In covered sedan-chairs
Chang-chih and Wan-ho went to look at the property and found it to be a very impressive estate, the house having
over a hundred rooms which would be more than adequate to accommodate their two families. However, their
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desire was not altogether satisfied because no large farm was attached to the manor. Because of this and also
because the price asked was rather high and prospective buyers were few, they tried to force the owner to sell at a
lower price. No deal was made for a long time. Then quite unexpectedly, a general who had but lately retired took
a liking to this manor and offered to buy it at a price much higher than the Chi brothers had offered to pay. A
bargain was soon made with the general and preparations for the signing of the contract were under way.
The news came as a surprise to Chang-chih, whose sole worry then was that Ling’s Retreat would eventually
fall under some other name than his own. In desperation he resorted to the only means he knew, which was to ask
his boss, Ling Shang-chin, to give him a helping hand in this matter. So calling the Ling brothers, who were
actually his nephews, to him, Ling Shang-chin tried to intimidate them:
“Why didn’t you let me have priority when you decided to sell the estate? Why, since you’re adults, don’t you
know the rule that you always give your kinsmen and relatives the first opportunity when you want to sell any
property? Ling’s Retreat should always belong to the Lings. Now, I want you to sell it to me!”
Although they knew that Ling Shang-chin possessed an estate just as big and stately as theirs, the now
impoverished nephews did not dare to raise any objection to his demand; for they were well aware of the fact that
their uncle, who was known as the “Local Tyrant” or the “Old Boss,” was the wealthiest and most influential man
in the county and that his son was a candidate circuit intendant in Kiangsu Province. Even the retired general was
obliged to withdraw his offer in face of Ling Shang-chin’s demand.
Thus the deal was closed. The proceedings which followed the transaction such as the examination and
delivery of the house and farm, the making of the inventory of property. and the handing over of the title-deed
were handled entirely by Ling Shang-chin’s steward and book-keeper, while Chang-chih and Wan-ho stayed in the
background. Even the new title-deed of the estate was registered under the name of Ling Shang-chin.
So Chang-chih and his brother finally obtained the property known as Ling's Retreat that they so desired, but
in the name of another man and at a price much higher than what they had first offered.
*
In the summer following the purchase of the manor, for the first time Hsiu-hsiang, Chang-chih’s concubine,
gave birth to a child, a son who was given the name Shu-sheng, meaning “born in summer.”
“Ha ha! Wan-ho my boy! Ha ha! Hsiu-hsiang is really a blessed woman!” boasted Chang-chih, almost bursting
with happiness when he visited Wan-ho just for the purpose of telling him the good news.
“Now that both you and I have sons, our family will certainly be carried on forever! Ha ha! This woman is
really wonderful, not like the other one who gave me nothing but daughters to spend my money!” Everyone could
see he was overjoyed.
“Congratulations to you!” rejoined Wan-ho in an apparently good humour. “Shu-sheng is a lucky boy, My Ponien doesn’t have the same good fortune.”
Standing beside them, Shao-ying, knowing nothing of the unspoken, complicated feelings in the minds of the
two brothers, joined them quite innocently, saying:
“I congratulate you on your new-born son!” In his usual hypocritical way, with a dry smile Chang-chih
cleverly changed the subject.
“Since you haven’t been feeling so well,” he suggested to his brother, “you had better have more rest. I’ll look
after the business. As you know, we brothers draw no line between ourselves; whether a child is son or nephew
really doesn’t make any difference.” This was designed to take the load off Wan-ho’s mind.
*
As time flew by, Wan-ho’s health declined with each passing day. In the summer of 1894, the year when the
Sino-Japanese War began, when his son Chiao-shu was barely seven, Wan-ho died. Chang-chih wept
sanctimoniously and stayed in Yenchuan Lane quite a few days to conduct the funeral ceremony.
“What a misfortune for you to become a widow so young!” remarked Chang-chih one winter morning the
same year, when in the company of his concubine Hsiu-hsiang he went to visit Shao-ying. Then he suggested to
her:
“It’s not very suitable for a young widow like you with such small children to live alone in town. You can
move together with my family into the country to Ling’s Retreat, where your sisters-in-law Chin and Hsiu-hsiang
will take good care of you.” To console her he added:
“Don’t be sad any more, you’ll be amply provided for. Next year I’ll hire a learned tutor specially for Chiaoshu, and I’ll try to buy some good farmland for you when there is any.”
This suggestion came at a time when Shao-ying was in a miserable state of despondency. The loss of her
husband when she was so young and all her children still so small made her fear that she might have to return to

342

her former arduous life. Her brother-in-law’s kind offer naturally impressed her. She wiped her tears on a corner
of her white mourning gown and murmured her thanks:
“Very good, sir. You’re the head of the family and I’ll just leave everything to you. Chiao-shu and his brothers
will have to depend on you now; they’ll certainly return your kindness when they grow up.” Then she asked:
“When shall we start to move?” and added:
“Doesn’t Ling’s Retreat belong to the Old Boss?”
“Let us start moving after the New Year,” Chang-chih replied and then he lied:
“The Old Boss has lent the house to me.”
*
The entrances to Ling’s Retreat were distinguished from those of other country mansions by the granite doorframes of the main as well as the two side-gates. These door-frames had been skilfully carved and decorated; a
thin coating of gold on them made them look even more impressive.
Facing the main entrance were the three main halls in a straight row, which were flanked by two other smaller
halls on each side. Shao-ying occupied the further side-hall on the east wing with her three children. This side-hall
consisted of a suite of five big rooms and a row of smaller ones besides. These rooms were connected with the
other part of the house only by a long roundabout narrow lane, and therefore formed a satisfactory environment
where a young widow could be successfully secluded and separated from the men. This was a tradition strictly
observed, particularly by the so-called “prominent families” that were wealthy or held government offices. In the
hall where the shrine of the deceased was situated, the atmosphere was as dull and quiet as a nunnery, what with
the white curtains over the door, white covers on the chairs and white scrolls written with phrases of condolence
hung all over the walls.
The situation was improved a little, however, when Chung Lien-fang, an old licentiate, was employed as
private tutor for Chiao-shu. His family occupied a part of the east side-hall and Mrs. Chung was the only one of
her own sex Shao-ying had for company in this new home. Most of the time her children played in the outer part
of the house, leaving the swollen-eyed widow alone at home fumbling with her needlework, tidying the shrine or,
with the help of her maidservants, growing vegetables and raising chickens in the back-yard.
“Keep quiet and within bounds”—the regular “obligation” of a young widow—was dutifully observed by
Shao-ying.
Although his was not such a big family, Chang-chih had a dozen attendants in his employ, a book-keeper,
steward, watchman, gate-keeper, cook, purchasing agent, sedan-carriers, farm hands, footman, men- and
maidservants, all of whom lived together with his family in the main halls as well as the halls on the west side of
Ling’s Retreat.
*
As a popular saying goes,
“Although the wealthy may live on a remote mountain, they have plenty of distant relatives.”
Since the Chis had moved to the country, their life had not become more lonely; quite the contrary, in fact,
friends and relations came to visit them frequently from town and elsewhere. Happy drinking or mahjong parties
went on day after day.
The western part and the eastern part of the very same house now seemed like two entirely different worlds.
Twenty-four hours a day, except at meal-times, when asleep or during school hours, Chiao-shu would spend all
his time in a world of fun and happiness. Earlier in town he had learned to play the more simple domino games,
but now mahjong, a new pastime, became his hobby. He would sit at a table with luxuriously-dressed men and
women, paying no heed to whether they were his seniors or not, and call out aloud now and then, “Take!” or
“Game!’ In gambling, each time he lost, he always went and took money from the book-keeper, for the finances
of his house were also under the supervision of Chang-chih’s book-keeper.
“Is it true that the Old Boss has sold Ling’s Retreat to our master?” the other servants asked Chang-chih’s
footman one day.
“It’s true. They signed the deed in Chuan Yi Sheng just a few days ago,” answered the footman emphatically.
All the others believed him because he was the one who always accompanied Chang-chih on his regular trips to
town.
From then on Chi Chang-chih's estate expanded year after year, and soon enough he was not only a prominent,
wealthy merchant of Pingchiang County but also the richest landlord in Choshui. The titles to all his property
including Ling’s Retreat were under the name of “Chi Chang-chih and sons,” except one tract of land which alone
was entitled “property of Chi Chiao-shu and brothers.” This last estate, located at Tung Chia Yuan quite near to
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Ling’s Retreat, consisted of a big farm-house for tenant-peasants, a considerable piece of woodland, some twenty
fish ponds and two irrigation dykes. It yielded an annual rent income of two hundred piculs of rice.
*
Chung Lien-fang, Chiao-shu’s tutor, was an impoverished licentiate born in Choshui. A man of sixty, he was
known for his eloquence and fine penmanship, so that he had become an indispensable clerk, consultant or
middleman for the local residents whenever they had a funeral or wedding ceremony, a legal dispute or a farm
transaction. For this reason and also because the Chung clan was a flourishing one in this part of the country and
he had a rather large circle of acquaintances, Chung Lien-fang was rather respected by Chang-chih, who treated
the old tutor quite differently from the way he did the ordinary poor.
“Mr. Chi, your nephew Chiao-shu is quite grown up now,” Chung Lien-fang said to Chang-chih one day,
smiling. “Shall I arrange a match for him?”
“Why, of course! So long as it’s a suitable one.”
“My relative Chung Hsiang-fan living in the Riverside House has a daughter called Huan-ying. The girl has
rather good looks as well as a pair of small bound feet. She’s twelve this year, just a little older than Chiao-shu,
and she would make a suitable match for him.”
The usual custom in those days was for the girl to be a bit older than her husband, so that she might bear
children sooner, and small feet were considered beautiful—that was why Chung Lien-fang especially mentioned
these things.
“Ah! But your Chung clan has been an honoured house of distinguished officials; won’t the house of a
merchant like ours be too low for the match?” Chang-chih asked modestly.
Then finally with the agreement of Shao-ying, the match was promptly arranged through Mr. Chung. When
gifts were presented by the boy’s family and the cards containing the horoscopes of the boy and girl were
exchanged, they became betrothed.
After the families of Ling’s Retreat and the Riverside House became relatives of equal distinction, a notable
change took place in Choshui—not only the opinion of the Chungs but also that of the Chis had now to be sought
on every matter of importance in this district. Consequently, the position of the tutor, who was responsible for the
new relationship connecting the two families, grew more important. But so far as Chang-chih was concerned, he
became more conscious of the fact that although the mansion of Ling’s Retreat was more impressive-looking than
the Riverside House, the latter seemed nevertheless much superior because above its entrance was hung a huge
tablet with the characters “Residence of the Palace Graduate,” showing the official title of its owner.
Incidentally, there was a big flood in Hupeh. In order to collect funds for flood relief, the viceroy of Hunan and
Hupeh obtained the emperor’s permission to open the door to imperial officialdom to those who were willing to
pay for ranks. Chang-chih promptly availed himself of the opportunity and bought the nominal rank of a prefect
for himself and that of a subprefect for his son, Shu-sheng. At the same time he obtained a title for his concubine,
Hsiu-hsiang, the boy’s mother.
At that time, among those women who were without a respectable social status, concubines were the lowest.
Their sons were also looked down upon and they had no share in the rights belonging to the sons of the first
wives. There was only one way, however, in which a concubine could ascend to the position of a “lady” and be
called “madam” and that was when her son became an imperial official. Now Shu-sheng was nominally an
official, so Hsiu-hsiang’s status was automatically raised. She looked awe-inspiring indeed in her new
embroidered “lady’s dress” that day at the dinner held to celebrate the occasion, and from then on everyone began
to address her as “Madam Hsiu.”
Now, Shao-ying had never been satisfied with her position as a concubine regardless of her rather comfortable
life. After Madam Hsiu’s elevation she began to crave for a change in her position since it could be gained in the
same way by buying an official rank for Chiao-shu, too. One day when Chang-chih had just returned from a trip
to town and was sitting in a cane chair in Hsiu-hsiang’s room, chatting happily with the others about his son’s
promising future as a candidate subprefect, Shao-ying took the opportunity to interject:
“Just look at Chiao-shu, he is so big already, why do you not buy him an official rank also, Uncle Changchih?” In an excess of deference she addressed him as her sons would have done.
“Ugh!” Chang-chih sneered.
The happy atmosphere of the room vanished instantly. After a moment, he answered her with a hypocritical
smile:
“Well, it’s because Chiao-shu is already so big that so long as he studies diligently, he’ll soon be able to pass
the civil-service examinations and become a licentiate or provincial graduate. Then he can take part in the
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metropolitan examination and acquire the highest literary degree of hanlin. He’ll certainly become an official one
of these days. So for him there’s no need to pay for a rank. Shu-sheng’s quite different; he’s still so young that the
chance of becoming an official through examination seems very remote.”
Shao-ying did not reply to this and she soon left the room. When she thought it over to herself, she was not at
all satisfied with her brother-in-law’s explanation:
“So he’s bought an official rank for his own son but will not do it for mine. What does the difference of a few
years matter anyway? He’s just being unfair to us, that’s all!”
Not long after that she remembered that she would need quite a large sum of money for the education of all her
three sons and later for their marriages. Therefore, it seemed foolish for her not to have control over her own
finances. Besides, she remembered that Chang-chih had recently told her more than once that the business was not
so successful of late but instead was losing money most of the time, so that it was safer to invest as much as
possible in farms.
Then one day Shao-ying, carrying her youngest son in one arm, leading the second one with her other hand
and with Chiao-shu following, went to see Chang-chih in Hsiu-hsiang’s room. Chang-chih had just finished his
supper after returning from town in a sedan-chair carried by three men. Sitting on a wicker couch, his legs
crossed, he was picking his teeth leisurely with a golden toothpick attached to a fine gold chain when Shao-ying
came in to bid him good evening and to talk about the questions that had for so long occupied her mind.
“Dear Uncle Chang-chih, would you be so kind as to buy some more farmland for Chiao-shu and his
brothers?”
“Eh?” The Smiling Tiger who had never been known to show his temper before now suddenly brought his
right foot down from his left knee, stamped it on the ground in a threatening way, and then, his face flushed and
his rat-like eyes bulging, he flung back a question at the widow:
“Haven’t I already bought the farm of Tung Chia Yuan for you, eh? Where is more money to come from?”
Then he leaned back on the couch and stretched his legs. Dumbfounded, Shao-ying could not find a word to
say for quite some time.. She thought to herself:
“Didn’t Wan-ho tell me before he died that he and Chang-chih together had accumulated a fortune of more
than a hundred thousand silver dollars, not counting the salt licences,\fn{ Salt was a government monopoly, but licxenses
for its sale of prescribed amounts and in definite areas could be bought. Holders of salt licenses could also rent them to others for use } the
shares and shops that they owned?”
Although she did not know the exact sum, nor the names of the shops, yet she realized that the total amount
certainly came to something far above the estate yielding an annual rent of two hundred piculs of rice that she
received from Tung Chia Yuan. Then she remembered that Ling’s Retreat was also supposed to have been jointly
owned by both the brothers in the beginning; how could it be said that the Old Boss had sold it to Chang-chih
alone just because Wan-ho had died? Her mind full of misgivings, she glanced at her children miserably and then
asked Chang-chih, again in a timid voice, tears welling from her eyes:
“What about the shares and salt licences?”
Startled in spite of himself, Chang-chih sat up abruptly on the couch, keeping his little eyes down but rolling
them round and round. Several moments passed before he answered her question:
“Oh, shares eh? Haven’t I told you that the business has been losing money lately? Wan-ho’s funeral and the
religious service cost a lot; finally the expenses of the house here and his old family in Potou all need money!”
Not yielding but pressing on stubbornly Shao-ying asked:
“But what about the salt licences?” Still looking at the floor, Chang-chih said hesitantly:
“The salt business hasn’t been so good either; there was a shipwreck …” However, he was unable to say more
about how the business had lost money and how the shipwreck had taken place. Incoherently he added:
“The capital was borrowed from the Old Boss—we have to pay interest.” Here he blushed and looked very ill
at ease.
Shao-ying's lips quivered with more questions when Madam Hsiu who had been sitting beside her husband all
the while suddenly started to talk of something quite irrelevant:
“Sister-in-law, I heard the tutor say that Chiao-shu needs a bigger bookcase. I’ll tell the book-keeper to order
one tomorrow.”
Having successfully interrupted their argument, she then dragged Shao-ying up from her chair and, pretending
to act the peace-maker, persuaded her to leave the room.
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“It’s about time the children went to bed,” she added. “Please take them back now and let us discuss this thing
again some other time. After all, Chang-chih and Wan-ho were brothers; Chang-chih will certainly take good care
of you and the children. You have nothing to worry about, so please do not be so anxious.”
At that, Shao-ying had to swallow her anger and she left the room with a heavy heart.
*
The disposing of her late husband’s property had now become an inexplicable riddle to her. At first, because of
her lack of experience in the crooked ways of a self-seeking society, she believed that her brother-in-law, apart
from being an intimate business partner of her late husband for decades, had always talked much about virtue and
friendship and had been so nice to her and her children that he just could not possibly deceive her. Then the
feeling of jealousy so common to women in large feudal families led her to suspect that Chang-chih had secretly
given all her husband’s property to Wan-ho’s first wife who lived in Potou. At last, however, it occurred to her that
whether it was gain or loss, there must have been an account. How big was the loss? She was not at all sure what
exactly Chang-chih was hiding from her.
Although she was an unsophisticated young woman, what she had experienced through the last two years had
gradually enlightened her concerning the hypocritical ways and manners of Chang-chih. Her feelings of gratitude
and trust in the man had slowly turned into those of disappointment, suspicion and discontent. She was often
plagued by the thought that, since she was a widow with small children, especially since she was only a most
ignoble concubine, she would have to depend upon the kindness of her wealthy and influential brother-in-law, if
she did not want to fall prey to someone else. Like a dumb patient taking a bitter drug, she could find no way to
express her frustrations.
Naturally, Chang-chih soon discovered how she felt. On several occasions, Madam Hsiu said to her:
“Sister-in-law, before long Chiao-shu will be taking a bride. I think you’re very lucky to have as many as three
sons, and when they all grow up, are married and have children, you will enjoy life. The only thing is that the east
side-hall will certainly be too small for you all. So, don’t you think you’d better find another place soon?”
In saying this Madam Hsiu actually voiced the desire of her husband who wanted to see Shao-ying leave
Ling’s Retreat and begin life again somewhere else. Finally one day Madam Hsiu declared in most clear and blunt
terms:
“The cost of removal will be borne by us!”
Shao-ying was shocked at first, then indignant at the proposal. She decided to move away. However, her anger
soon gave way to anxiety as she began to worry about where a helpless woman like herself could move to? Day
and night, it weighed on her mind and kept her restless. Life had indeed become a misery for her.
“Dear Uncle Chang-chih, will you please buy a house for me and my children, so that we won’t have to go on
bothering you here?” Shao-ying finally asked Chang-chih one day in a straightforward way.
“Well, why don’t you go and live together with Wan-ho’s first wife Yueh-hua in Potou? It’s really not
necessary to set up another household. Besides, it’s not economical,” answered Chang-chih in a cheerful tone.
Then the smile on his face turned to a sneer as he promptly added:
“Anyway, there’s no more money!” His bluntness brought Shao-ying's courage back to her, and she picked up
the subject again where they had left off last time.
“Dear Uncle Chang-chih, could you tell me exactly how many shares or salt licences are under Wan-ho’s
name?”
“Who said there were any salt licences? Didn’t I tell you last time that we had borrowed our capital from the
Old Boss, and our salt licences had to be mortgaged with him as security?”
“And the shares?”
“Uh! The shares eh? Now let me tell you. Most of the shops have lost business!”
“But which shop has lost and which has not? How much did they lose and how much is still left? You must
have an account of the whole thing. Will you please show it to Chiao-shu because I can’t read. I just want to see
what I can do with it—” Before Shao-ying had a chance to finish what she intended to say, Chang-chih sprang up
from his chair and thundered, with eyes blazing:
“So you don’t trust me, eh? All right, I’ll go back to Chuan Yi Sheng and get you the account book so that you
can start fighting your own way out! Imagine a ‘broken-down three-legged stool’ like you actually wanting to
stand alone, and start a rebellion!” Then flinging his sleeves up violently, he strode out of the room in a rage.
Shao-ying’s cheeks suddenly flushed to a deep crimson. To be called a “broken-down three-legged stool” was
a far more unbearable insult than having her face slapped before a crowd. She ran back to her room in tears and
did not leave her bed for three days.
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*
“Oh, dear son! Your uncle is a wicked man. He’s cheated us out of your father’s money and now wants to
throw us out. Besides, he called me a ‘broken-down three-legged stool’!” wailed Shao-ying tearfully as she called
Chiao-shu to her bed and poured all her sorrow into the boy’s ear.
“You’re growing quite big now, but you just won’t be a good boy and study. Instead, you go and play mahjong
with them in the main hall all day. What future will a boy like you ever have? Your father certainly spoiled you.
Now that he’s gone, do you think you can still live as carefree as the rest of them? They are nothing but a lot of
humbugs, spending someone else’s money, and they’ll have to pay for it some day. You must be an honest man
when you grow up; don’t ever be like them!” Then she sat up, drying her tears with a handkerchief, and
continued:
“I never had even one day of happiness such as you have had when I was a child. Potatoes were all I had for
food when I was very young. Then when I was your age my father died and I was sold to the Tungs as a maid.
There I ate the cold left-overs every day and yet I was often scolded and beaten. When you slipped out of school
and were punished for it, you ran away from home and hid yourself somewhere else, but where could I run when I
was beaten?”
In this way and between sobs, she related to her son the long and miserable story of her life, which she had
never been able to tell anyone before: how she had suffered in her early days, how she was ill-treated after
marrying his father and how she was bullied and cheated as a young widow. This came like a bolt from the blue to
the boy that he was moved beyond description.
“Oh, Mama, how you’ve suffered! Uncle Chang-chih is indeed a wicked man. But please don’t cry. I’ll surely
make it up to you when I grow up. I’ll be an honest man!”
Here Chiao-shu broke into sobs also and crept up to Shao-ying’s side. Mother and son both let their tears flow,
locked in each other’s arms.
*
Just then Mrs. Chung, the tutor’s wife, who lived just next door, came in for a visit, believing that Shao-ying
was not feeling well.
“How are you feeling, Shao-ying? Maybe you need a doctor?”
“It’s they who have made Mama sick!” answered Chiao-shu indignantly before Shao-ying had a chance to
speak. Shao-ying quickly shook her head at the boy to stop him. However, with a puzzled look, Mrs. Chung went
on to ask:
“But who did it and why?”
“Oh! It’s Uncle Chang-chih! He’s cheated us out of all Papa’s money, the humbug!” was Chiao-shu’s
straightforward answer. Shao-ying raised her hand and slapped the boy in the face.
“Be quiet! Be on your way!” she scolded.
“What’s wrong with that?” argued Chiao-shu in indignation as he remained standing by his mother’s side,
without shedding a single tear. “So long as he has done it, I’ll talk about it. Even if I break the law, the most they
can do is to send me to jailor kill me. So what do I care!”
Mrs. Chung asked a few more questions and went away.
“You are so ignorant, so careless and outspoken! Do you realize we’re like a tall man standing under low
eaves? We must lower our heads and bear the suffering.”
So, after Mrs. Chung was gone, Shao-ying warned Chiao-shu to watch his tongue the next time lest his words
might somehow reach Chang-chih’s ear, but just as she had dreaded, the tutor soon conveyed to Chang-chih all
that his wife had told him.
One afternoon, after Chang-chih had returned to Ling's Retreat from town, he sent for Shao-ying and Chiaoshu and received them in his room full of pretentious amiability. After they had chatted for a little while, Changchill took out a few account books from a drawer and showed them to Shao-ying. Shao-ying quickly noticed that
two of these books looked brand-new and were in the same handwriting. Chang-chih then said:
“Look, these are all Wan-ho’s account books. Where are there shares or salt licences? Don’t you see I’m not
deceiving you? My ancestors’ spirits wouldn’t let me do anything like that anyway.” Then he turned. to Chiao-shu
and said to the boy:
“Why don’t you come to my place any more now? The tutor has always said you’re a clever student and .you
mustn’t let him down. Nor must you let yourself be misled by others and say untruthful things. So long as you
study hard, whatever is mine is yours also. Now don’t you worry about money.”
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Then Chang-chih stood up, still smiling. He opened up another book entitled “Joint Account.” He touched it a
few times with his forefinger and stated:
“This is the three thousand strings accumulated jointly by your father and me, which I didn’t tell you about
before because I was afraid the people in Potou would get to know of it and spend it all. Now since you need
money for tuition, I’ll let you have it, even my half of it. What’s the difference between yours and mine anyway!”
*
The next day, Chang-chih invited several relatives and friends to the house, including the Old Boss, Ling
Shang-chin, the tutor and others, who all obviously sided with him in this dispute. Here again he took out the
account books and explained his former business partnership with Wan-ho and the financial relationship between
them. At the end of his speech he said:
“Here’s the three thousand strings that Wan-ho and I saved jointly for the education of our children. Now I’ve
decided to turn it over entirely to Chiao-shu and his brothers for their schooling.”
“Sir! You’re generous indeed!” exclaimed the tutor before Chang-chih had quite finished speaking. Then
sticking his thumb up to emphasize Chang-chih’s “generosity,” he continued:
“Such benevolence is truly marvellous! Ha ha! Now since we’re all here to witness this event, we might as
well put our names to the statement.”
“Yes, let us put our signatures on it,” echoed Ling, the Old Boss. The tutor was of course the most enthusiastic.
He rushed over to the table, took up a brush and wrote his name down on a statement prepared beforehand. After
that he took the statement, the brush and the inkstand with both hands most respectfully and presented them to the
Old Boss with a humble smile and a bow, saying:
“Please affix your honourable signature here, my dear Old Boss. Indeed I should have requested you to sign it
first, sir. I beg your pardon, ha, ha, ha, ha!” Naturally all the others followed suit.
Seething with indignation Shao-ying watched the proceedings. To herself she thought:
“This is nothing but a prearranged trap in order to trick me into waiving all my rights to Wan-ho’s property. I
should refuse to accept it, but then I have neither any evidence nor a friend to support my claim. No. It’s just as
impossible as pulling grass out of a cow’s mouth! Furthermore, for a widow like me, to get this may be better than
to get less, and to get it now may be better than to get it later. All right, I’ll take it, but what am I going to do from
now on with my sons still so young and no one else to depend upon?”
The longer she brooded over her troubles, the more heart- broken she became. From that day on Shao-ying
began drinking steadily to try and drown her sorrows in alcohol.
*
Summer began there earlier than in the North, and the days were already quite warm before the Dragon-Boat
Festival. In the east side-hall of Ling’s Retreat, however, the air was still cool because of the rather dense woods
at the back of the house which screened the rooms from direct sunshine. Nevertheless, Shao-ying blamed the
warm weather for her sleepless nights. In fact her rest had been disturbed every night, ever since her brother-inlaw had bought an official rank for his own son and particularly after she began to think of buying a house for
herself. It had now become worse since the day when the “public examination” of the account books had taken
place. Night after night when the children had gone to sleep, she would sit by the oil-lamp doing some
needlework, as she sighed and mumbled to herself: “What a life, oh heavens!” or “Let’s move out of here … But
where to? … To Potou? … No, I can’t live together with Yueh-hua! … To Tung Chia Yuan? …”
Now that Chiao-shu was a little more than ten years old, he began to understand many more things. The story
his mother had told him in her bed that night particularly was something he could not forget. One night he was
also sleepless and as he was turning over and over in bed, he thought:
“I’ve never once seen a smile of happiness on my mother’s face since I can remember. On the contrary, these
last few years her tears just never seem to dry!”
Then turning around to look at Shao-ying he discovered she was weeping again. In an instant he sat up and
yelled angrily:
“Blast it! What a world this is anyway!” Then he jumped off the bed and held his mother’s hand, saying:
“Mama, pray go to sleep now, and cease worrying. I’m nearly grown up and the day will come when all your
pain will be avenged!” Shao-ying laid down her needlework immediately and began to smile while drying her
tears.
“All right,” she said. “Let’s go to sleep, son. Now, you must study well and be an official some day to redeem
the wrongs from which your mother suffers!” …
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194.207 Radio Broadcast of January 12, 1943, to the Armies and the People of China\fn{by Chiang Kai-shek
(1887-1975)} Feng-hwa, nr. Ningpo, Chekiang Province, China (M) 2
To the Armies and the People of China:
On the Double Ten anniversary last year,\fn{October 10, 1942} the United States and Great Britain voluntarily
announced their relinquishment of the special rights they had long enjoyed in China under unequal treaties.
Yesterday in Washington and in Chungking our Government signed new treaties of equality and reciprocity with
these two nations.
Fellow countrymen, we recall that it was just a century ago that our country began to conclude unequal treaties
with the foreign powers, in the later years of the Manchu dynasty. By fifty years of revolutionary struggle and five
years and a half of sacrifice in the War of Resistance, our Chinese nation was finally able to transform this
heartbreaking anniversary into an occasion of national rejoicing. This is not only the most important milestone in
the history of China’s struggle for survival; today, our Allies, Great Britain and the United States, have built a new
lighthouse to guide man’s progress toward freedom and equality for all the peoples of the world. Most important
of all, our Allies have proved that the aim of this war is to fight for humanity and righteousness. This indeed is a
most glorious and righteous action on the part of the governments and peoples of Great Britain and the United
States. We are particularly gratified and satisfied with the United States Government, which is in complete
agreement with the aspirations of our Government, and which makes no reservations and no demands on us. This
action on the part of our Allies not only strengthens the fighting power of all of our Allies, but deals a severe blow
to the spirit of the aggressor countries.
But all our armies and people must recognize that the status of independence and freedom must be won “by
our effort.” I have often said to our countrymen:
“We must be self-reliant before we can be independent; we must be strong before we can be free.”
The Chinese Republic must be self-reliant and strong before it can become an independent and free country.
All the armies and the people of China must become self-reliant and strong before they can become independent
and free citizens. Therefore, the abolition of the unequal treaties and the achievement of a position of
independence and freedom can only increase the responsibility of our country, and can only strengthen the sense
of duty of our people. Because one thing has been achieved, we must not harbor any sense of arrogance, laxity, or
self-satisfaction. If all the armies and the people of our country do not assume the duties and responsibilities
necessary to build the Chinese Republic into a completely free and independent state that can fulfill its duty to the
peoples of the world, then the position of independence and freedom that we have gained will be lost again. Even
when the present war ends, we will not automatically escape from the sufferings and restrictions of the past. If we
do not continue the struggle, there is no knowing how many centuries it would take for us to regain a position of
independence and freedom, and the tragic destiny of our children’s children would be to live out their lives as
slaves.
Henceforth, China’s destiny rests upon the shoulders of the citizens of this generation. In order to safeguard the
broad lands bequeathed to us by our ancestors, and ensure the survival and well-being of our posterity, every one
of us must start today to serve the state loyally and to unite together so that we can effectively assume the
responsibility of becoming strong and self-reliant.
Today, we can already see the first signs of victory in the world war against aggression. The defeat of Japan,
Germany, Italy, and the other aggressor powers is near at hand, and the determining point of victory in China’s
War of Resistance will be decided during this year. There are some who assume that China’s destiny will be
decided at international conferences following the end of the war. Others assume that once we have been
victorious in the War of Resistance, China will be able to enjoy the fruits of righteousness, peace, and prosperity
together with the other countries of the world, without further effort.
These views arise from the psychology of self-satisfaction, laxity, and dependence upon others. All our fellow
countrymen must realize that this psychology is wrong. China’s destiny must be determined today when we are
striving to become strong; we must not sit and wait until the peace conference after the war. We must decide today
whether China shall survive or perish; whether she shall be the master in her own house or the slave of other
powers. Our armies and our people must never again become the prey of procrastination, lethargy, and indecision.
Henceforth we must work still harder and endure still greater privations than we have suffered in the past five
years of war in order to catch up with other nations. At such a time, there is no room for laziness or shirking. .
Fellow countrymen: Until today we could rightly claim that the unequal treaties were the main cause for our
failure to build a nation. For the past hundred years, the oppression of the unequal treaties caused political
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disunity, economic paralysis, and social chaos in China. The people developed a sense of inferiority; their ethical
standards degenerated; and they were unable to feel a sense of shame. All this was caused, directly or indirectly,
by the influence of the unequal treaties. In particular, the foreign concessions and the areas where foreign troops
were stationed became centers of degeneration and corruption.
But now that the unequal treaties have been abolished, the unhealthy phenomena that developed from them
will lose their protection and they will no longer foster an atmosphere of degeneration and corruption. However,
the bad habits and corruption that have developed during the past hundred years may still remain latent in our
social structure. We may be unaware of the role that they play in obstructing progress, injuring the Nationalist
Revolution, and threatening the nation’s survival—all of which are menaced by selfishness, greed, and feudalistic
ideas.
Therefore, all our countrymen must with one mind encourage self-criticism and weed out these evils, so that
we can unite in support of the Three People’s Principles and devote ourselves to the gigantic task of winning the
war and rebuilding the nation.
The success of the Nationalist Revolution, which is the aim of all our efforts, is at last in sight. Henceforward,
China’s destiny depends upon the efforts which my countrymen unitedly devote to the attainment of this aim. We
must sincerely accept the teachings of the Father of our Country, Dr. Sun Yat-sen, and have faith in the Three
People’s Principles, comply with the strategy of the Nationalist Revolution, and obey the orders of the Nationalist
Government. We must all, each according to his status, devote our intelligence and loyalty to meeting the
requirements of wartime existence by abiding by the plans for price control, obeying the general mobilization
decrees, esteeming thrift, increasing production, and thus strengthening the war effort, while at the same time
devoting ourselves to the rebuilding of psychology, ethics, society, politics, and economics, so that we may as
rapidly as possible carry through the total plan for national reconstruction, which combines culture, economics,
and national defense into a single entity and lays the basis for the permanent survival of our state and nation.
Fellow countrymen: This turning point in China’s destiny is the opportunity for each of our citizens to swear to
work for his country. It is our good fortune to witness this day the end of our humiliation and the beginning of a
new stage in our struggle for independence and freedom. Therefore, at this crossroads of survival or extinction, I
urge you to use caution and vigilance, and especially to cultivate self-respect and self-esteem. Since our country
has attained a position of equality, the citizens of all friendly powers will enjoy the protection of our laws. All
those that treat us on a basis of equality and obey our laws should be treated with friendship and courtesy,
regardless of whether they come to China as tourists, merchants, or missionaries. Only by so doing can we
preserve the original reputation of our country as a nation that is known for propriety and righteousness. I
sincerely hope that my countrymen will carefully observe the lessons of the past and perform their present tasks
well. In particular, we must recognize that we cannot sit back and wait for independence [to be given us], but must
all, regardless of rank, pay more attention to propriety and righteousness, cultivate a sense of humility and
frugality, work together wholeheartedly, and redouble our efforts to secure a genuine victory, equality, and
freedom. Only in this way can we march forward on a basis of equality with our Allies, sharing with them the
responsibility of rebuilding the world, securing the peace, and liberating mankind.
To my countrymen throughout the nation I extend a welcome on this memorial day of independence and
freedom, and express my boundless confidence and enthusiasm for the task of fulfilling the new destiny of the
Chinese nation. I can only repay with this sincere pledge the patriotic spirit of my fellow countrymen, who have
followed me, Chiang Kai-shek, from beginning to end, in life and death, sharing all adversities regardless of the
sacrifices and sufferings involved. With the same sincerity, I pay tribute to the souls of the soldiers and civilians
that died for their country.
Finally, I respectfully salute the common victory of our fellow countrymen!
Long live the equality and freedom of the Chinese Republic!
Long live the Nationalist Revolution!
Long live the Three People’s Principles!
1888

205.119 Excerpt from London Through Chinese Eyes\fn{by Min-ch’ien Tuk Zung Tayu (1888- )} Canton,
Kwangtung Province, China (M) 10
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As regards those who intend to study in England, it may be said that in their minds there are perhaps two
Englands. In the first place, if the student is a Cantonese, his England is the England of the “Red-haired” people,
for it is by such a name that Great Britain is known in that part of the country. Otherwise, his England is the
England of the “Opium War” with China—namely, the Government that compelled Peking to pay a ransom of six
million silver dollars for the opium which, imported by British merchants in violation of the laws of the realm,
had been seized and destroyed by the Canton officials, as well as to agree to the cession of Hong Kong not
expressl y as a British Colony, but, to quote the language of Article III of the Nanking Treaty of 1842, because it
is “obviously necessary and desirable that British subjects should have some port whereat they may careen and
refit their ships, when required, and keep stores for that purpose.”
Then in the minds of those who are apt to confuse every alien in China as coming from the same country, or
judge a nation by the irresponsible acts of a few individuals, the mention of England or any other European state
will probably remind them of a people depicted as follows in a Chinese fiction called “The Magic Carpet,” some
two centuries ago:
In the days of the Ming dynasty (1368-1644), a ship of the red-haired barbarians came to one of our southern
seaports and requested permission to trade. This being refused, the strangers begged to be allowed the use of so much
ground as they could cover with a carpet, for the purpose of drying their goods. Their petition was granted and, taking
the carpet by the corners, they stretched it until there was room for a large body of men, who, drawing their swords,
took possession of the city.

This story is somewhat reminiscent of the Trojan horse, but such an impression is at best only vaguely
entertained. For the England which is uppermost in the minds of all Chinese\fn{ This book was published in 1920; the
events described take place between 1909 and 1916:H ) is the “Great England,” the land of wealth and power, the heart of an
immense empire, and the country which produces the best foreign goods in China, although in recent years the
goods “Made in Germany” threatened to displace those “Made in Great England.”
Now my own interest in this direction was the result of a unique personal experience. About two or three years
before I sailed for England I had a remarkable dream. At that time I had read a good deal about King Edward VII
and his trips to the Continent in the interests of international peace and friendliness. The role of this great King as
a peacemaker aroused my keenest admiration and one evening I dreamed the following dream:
I was summoned by King Edward. In the centre of the room was the King, surrounded by a small company of
distinguished guests. As I was being slowly led forward, I felt confused and ill at ease, but His Majesty smiled and
gave me a warm welcome. He asked me many questions on ancient Greek history, and particularly one
concerning Theseus and the Golden Fleece. I answered all the questions correctly and my host nodded in
approval. He smiled to his company of friends, and paid me compliments. Then after a few more questions and
answers, I awoke.
Now during my seven and a half years of sojourn in England I did not have the honour of an audience with
either King Edward or King George; so to that extent my dream was just an empty bubble and nothing more. On
the other hand, it was not all untrue. About fourteen months after my arrival in London, the great peacemaker
passed away. The King lay in state at Westminster Hall, and an incessant stream of people from every walk of life
filed past the catafalque in solemn silence. In this procession I was also a co-mourner, and there, in company with
thousands of others, I too paid my meed of respects.
Such a denouement is certainly far from being a realization of my dream, although my residence in England in
quest of higher education may be interpreted as a representation of Theseus’ search for the Golden Fleece. But the
relation, if any, between my interview at Windsor Castle and the King’s lying-in-state at Westminster Hall seems
at best to be remote. Perhaps those who are well versed in dream lore will be able to unravel the connexion. At
any rate, the dream has furnished me with a fitting curtain-raiser for the actual scenes that were to follow.
*
“When I study the Way,” said China’s greatest sage, Confucius, “I never become weary of it; when I teach
others I never become tired. In the excitement of my emotional life I often forget food. The happiness of life is
quite enough to make me forget its sorrows, and in this manner I do not know when old age is about to take me.”
In my juvenile days I was never more captivated and enchanted than when the “Arabian Nights
Entertainments” occupied my spare hours. Those wondrous tales paralysed my sense of hunger and thirst no less
than Way did that of Confucius. The descriptions of gorgeous palaces and their magnificent interiors, of the
limitless supply of gold and silver, of men lolling in silks and satins, and of women bedecked with all sorts of
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jewels—diamonds, rubies, emeralds, turquoises, sapphires, etc.—all these ate into my brain and transported me to
Fairyland.
In those happy days, London loomed up in the narrow compass of my mental horizon as the city that possessed
everything which human vanities could crave for—honour, fame, wealth, and what not—with the ease, as we say
in Chinese, of turning the palm of one’s hand. London—the emporium of the world’s commerce! London—the
vortex of the world’s politics! London—the idol city of loyal Britons, the fountain head of a language which bids
fair to be the universal language of the globe! London—the heart of a world empire, the nerve centre of territories
and dominions on which the sun never sets!
Aided and coloured by a fertile imagination, I pictured London as the embodiment of all the wealth and luxury
that were so vividly portrayed in the “Arabian Nights.” To be able to visit it would be the height of human
happiness, and to be privileged to live therein, for even just a few days, would be to dwell in an earthly Paradise
How I envied those who had either returned from England or were proceeding thither! But—a capital “B,” of
course!—would I ever have that great fortune?
*
When I was about six or seven years old, I was taken to a fortune-teller in my native village in Canton. The
learned professor inquired about the exact hour and date of my birth, and then said:
“This young gent was born under a lucky star, and at the age of fourteen he’ll be a Mandarin!”
I have long passed the happy age of fourteen, but I am nowhere near a Mandarin! Nevertheless, the forecast
about the lucky star seems to have been correct, for on February 5, 1909, I embarked for London! My visions
were now to be realized, and so my feelings could be better imagined than described.
There’s many a slip betwixt the cup and the lip, and so I was not to reach my destination without the
experience of a hair-breadth escape. Let me quote from my Reminiscences, published at the time:
Near the Bay of Biscay, one night, we met a bad fog and we had to blow the whistle every ten seconds. The fog
increased in density. When we blew our horn we were surprised and terrified to hear our whistle answered by another
steamer that was coming from the opposite direction. Each mistook that the other vessel was far away, although they
both were going at each other like two mad bulls, rushing to inevitable destruction. Nearer and nearer the Angel of
Death seemed to hover round us, but Providence was merciful, or else I would have been already fraternising with the
denizens of the deep. Suddenly the fog lifted itself and the two vessels saw that there was only a space of two ships’
lengths between them and certain destruction. The collision was averted just in the nick of time and I survive to write
these lines.

On March 28, I sighted the white cliffs of Dover—those cliffs which are thus described in King Lear, Act IV,
Scene 6:
How fearful and dizzy ’tis, to cast one’s eye so low!
The crows, and choughs,\fn{A smaller species of Corvidae, with red legs} that wing the midway air,
Show scarce so gross as beetles: half way down
Hangs one that gathers samphire,\fn{A fleshy European plant that grows along the seacoast} dreadful trade!
Methinks he seems no bigger than his head:
The fishermen, that walk upon the beach,
Appear like mice; and yon tall anchoring bark,
Diminished to her cock; her cock, a buoy
Almost too small for sight: the murmuring surge,
That on the unnumbered idle pebbles chafes,
Cannot be heard so high.—I’ll look no more;
Lest my brain turn, and the deficient sight
Topple down headlong.

Further south along the coast, I seemed to see the battle-scarred fields of Hastings, where nine and a half
centuries ago William the Conqueror opened a new chapter in the annals of the Anglo-Saxon race. On the
opposite shore, I espied the outlines of Calais, the city which, in the spring of 1915, exactly eight years later,
became the tantalising apple of the German Kaiser’s army—and beyond, the field of the Cloth of Gold.
My boat steamed up the Thames River, and I arrived at London at nightfall. Here was London, the city of my
dreams and the metropolis of the world’s greatest empire! I was treading on holy ground, and a special fragrance
seemed to fill the very atmosphere. Closing my eyes, I was rapidly conveyed to my destination, as if by the genii
of the Arabian Nights, I was overpowered by a sense of bewitching bewilderment, and I seemed to be in Alice’s
Wonderland. The world around me was one tremendous buzzing confusion, and I knew not what to make of it all.
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My first bewilderment over, a reaction set in. In my younger days I had portrayed my Mecca as a modern Ali
Baba’s cave, or as Peking was painted by Marco Polo in his remarkable Travels. But I was soon disillusioned. The
streets were far from being paved with rich marble or precious stones; nor did the inhabitants use or drink from
vessels of gold and silver. As a matter of fact, London or Paris or Berlin is no more a fairy palace than is either
Peking or Canton. Each is just as prosaic and unfairylike as the other, and the novelist’s realistic descriptions
prove after all no better than the mere gossamer of a summer morn, Of course, compared with Peking or Canton,
London has much to boast of, but that is a long way from the city of my dreams.
It is often said that “familiarity breeds contempt.” But in this particular case, this is hardly true. No doubt I felt
genuinely disappointed that the city of my adoption was nothing like the city of my dreams, but my respect for it
increased none the less with the lapse of years. In fact, before I finally bade it a long farewell, I had also come to
regard it as the “dear old London town.”
The fact that the Queen of the Thames is not an Ali Baba’s cave is no fault of the metropolis. Rather the fault is
entirely due to the extravagance of my own imagination. As I now glance backward at the years of my sojourn in
this historic city it will be doing it a gross injustice to say that I wish I hadn’t come at all. Comparisons are always
invidious, but if London is to be compared at all with the other famous capitals of the world, there is never any
need for it to blush and hide itself behind the others. Each city has its own advantages and disadvantages, and no
two capitals are alike. For, as in civilization, so in town planning, “there is emerging a conception not as
uniformity and conformity with any one standard, but as composed of varieties of cultures; not the pre-eminence
of anyone race, but recognition of the value, each in its own way, of many.”
*
An American, it has been said, is a man who proclaims his nationality through his nose. But it seems that an
Englishman advertises his nationality through something which has to do with the weather. This may be the
carrying of an umbrella, or the making of a remark concerning the face of the sky. The vagaries of the English
weather are proverbial, and so John Bull seldom goes out without an umbrella, or its substitute, a stick, if it is
fine. The umbrella habit is ingrained in the whole nation, and so common-place an object as the umbrella has thus
been elevated into a national symbol.
This national characteristic is interesting and sometimes very useful. For example, if I should travel on the
Continent, and, seeing a European carrying an umbrella when it is not raining, desire his assistance, I would
certainly go up to him and address him in his mother tongue. Similarly, if he should wear a felt hat and baggy
trousers, I would do the same, for you can always spot Uncle Sam by his sartorial characteristics.
Strange as it may seem, the idiosyncrasy of the English weather is man’s benefactor in more ways than one.
For if two strangers should meet in England, or travel together in the same railway compartment, the avenue of
mutual introduction is invariably either a favourable or an unfavourable reference to the weather. You agree with
your companion that the weather is fine or miserable, as the case may be. You compare notes with each other from
your respective experiences and then branch off into subjects or domains in which you are both interested. Now
this is a very sensible way of going about doing things. No formal introduction is needed, and yet you manage to
spend an interesting hour or two with a congenial companion, the recollections of which may, perhaps, eventually
npen into frienendship.
But in China such a thing can seldom be done. The weather is settled and generally puts on a good behaviour.
The people are satisfied and therefore seldom refer to it. If you wish to talk to a stranger, you begin by exchanging
your respective “honourable” names and places of origin. You exchange a few more polite sentences and then you
get down to the real purpose of the conversation. That is to say, you must needs waste some time before you can
get warmed up. More often than not the exchange of names is quite unnecessary, for, ere you part from him, you
will have already forgotten his cognomen, etc. You remember, perhaps, the exchange of views about the different
topics discussed, but you cannot be certain whether he is surnamed Wong or Li or Chang, and much less his
“Christian” names.
Now apart from its utilities, the London weather is - really very trying. Even after a residence of over seven
years, I can even now still subscribe to the following opinions, confided to a Daily News representative who came
to interview me on my first arrival:
The thing that has amazed me the most is the perfect control of your streets by the policemen. It is simply
marvellous and I cannot understand it. But I don’t like your climate. You seem to have more rainy than sunny days. You
never know when the sun is going to shine. In China we have our rainy seasons, and we prepare for them, but here the
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rain seems to take you unawares. I have never seen a full moon here with all the splendour we are accustomed to at
home.

You are, we suppose, about to proceed on a picnic or excursion. The sky is fair and alluring, and you think that
you may safely count upon having a fine day. You put on light garments and leave your raincoats or umbrellas
behind. You prepare your luncheon basket and then set out in high glee. But Father Pluvius is mischievous and the
temptation is too good to resist. You prepare your repast after your boating or excursion, and then suddenly the
sky becomes overcast. The clouds gather together and then it begins to rain. Your luncheon is spoiled, and you get
a nice shower-bath in the bargain. You growl and fume, and finally return home in a murderous frame of mind.
Of course, I do not say that the English weather is always so perverse as this, but the fact remains that one
never knows when it is not going to rain. There is no settled rainy season and Father Pluvius is free to work his
whims or caprices on the heads and backs of poor, unoffending humanity.
Take, for example, the converse case. The sky is overcast and the clouds look threatening. You tap your
barometer and it indicates “unsettled.” So you abandon your excursion for the day. Picnic parties pass by your
windows and you begin to commiserate them. They have, it is true, their raincoats or umbrellas with them, but
you say that those things are a poor protection against the wiles of Father Pluvius. Full of sympathy, you feel you
would like to rush out and tell them to turn back; for, you say, the sky is black and the odds are great. But the
happy-go-lucky people do not seem to care about either the weather or your solitude, and singing and whistling
they soon disappear round the corner of the road. After a while a few drops of rain commence to fall, and you
begin to chuckle. “I told you so,” you say to your departing friends; “now you will rue the day.” You congratulate
yourself on your own prescience and thank your stars, or rather your barometer. Home, home, sweet home; there
is indeed no, no place like HOME!
An hour or so later, the scene changes. The clouds disperse and the sun slowly peeps out. It looks as if it is
going to clear up after all, provided you are willing to trust to appearances. But appearances are deceptive, you
assure yourself; and, so saying, you persist in keeping indoors. Then the sky becomes really clear and the sun
shines forth again. Nature smiles and beckons to you,
“Won’t you come?” You remember, perhaps, your last shower-bath experience and so decline the invitation:
“Once bitten, twice shy.”
Ultimately the fine day wears on until the returning picknickers re-pass your windows. Their spirits are high
and their steps are light. You note their joy and overhear their remarks:
“What a good thing we weren’t cowards! I pity the poor fellow who thinks he’s smart by stopping indoors
when it looked as if it was going to pour.”
It is now your turn to commiserate yourself, for your own prudence has, forsooth, robbed you of a nice outing!
As the merrymakers once more disappear from your sight, you mutter to yourself,
“Done again! Nothing venture, nothing gain.”
Were the English weather only distinguished for its uncertainties, it would not receive even one-third of the
attention which is habitually being paid to it. There are two other factors which also contribute towards this end—
namely, the number of sunless days and the frequency of London fogs.
As regards the first, it seems that one can only see the sun and enjoy its beneficence between the months of
May and September. During the other seven months of the year, the sky is either cloudy or misty, so that one
almost instinctively begins to forget that there is ever such a thing in nature as the sun at all!
The second is a purely indigenous product. The weather may be uncertain, or the sun may not appear for days,
in other places as in England; but the fog that one sees in London is obtainable nowhere else. And if ever there is
to be an exhibition of weather conditions of all countries, the London fog will no doubt be unanimously awarded
the Grand Prix d’Honneur!
It is related that years ago a London fog was much worse than what it is today, and this improvement is
generally ascribed to the fact that the metropolis is not half so smoky as it used to be. Whereas the people
formerly burnt only the coal gas, electricity is now the principal illuminant. The amount of smoke in the
atmosphere is considerably decreased, and so the city is comparatively cleaner. Moreover, in former days, the fogs
were always of the worst imaginable type. That is to say, even if you were to leave your door to go to post a letter
in the pillar-box at the top of your street, the chances are that ten to one you will not be able to find your way
home again! You will most likely wander round and round the neighbourhood, unless you chance to cling for dear
life’s sake to the nearest railing. If you can stumble upon a police constable, well and good, for he is sure to pilot
you home. But if you happen to come across a footpad,\fn{ A sneak-thief} then your fate is sealed!
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That was the sort of story that I had heard before I reached England; so when I saw the first London fog, I
became rather anxious. Being of a timid nature, I was not prepared to take unnecessary risks, and rather than lose
my way in the vapoury shroud, I preferred not to venture on a trip to even the nearest pillar-box! My fears,
however, proved exaggerated, for I had neglected the factor of changed economic conditions. In fact, during all
the years of my sojourn, I experienced only two bad fogs, although time and again the newspapers contained
doleful reports of the havoc wrought by them in different parts of the City and suburbs.
In an ordinary fog the sky is just one white shroud of vapour which shuts off from your view any object
beyond a few hundred yards. When this happens, letters may still be posted at the nearest pillar-box. But when a
fog is of the worst type, the shroud assumes what is generally described as a pea-soup colour. The very air
becomes oppressive and your nostrils detect the presence of smoke. Your eyes begin to smart and your nose to get
black. And when this happens, the pillar-box should in all cases be shunned!
It was while returning from Kingston, one December afternoon, about four years ago, that I had my first
experience of a really bad fog. As I was out on a walking tour, I resolved to walk back to Kensington by a route
different from what I had taken on the outward journey. And it was just as well that I did make such a decision,
otherwise, I would surely have lost my way in the wilds of Roehampton and Putney Heath.
Without the slightest warning the sky suddenly became enveloped by a thick yellowish shroud, which
gradually thickened with the darkness of the gathering twilight. A feeling of dread and anxiety slowly crept over
me, and I began to think of Kingston as a modern Pompeii and the shroud as the eruption of a distant Vesuvius. I
at once abandoned my walking project and hastily got into a crowded motor omnibus; for if there was anything to
happen to me at all, there would be others to keep me sweet company. As the fog thickened, our vehicle slowed
down and crawled along at a snail’s pace. The conductor walked along the edge of the pavement with a lamp and
in this way warned the driver to keep away from the kerb.
This journey was exciting enough, for once in a while our omnibus would foul the kerb, and each time an old
lady beside me clasped her hands in an attitude of prayer. But at other parts of the city where the fog was at its
worst, there were numerous amusing adventures as well as collisions between different vehicles. For example, an
elderly man who had lived in London all his life, on going to a tobacconist a few doors from his club, lost his way
and had to be piloted back by a police constable!
And more than one motor omnibus lost its bearings and. drove hopelessly round and round a lamp post!
The English as a race are very reticent. This is probably because of their environment. The vagaries of the
weather tend to ruffle their temper, and the hibernation of the sun for fully seven months in the year only
aggravates matters. To grumble is human; but to hide your emotions under an exterior of quiet reserve is English.
In the ordinary run of things, we grumble because we know that our complaints will be attended to. That is to say,
there is a possibility of things being improved if we direct public attention to it, and so we lift up our voices
against them. Not so, however, the Englishman, for as regards the weather he realizes that he is, to use an
Americanism, “up against a big proposition.” He ceases to complain, because he knows that no amount of kicking
or fretting will ever move the skies. He, thereforct resigns himself to the situation and tries to make the best of a
bad job by “lumping” it.
On the whole, it may be said that the English climate is not without its virtues. For one thing, it is never so hot
or so cold as it is in many parts of the world, and, consequently, extremes of temperature are unknown. The air is
bracing and conducive to doing hard work, and so is a superior asset over the enervating atmosphere of a hot
climate or the painful numbness of a frigid temperature. This probably explains the vigour of the English intellect
as well as the British love of sport at all seasons.
In comparison with many other climates, that of the English is certainly not the ideal, or even so desirable as
that of the Hawaiian Islands, justly surnamed the “Paradise of the Pacific.” Nevertheless, excepting the vagaries
of its weather and the frequency of its fogs, the English climate has many redeeming qualities which are not found
elsewhere. And the best proof of this is the fact that, although I was far from being satisfied with the English
weather as I had found it, yet my sojourn in these islands was by no means brief but lasted over seven and a half
years.
*
If visitors to London were asked what was the one thing they admire the most, ninety-nine out of every
hundred would probably return the same answer. The public and private buildings are magnificent and will do
honour to any city; the public parks and gardens are tastefully laid out and reflect great credit on the people’s
aesthetic tastes; the public monuments and statues are fine looking and bespeak volumes for the memory of those
for whom they are erected. These, and many other things besides, do not fail to attract a stranger’s attention, but
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they do not occupy the first place in the list of things he admires. That place pre-eminently belongs to the
admirable police constable, or “Bobby,” as he is affectionately termed.
When we see a machine running smoothly, we admire not so much its builder or designer as its operator. For a
machine is pre-supposed to be so constructed as to do its work properly. But it depends upon the mechanic
whether or not the different cogs and wheels will perform their allotted functions, for he it is who oils and
regulates the various units of the complicated mechanism.
Now that seems to be the predominant feeling in a stranger's mind when he watches “Bobby” at work. The
traffic is just one dull, continuous hum and roar. It may be congested, but it is never plunged into confusion. For
in the centre of the road, or at the strategic points where more arteries than one converge and intersect one
another, stands the faithful policeman to divide and govern. Cars and drays may lumber past him, or taxi-cabs and
motor omnibuses may tear past him, but like the Roman sentinel in the supreme hour of trial, he seems glued to
his post. He it is who controls the traffic and regulates the pulsating beats of human industry. He is neither excited
nor flurried, but is as cool as a cucumber in the performance of his duties. He does not waste words or time
unnecessarily; nevertheless, his sphinx-like silence compels universal obedience, and, consequently, ensures
perfect smoothness in the running of the traffic machinery.
Before my arrival in England I had read in one of the London magazines about the exploits of “Bobby.” I was
particularly interested in a photograph exhibiting his marvellous control of this traffic. There, in the centre of the
road, is the Londoner’s “Bobby.” His left hand is uplifted, and behind his stately form is an endless stream of
vehicles. In front of him is the other stream of traffic which runs at right angles with the one he is keeping back.
The crossing is clear and the second stream proceeds smoothly. Now all this is absolutely true to life, and so the
illustration was appropriately entitled:
“At the uplift of a finger the world stood still.”
To keep the traffic in order is only what is expected of a police constable, but more often than not he
discharges functions which are entirely beyond the scope of his duties. If you want to know how to get to a certain
street, which Underground “Tube” to take, or which omnibus service to travel by, you need not consult your
Baedeker.\fn{A popular, extremely accurate timetable, one frequently used by the estimable consulting detective, Mr. Sherlock
Holmes:H} All you have to do is to plant yourself before the nearest “Bobby” and ask him nicely. If he knows,
which he generally does, for he is a veritable peripatetic topographical encyclopedia, he will help you most
willingly and without the least ceremony. If he does not know or cannot supply the required information, he will
tell you frankly and, perhaps, also put you on to somebody else viho he thinks will be able to help you.
“Bobby” is simple, honest and straightforward. He is polite and obliging, looking every inch of him a perfect
gentleman. Through practice and experience he has acquired the knack of giving clear and concise answers
—“First on the right, second on the left, and then first on the right again”—a method of direction which is
decidedly superior to any yet devised. Moreover, he disdains all ceremony, but answers your questions in the most
business-like manner.
In Paris, however, it seems that some show of ceremony is required on the part of the interrogator. If you were
to march up to a French gendarme and question him without taking off your hat, you need not expect any answer
from him. For he reasons that if it is too much trouble for you to be extra courteoust then he need not take any
extra trouble about things vihich do not concern him in the least. But the London “Bobby” is not so snobbish;
nevertheless, an extra show of politeness will not fail to be rewarded by extra attention and even solicitude on his
part.
To assist a stranger to get to his destination by directing him properly which route or which road to take may,
perhaps, by a wide stretch of imagination be included within the ambit of the policeman’s ordinary duties. But
very often he does things which are quite outside of his routine work. For example, if the vehicular traffic is
congested and it is difficult for the pedestrians to cross the road, “Bobby” will come to their rescue. And if the
persons concerned are weak and helpless, our chivalrous “Bobby” will at once stop the traffic and himself conduct
them safely across the danger zone. The taxi-cabs or motor omnibuses may be late, but obey “Bobby’s” order they
must, for an old lady, a child, or a nurse in charge of a perambulator, must be first helped across. The few seconds
or minutes of waiting can do no harm to the vehicles which have to pull up at the raising of “Bobby’s” finger, for
they can easily make good the loss of time. But for any of those, who need the policeman’s assistance, to get
injured in the act of running across the road or dodging the traffic is a serious thing. No wonder, therefore, that
“Bobby” is such a friend to all and sundry who require his help. And for these acts of gallantry he more than
deserves the endearing compliments showered upon him by the grateful ladies and children.
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The fact that the world of traffic can stand stock still before the policeman’s uplifted finger speaks volumes for
the respect for law and order on the part of the English public, and this latter fact in turn reflects on the amount of
confidence reposed in the police force by the general public. England is, indeed, a free country and its people are
in full enjoyment of their liberties. But freedom has its own limitations, and to enjoy true freedom is to know
where that liberty ends and begins. Freedom does not mean licence, and if a person were to confound the one with
the other, he stands in peril of losing his present freedom or liberty of action.
Now to wait behind “Bobby’s” uplifted finger for the crosswise traffic to pass first, or to keep to the proper
side of a road, may be a denial of one’s freedom of action. But if everybody is to disregard the rules of traffic or
the warnings of the constable, then everybody will get into everybody else’s way, and in the end there will be
nothing but confusion, turmoil and even disastrous concomitants.
“Bobby” has proved himself beyond all cavil or criticism that he is quite capable of maintaining order and
peace, and so a grateful public is willing to repose full confidence in the efficiency of the whole police force. Thus
there exists between the public and those who are to protect its interests a cordial spirit of friendliness and cooperation. There is no obstruction or dissatisfaction on the part of the public, but every temporary inconvenience
is accepted with good grace, so long as it is enforced for the greatest good of the greatest number. The man who
has to catch a train, or to keep an appointment, may grumble in his cab behind the policeman, but he knows that
he must make the best of an awkward situation. If anything, it is he who is to blame; for if he were wise, he would
have allowed an ampler margin of time to catch his train, etc. The authority of the law must be upheld, and private
interests must be subordinated to the public good.
It is related that some twenty-five years ago a number of French police officials arrived in London to study the
English police system, about the efficiency of which they had heard so much. They were taken to Hyde Park
Corner to observe how “Bobby” would handle the traffic at that spot at its most congested hours. They took ample
notes of the way in which “Bobby’s” uplifted finger was obeyed, and how thereupon the cross-wise traffic was
able to proceed smoothly. The visitors were transported with joy at the sight of such a phenomenon, and therefore
resolved to introduce the English system into the streets of Paris on their return.
But when a beginning was actually made, the system failed from the very outset. The French public objected to
the innovation and, it is said, the gendarmes were secretly made away with the first night they employed the
uplifted finger method!
Just how much truth there is in this report it is not easy to say. If it were true, the reason is perhaps to be sought
in the fact that the Parisians were unaccustomed to the reign of just one innocent looking finger. To them the idea
of submitting to an uplifted finger was ridiculous, and the thing was regarded more as a practical joke than as a
serious business. Thus the French gendarme today has his baton and sword, whereas the London “Bobby” is only
armed with a truncheon—a weapon which he never uses except in making arrests.
But the lesson which is deducible from the French story seems to be this: A law may be excellent and yet
impracticable. From the legislator’s point of view, the new enactment may be perfectly good; but if it is
unworkable in actual practice, the enforcement of the same will only amount to a waste of energies. Therefore, the
fact that such a unique system as the “Bobby” and his uplifted finger is possible in the world’s metropolis, reflects
every credit on the excellent spirit of co-operation between the public and those who are to safeguard its interests.
In addition to his usual as well as unusual duties, “Bobby” is also a splendid relief-work agent. He ropes in all
stray dogs and then looks after them until their owners come forward to claim them back. Therefore, if you
happen to lose your dog and cannot find it, all you need to do is to report the matter to the nearest police station
and give them full particulars. Similarly, if a careless mother should lose her child when her back is turned, all she
needs to do is to confide her story to the nearest policeman and enlist his co-operation. In each case, if the loss is
humanly recoverable, it will soon be restored, and the indebtedness of the public to “Bobby” becomes thereby
further increased.
Accordingly, it is not uncommon to see such a sight as is here depicted. The waif loses his way and is being
rounded up. He is under strict cross-examination, and so all the facts are duly recorded. Here we see an interesting
example of “Bobby’s” second nature—namely, taking down notes of the name and address, etc. of the party
concerned, as if a collision or accident has occurred. We may, perhaps, smile at the over-scrupulousness of our
“Bobby”; at the same time we cannot but admire his fidelity to his trust.
Next to “Bobby” the London traffic is, perhaps, the most interesting. Every imaginable sort of vehicle or
conveyance is in evidence, and one and all, whether it is the millionaire’s limousine automobile or the costermonger’s wheel-barrow, each is equally entitled to the use of the King’s highway. All around you there is nothing
but an eddying whirlpool of unceasing traffic. Time and again the motley array of cars and vehicles seems to get
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tied up in the middle of the road, but somehow or other, after a few: minutes, the pulsating streams automatically
straighten out again. You expect a collision where the congestion is thickest, but nothing of the kind really
happens. The pursuit after mundane glories spurs the traffic on to the vortex of the whirlpool, but an unseen hand
seems always at hand to avert disaster and ensure tranquility.
The drivers are expert in their trade, and their control of the vehicles is truly wonderful. Accidents or collisions
seldom occur, except in the rare cases when a driver had a “wee drappy” too much. Moreover, the buses seem to
have a knack of getting very close to one another. In fact, the sides of the buses often narrowly touch cach other,
so that one can easily stand up in one’s bus and shake hands with a friend on the outside of the next bus.
To a timid person, the spectacle of two vehicles coming so dangerously near to each other cannot be at all
pleasant. He feels squeamish and is afraid that a collision may occur at the next moment. Accordingly, he closes
his eyes and expects that, when he opens them again, he will be either thrown to the ground or buried underneath
the debris. As a matter of fact, however, motor drivers are reliable men, quick of eye and steady of hand. The
timid man, therefore, experiences a peculiar sensation at the crucial moment, not unlike that of one who in his
dream falls suddenly from a great height. The dreamer’s body touches the ground or any object which intercepts
his fall, but at the next moment it bounds up again like a rubber ball.
London traffic is at its best during the busy hours of the day, when enormous crowds of people either go to
business or wend homewards after business hours. As one watches the surging tide of humanity, one instinctively
wonders how London can contain so many people, although one is not unaware that the total population of
London is estimated at over seven millions. It is, of course, an easy thing for the statistician to add so many zeros
to his estimates, but to the ordinary mind anything beyond one hundred thousand, or even ten thousand, is not
easy to grasp.
Therefore, the only way for a layman to form some idea of the immensity of London’s population is to go out
into the streets and watch either the incessant stream of wage-earners before and after business hours, or the huge
crowds gathered to witness a royal procession, or even a Lord Mayor’s Show. That is an object lesson which will
bring home to him at once the vastness of the city he dwells in, as well as the insignificance of one single
individual in an ocean of teeming humanity.
*
Next to the admirable “Bobby” and his control of the traffic, the thing which most impresses itself upon the
foreigner ist perhapst the supremacy of the rule of law. In the universal obedience to the “Bobby’s” uplifted finger
we have already seen one proof of this truism. But there are other still more striking illustrations.
We are often told that the law is no respecter of persons, and this is nowhere more convincingly demonstrated
than in the land which is justly acclaimed as the cradle of modern liberties. A man may be rich or poor, a
nobleman or a common peasant; but there is only one law for every person, and the rich financier will get his
deserts no less than the poorest tramp in the country.
Conversely, a poor man is entitled to have his wrongs redressed just as much as any rich person, although one
is sensible of the fact that those who are too poor to pay the expenses of litigation are somewhat handicapped in
this respect. But this is not the fault of the law. It is rather the fault of the system which requires that a litigant
shall pay a certain regulated amount into the public treasury as court fees and also settle his lawyer’s bills. The
number of such needy persons, unfortunately, is not small, and so there is the Poor Prisoners’ Defence Act which.
in effect; gives them each a lawyer to take charge of their cases or provides other facilities for them.
These cases, however, are exceptional, and from the nature of the circumstances, are inevitable, especially
when one remembers that in any human society; as constituted at present or until the millennium is reached, there
is always a section of humanity who is unable to obtain justice with its own little dependent means. These minor
exceptions excepted, it is true to say that as the English law is administered tday, Article 40 of the Magna Charta
—the bedrock of all human justice—is still alive:
Nulli vendemus, nulli negabimus, aut differemus, rectum aut justiciam.

The supremacy of this rule of law connotes that the same laws shall be applied to every individual in the realm.
This oneness of application we have already seen in the case of the litigant’s unequal economic status, for rich or
poor, he is alike amenable to the same jurisdiction and entitled to the same relief. But it comes as a surprise to a
stranger to note that the same dispensation is also invoked in the case of the litigant’s dissimilar legal status.
That is to say the same law is applicable equally to a soldier or sailor as to a civilian, to a civil service official
as to an ordinary citizen.
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When a member of the military or naval force commits an offence or crime; he is liable to be tried by both the
ordinary court of law and a military tribunal. The plea that he has already been tried and punished or acquitted by
the latter does not in any way deprive the former from any of its jurisdiction over the accused person or his
property. For the law of the constitution ensures that if a citizen has been wronged, the common law courts shall
protect him from whatever attacks upon his person or property, irrespective of the status or condition of the
aggressor. Such a phenomenon promote a healthy respect for the rule of law, although it makes the lot of the
soldier or sailor an unenviable one. We suppose that the troops are called out to disperse a mob or riot. The
commanding officer gives the order to fire, but the order is manifestly unwarranted by the circumstances of the
case. If a soldier disobeys the command, he runs the risk of being court-martialled.
If, however, he obeys his superior and kills a person in the crowd, he runs the risk of being tried by an ordinary
civil court for manslaughter.
Now the object of such an attitude is not difficult to explain. It is true that a soldier or sailor is bound to obey
his superiors, but the law also requires him to pay respect to the supremacy of the ordinary laws of the realm. His
obedience must be rational, not blind. If the officer’s command is illegal, he is to resist it. Otherwise such blind
obedience will be a formidable weapon in the hands of an unscrupulous or over-zealous commander, and England
will at least have also its Zabern episodes.\fn{ I am unable to trace this reference:H}
Perhaps the best reminder of this common law supremacy is the fact that the same laws apply equally to an
ordinary individual as to a civil service official. This constitutes a remarkable contrast with the practice which
obtains in many Eastern as well as Western countries. In the latter, those who are in charge of the administration
of the country are a class by themselves. Their status is higher than that of those who are not officials and they,
therefore, enjoy special legal rights and privileges which are denied to the ordinary citizens, be they commoners
or noblemen. Hence, in some countries there is a pronounced enthusiasm on the part of the people to enter official
life.
For example, in France, Germany, or Japan, if an official commits an offence or crime, he is not triable by the
ordinary courts, but is only amenable to a special court, known as an administrative tribunal or Tribunal
Administratif. In such a special court, the ordinary laws of the realm are not applied, but the accused official is
entitled to be tried by a special code of laws, known as the administrative laws or Droit Administratif.
In England, however, such institutions as the adlninistrative courts and administrative laws are unknown,
although in former periods of the English history they were not unknown. An official is not regarded with awe or
envy. He is only a civil servant. His membership of the civil service confers upon him no special rights or
privileges, except perhaps that of receiving a pension from the state after a definite period of faithful service. If he
commits a tort or a crime, he is amenable, just as any other ordinary person, to the ordinary courts of law and the
ordinary laws of the realm. His official status may exempt him from the obligation to give evidence, if such
information is a state secret and, therefore, privileged from disclosure in the interests of public safety. But short of
that, he is subject to the complete jurisdiction of the ordinary courts. If the offence is proved, he will suffer the
penalty of the law like any non-official, and no plea of official duty or act done in the course of official duties,
will absolve him. He is a servant of the public, and not its taskmaster.
Accordingly, not only an official but also a department of state is liable to the jurisdiction of the ordinary
courts. If the agents or servants of a government organ injure the person or proprietary rights of a private
individual, in the course of executing their official routine duties, the department concerned is liable, like any
ordinary defendant, if guilty, to make proper compensation. A government department, unless expressly
sanctioned by the people’s representatives in Parliament, has no right to violate the common law principle which
guarantees to every private individual in the realm the full enjoyment of his personal and proprietary rights.
This supremacy is, therefore, productive of immense good in the public life. For when an official realizes that
he is in no way different from an ordinary individual; that for any omissions or commissions he is liable to be
tried and punished by the ordinary courts and under the ordinary laws of the land; that by being placed in office,
he is merely appointed to serve the public and not to batten on its resources; that he is retained, not because of his
birth or ancestry, but because of his merit and good conduct; that he is removable at the least sign of inefficiency
or untrustworthiness on his part, so that a more competent person may step into the breach and continue his work
for the good of the public; and that, consequently, his merits or demerits are liable at any time to be dragged into
the limelight for public scrutiny and appraisement—all these cannot but inculcate upon the members, both high
and low, of the civil service the necessary virtues of honesty and integrity, loyalty and efficiency. And when the
moral atmosphere of a state’s civil service is so high, it is only natural that the country which is administered by
such an efficient force is strong and prosperous.
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Now that is the negative aspect of the beneficent consequence of this legal supremacy. But there is also a
positive aspect to it. According to the former view, when the same law is applied equally to a civil servant as to an
ordinary citizen, the former will honestly discharge his duties because that uniformity will penalise any departure
from the strict standard of probity and efficiency. That is to say, the law is uniform because it cannot afford to be
partial to an official. He is likely to be false to his trust and, therefore, a policeman must always, so to speak, be
stationed at the corner of the street to see that he does behave himself.
According to the latter view, however, the official is not child or a rogue. He is a man of discretion and
intelligence, capable of being trusted and worthy of the public confidence. He is a patriot and so can be relied
upon to serve the state. If the public has sufficient confidence to employ a man and put him in charge of its
interests, it will, of course, not question his integrity until the contrary is proved. And if the civil servant is worthy
of being entrusted with the responsibilities of office, he will no doubt continue to live up to his reputation. The
public feels assured that its interests will be properly looked after, and there is therefore no need for the law to be
partial toward any member of the civil service. Hence the law is uniform, not because it is demanded by the
irresponsibility of the civil servants, but because they are conscientious employees and there is no need to create a
special body of rules or regulations to protect them. This, I suggest, is the truer view of the supremacy of the rule
of law in its bearings upon English public life. …
284.31 Excerpt from Hsin-ch’ing-nien: “The Victory Of Bolshevism (1918)” [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 Li Ta-chao (1888-1927)} Laoting County,
Tangshan Prefecture, Hebei Province, China (M) 3
“Victory! Victory! The Allies have been victorious! Surrender! Surrender! Germany has surrendered!”
These words are on the national flag bedecking every doorway, they can be seen in color and can be
indistinctly heard in the intonation of every voice. Men and women of the Allied powers run up and down the
street in celebration of the victory, and in the city of Peking the soldiers of these nations loudly blast forth their
triumphal songs.
Now and then, echoed amid the noises of celebration and rejoicing, you hear the tinkling sound of some
German merchant’s shop window being shattered, or that of the bricks and tiles taken off the von Ketteler
Memorial Arch\fn{A memorial to the German Minister killed by the Boxers } It is indeed needless to describe the happiness
of the people of the Allied powers who are living in our country.
But let us think carefully as small citizens of the world; to whom exactly does the present victory belong? Who
has really surrendered? Whose is the achievement this time? And for whom do we celebrate?
If we ponder over these questions, then not only will our non-fighting generals show of strength and our
shameless politicians’ grasping of credit become senseless, but also the talk of the Allied nations, that the end of
the war was brought about by their military forces defeating the military force of Germany, and their mad
celebrations will be entirely without significance.
And not only are their celebrations and boasts meaningless, but even the fate of their political system will
probably be the same as that of German militarism, and vanish with the latter in the near future.
*
For the real cause of the ending of the war was not the vanquishing of the German military power by the Allied
military power, but the vanquishing of German militarism by German socialism.
It was not the German people who surrendered to the armed forces of the Allied powers, but the German
Kaiser, militarists and militarism who surrendered to the new tides of the world.
It was not the Allied nations but the awakened minds of the German people that defeated German militarism;
and the failure of German militarism was the failure of the Hohenzollern\fn{ The Chinese text here inserts “Bolshevism” in
English, by error} German imperial family and not that of the German nation.
The victory over German militarism does not belong to the Allied nations; even less does it belong to our
factious military men who used participation in the war only as an excuse,\fn{ For engaging in civil war} or to our
opportunistic, cunningly manipulative politicians. It is the victory of humanitarianism, of pacifism; it is the
victory of justice and liberty; it is the victory of democracy; it is the victory of socialism; it is the victory of
Bolshevism;\fn{The Chinese text inserts “Hohenzollern” by error} it is the victory of the red flag; it is the victory of the
labor class of the world; and it is the victory of the twentieth century’s new tide. Rather than give Wilson and
others the credit for this achievement, we should give the credit to Lenin, Trotsky, Collontay,\fn{ Alexandra Kollontai
(1872-1952). W preserves the following anecdote of her time in this world: “Soon after the revolution, she was ambassador in Norway, who
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had recognized the Soviet Union, but de facto, not de jure; now, the formal recognition was what interested the Soviet authorities. In this
delicate situation, came a delegation from Russia to sell a large quantity of timber. The Norwegians offered a very low price; when she
noted that the negotiation was at a standstill, she said: “These gentlemen don’t have the mandate to accept such a low price; neither have I;
but the friendship of Norway is so important for us, that I will pay the difference.” The Norwegian delegation retired to consult, after which
they said: “We are not so impolite to accept your offer; we accept the Russian price.” } to Liebknecht, Scheidemann, and to Marx.

*
Bolshevism is the ideology of the Russian Bolsheviki. What kind of ideology is it?
It is very difficult to explain it clearly in one sentence. If we look for the origin of the word, we see that it
means “majority.” An English reporter once asked Collontay, a heroine in that party, what the meaning of
“Bolsheviki” was. The heroine answered:
Its meaning will be clear only if one looks at what they are doing.

According to the explanation given by this heroine, then, “Bolsheviki means only what they are doing.” But
from the fact that this heroine had called herself a Revolutionary Socialist in western Europe, and a Bolshevika in
eastern Europe, and from the things they have done, it is clear that their ideology is revolutionary socialism; their
party is a revolutionary socialist party; and they follow the German socialist economist Marx as the founder of
their doctrine.
Their aim is to destroy the national boundaries which are obstacles to socialism at present, and to destroy the
system of production in which profit is monopolized by the capitalist. Indeed, the real cause of this war was also
the destruction of national boundaries. Since the present national boundaries cannot contain the expansion of the
system of production brought about by capitalism, and since the resources within each nation are inade quate for
the expansion of its productive power, the capitalist nations all began depending on war to break down these
boundaries, hoping to make of all parts of the globe one single, coordinated economic organ.
So far as the breaking down of national boundaries is concerned, the socialists are of the same opinion with
them. But the purpose of the capitalist governments in this matter is to enable the middle class in their countries to
gain benefits; they rely on world economic development by one class in the victor nations, and not on mutual
cooperation among humanitarian, reasonable organizations of the producers of the world.
This war will cause such a victor nation to advance from the position of a great power to that of a world
empire. The Bolsheviki saw through this point; therefore they vigorously protested and proclaimed that the
present war is a war of the Tsar, of the Kaiser, of kings and emperors, that it is a war of capitalist governments, but
it is not their war.
Theirs is the war of classes, a war of all the world’s proletariat and common people against the capitalists of
the world. While they are opposed to war itself, they are at the same time not afraid of it.
*
They hold that all men and women should work. All those who work should join a union, and there should be a
central administrative soviet in each union. Such soviets then should organize all the governments of the world.
There will be no congress, no parliament, no president, no prime minister, no cabinet, no legislature, and no ruler.
There will be only the joint soviets of labor, which will decide all matters.
All enterprises will belong to those who work therein, and aside from this no other possessions will be
allowed. They will unite the proletariat of the world, and create global freedom with their greatest, strongest
power of resistance: first they will create a federation of European democracies, to serve as the foundation of a
world federation. This is the ideology of the Bolsheviki. This is the new doctrine of the twentieth-century
revolution.
In a report by Harold Williams in the London Times, Bolshevism is considered a mass movement. He
compares it with early Christianity, and finds two points of similarity: one is enthusiastic partisanship, the other is
a tendency to revelation. He says,
Bolshevism is really a kind of mass movement, with characteristics of religion.

Not only the Russia of today, but the whole world of the twentieth century probably cannot avoid being controlled by such religious power and swayed by such a mass movement. In the Fortnightly Review Frederic
Harrison says:
Savage, impossible, and anti-social as Bolshevism is, we must realize that it is also an emotional disturbance that is
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very solid, very wide, and very deep.

In his book Bolshevism and World Peace, Trotzky writes:
In this new revolutionary era a new organization shall be created by unlimited prole tarian socialist methods. The new
organization will be as great as the new task. Amid the mad roar of the cannon, the crash of temples and shrines, and
the wild blast of patriotic songs from wolf-like capitalists, we ought to be the first to undertake this new task. With the
death-music of hell about us, we should maintain our clarity of mind, and clearly perceive and realize that ours will be
the one and only creative force in the future.

From this passage it is plain that Trotzky holds that the Russian revolution is to serve as a fuse to world
revolution. The Russian revolution is but one of the world revolutions; numerous revolutions of other peoples will
successively arise.
The above are all statements made before the end of the war, and before the outbreak of the socialist
revolutions in Germany and Austria. Today Trotsky’s criticisms have been justified. The comments made by
Messrs. Williams and Harrison have also been upheld. There are the Austrian revolution—the German revolu-tion
—the Hungarian revolution—and recently there have been reports also of the rise of vigorous revolutionary
socialist parties in Holland, Sweden, and Spain.
The pattern of the revolutions generally develops along the same line as that in Russia. The red flag flies
everywhere, the soviets are established one after another. Call it revolution entirely a la Russe, or call it twentiethcentury revolution. Such mighty rolling tides are indeed beyond the power of the present capitalist governments to
prevent or to stop, for the mass movement of the twentieth century combines the whole of mankind into one great
mass. The efforts of each individual within this great mass, following the example of some of them, will then be
concentrated and become a great, irresistible social force.
Whenever a disturbance in this worldwide social force occurs among the people, it will produce repercussions
all over the earth, like storm clouds gathering before the wind and valleys echoing the mountains. In the course of
such a world mass movement, all those dregs of history which can impede the progress of the new movement—
such as emperors, nobles, warlords, bureaucrats, militarism, capitalism—will certainly be destroyed as though
struck by a thunderbolt. Encountering this irresistible tide, these things will be swept away one by one …
Henceforth, all that one sees around him will be the triumphant banner of Bolshevism, and all that one hears
around him will be Bolshevism’s song of victory.
The bell is rung for humanitarianism!
The dawn of freedom has arrived!
See the world of tomorrow; it assuredly will belong to the red flag! … The revolution in Russia is but the first
fallen leaf warning the world of the approach of autumn. Although the word “Bolshevism” was created by the
Russians, the spirit it embodies can be regarded as that of a common awakening in the heart of each individual
among mankind of the twentieth century. The victory of Bolshevism, therefore, is the victory of the spirit of
common awakening in the heart of each individual among mankind in the twentieth century.
207.66 Confucius And Present-day China\fn{by Shao Yuan-chung (1888-1936)} Chekiang, China (M) 5
For the purpose of leading the people to cultivate their spiritual personality, the National Government has
designated the twenty-seventh of august, the birthday of Confucius, as the annual national holiday, and this step
taken with a view to commemorating the doctrines of the Great Teacher, will have great effect in correcting the
frivolous and profligate tendencies of recent years.\fn{ This paper was written in 1934}
There has always been considerable controversy over the exact date of the birth of Confucius, the ancient
books containing several conflicting statements. The Kung Yang Ku Liang Chuan relates that the Sage was born
the twenty-first day of the tenth moon in the twenty-first year of Hsiang Kung, ruler of the Kingdom of Lu. This
would be during the year 552BC. This view was upheld by a famous Ming Dynasty scholar, Sung Ching-lien.
Another mediaeval scholar, Huang Li-chow, maintained that Confucius must have been born in the twenty-second
year of Hsiang Kung’s reign, 551BC, and that his birthday was on the twenty-seventh day of the eighth moon.
This latter theory is generally considered the more nearly correct, since it is confirmed and upheld by several
authentic books: the Shih Chi or “Historic Chronicle”, the Tso Chuan or “Commentary on Confucius’ ‘Spring and
Autumn Annals’”, and the Kung Tse Chia Pu or “Confucius’ Family Record”. Further support for this theory is
contained in the Tso Chuan which states that Confucius died in the fourth month of the sixteenth year of Ai Kung
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ruler of the Kingdom of Lu, which would be in 479BC Since all the above books agree that Confucius died at the
age of seventy three years, the date of his birth must have been 551BC. With the adoption of the Western style
calendar, the authorities have considered it most convenient to designate August 27 th as the birthday of Confucius,
to be observed annually throughout China.
The writings and teachings of Confucius covered a wide field, including political theory, ethical philosophy,
the moral code, and educational principles. And since these doctrines have been observed and to some extent
altered during the subsequent 2000 years, it is difficult to deal with each item individually. In the present article I
have simply chosen certain items which are particularly related to current thought in this country, all profound
discussions being carefully avoided.
*
There are three indispensable factors in the maintenance of a national spirit. First, each nation must have its
own particular history, which is needed to develop the national spirit. Second, a nation must have its own
distinctive culture, without which the progress of the nation cannot be assured. Lastly, in the history of a nation,
there must be prominent persons, national heroes, to be looked up to and imitated by subsequent generations.
If Confucianism is studied with these points in mind, it will soon become evident that Confucius himself was
the one man who did most towards forming the Chinese nation. As an historian, Confucius ranks among the
greatest, not only in what he himself wrote, but in his commanding influence over the work of later historians. His
story is not merely the record of a nation’s progress, it should also serve as a guide and an inspiration to further
progress.
Confucius commenced the task of writing the history of the Chinese nation. The Liu Ching or “Six Classics” is
his greatest historical work. The Chun Chiu or “Spring and Autumn Annals” is another of his historical works,
being a chronicle of events of the earliest portions of Chinese history. Other historical works include the Li Chi or
“Book of Rites,” the Shih Ching or “Book of Odes,” by which are recorded the customs of ancient times, and the
Shu Ching or “Book of Records,” which includes the State papers of the early dynasties. The later historians
followed in Confucius’ steps, emulating his manner as well as his diligence and care, with the result that the
history of ancient China, was more completely and comprehensively written than that of any other nation. The
service Confucius rendered to China in this connection is indeed inestimable.
In developing a distinctive Chinese culture, we also find that Confucius has played a dominant role. Chinese
culture and learning in ancient times were mostly scattered and unsystematic. Even in the flourishing days of the
Chou Dynasty, when brilliant contributions were made by Chou Kung who compiled a “Book of Rites” and
composed music; yet the Classics and the books of learning were treasured in the archives, being inaccessible to
the ordinary person. It was Confucius who made a thorough study of the most ancient classics and rearranged and
edited them in a scientific way.
The influence of these classics upon the subsequent development of Chinese thought and life has been
paramount. His personal instruction of his pupils in the ancient classics; which he had so analyzed, marks the
starting point of our national culture. We may regard the culture of China during the past two thousand years as a
gift, a heritage, to the Chinese people from Confucius. He it was who succeeded the great sages of ancient times
and opened the way to enlightenment for later generations.
As to the position enjoyed: by Confucius in Chinese history, it is aptly summarized by the fact that he is
universally regarded as one of the “Three Ancestors” The first of this trio was Huang Ti, "Yellow Emperor," who
founded the Chinese nation. The second ancestor was Ta Yu, emperor of the Hsia Dynasty, who saved the country
from appalling floods. Agriculture in ancient China was only possible after Ta Yu’s irrigation and riparian works.
Confucius was the third of the ancestors.
He handed down the doctrines of Yao and Shun, as if they had been his ancestors, and elegantly displayed the
regulations of Wen and Wu, taking them as his model. He inquired widely into the writings of all the scholars;
expurgated the books of “Odes” and “Records”; instituted rites and music; and, traveling throughout the different
countries, he propagated the canonical learning by lecture and teaching. He had three thousand disciples, of whom
seventy-two were versed in the Six Arts. He traveled through all the semi-independent states which then existed in
China, and spread his teachings wherever he went. It was he who completed the compilation of the ancient
studies. His personal and cultural contributions place him as undoubtedly the most important of the Three
Ancestors who constitute the “great personages” considered as outstanding examples for Chinese to follow.
The influences of the three ancestors are epochal, in that they, each in his unique way, laid the everlasting
foundations of the Chinese nation; the first establishing the beginning of the Chinese nation, the second being the
great benefactor of the Chinese people; and the third, the Great Master of Chinese culture. It is to the memorable
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example of these three ancestors that the later Chinese scholars and sages owe their brilliant achievements and
learning for the enlightenment and progress of the Chinese nation.
It is thus in the profound teaching and the magnificent personality of Confucius that we find the solid basis of
the Chinese national spirit. Confucius was a practical educationalist, an authority on political science and on
philosophy. He was outstanding in each field, and what is more important, his teachings can be put to practical
use everywhere. They are mostly concerned with methods of governing the state, putting an end to civil
disturbances and bringing about peace. He also advocated that the superior man should carry good plans out to the
finish, not rest content with merely talking about them.
His distinction between knowing what is good and doing it is sharp. A man may become perfect by observing
closely natural phenomena and maintaining an upright heart. Confucius said that after each citizen has made
himself a “perfect man”, the family also would become perfect, and the state in turn be in good order, which
would render the whole land peaceful. The truth and comprehensiveness of Confucianism have served as an
unlimited source of enlightenment to later generations in China.
Unfortunately Confucianism has met with many obstacles at various times in the past, with the result that some
portions of Confucius’ teachings have been exploited by those in power, whilst other equally valuable sections
have been almost entirely lost sight of. Thus emperors in times past have placed especial emphasis upon those
parts of Confucius’ doctrine which tended to bolster up their own power and authority, enjoining loyalty and
obedience on the part of the public, and have neglected the other important phases of Confucius’ doctrines.
The practical essence of Confucius’ teachings was also largely overlooked by the scholars of the Han, Tang ,
Sung, Ming, and Ching Dynasties. Under these scholars, Confucianism became almost entirely academic, a
subject for theoretical speculations and philosophizing. This gave rise to different schools of thought, which set
themselves up as warring camps hostile to each other. The Commentators of the Han Dynasty were opposed to the
scholars of the “Nature” school, flourishing in the Sung Dynasty; and each of these schools claimed to be the
orthodox representative of Confucianism. The controversy was carried down to the Ming and Ching Dynasties.
Some of the prominent Sung Dynasty scholars even went so far as to introduce elements of Buddhism in their
elucidations and commentaries on the original Classics of Confucius. This emphasis upon empty theories and a
life withdrawn from the world was quite opposed to the true spirit of Confucianism.
Another serious threat to Confucianism came when Chinese students began to go abroad to study in Western
countries. Their studies of Western science and literature, combined with their imperfect understanding of the
Chinese Classics, led them to discredit all “books which are bound with thread” (i.e., Chinese books). Their
general condemnation of all old Chinese learning, including Confucianism has proved a distinct set-back.
It will be seen that “book worms” of the various ages have thus been chiefly responsible for the obstacles
which have hampered the spread of the great Sage’s doctrines; but because the true national spirit of China could
only be maintained by remembering and following these doctrines, the late Dr. Sun Yat-sen, founder of the
Chinese Republic, swept away all obstacles and emphasized to the people the necessity of studying and following
the true teachings of Confucius. It is now hoped that Confucianism will undergo another great revival at the
present time, when the country is facing one of its most serious crises.
*
The personality of Confucius can best be appreciated by recalling how he studied, how and what he taught, and
in what he actually accomplished. Confucius began to study at the age of fifteen, but he studied then continuously
until he was seventy. So immersed was he in the pursuit of knowledge that as he himself said, he “forgot daily
meals, was amused by knowledge and therefore forgot all sorrows, even ignoring the approach of old age”.
Confucius was never fatigued by teaching, we are told. He advocated that “in teaching there should be no
distinction of classes.” Being an expert in teaching others through his orderly and amiable ways, yet Confucius
was careful that his pupils should not be negligent in using their own thoughts and discretion because of his
readiness to impart instruction.. He required of them a sincere desire to learn. We are, therefore, told by the
Master,
“I do not open the truth to one who is not eager to learn, nor help out anyone who is not anxious to explain
himself. When I have presented one corner of a subject to anyone, and he cannot from it learn the other three, I do
not repeat my lesson.”
His method was the inductive method. and his pupils became the great men of their day. It is interesting to note
that he told his pupils that it was wrong to feel embarrassed or disgraced at having to wear plain clothes and eat
common food.
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As to the practical effectiveness of Confucius’ precepts for state-craft, it was well illustrated when the Sage
became the Minister of the Kingdom of Lu. Within three months of the time he assumed power it is recorded that
peace and order were restored throughout the kingdom. Men and even women walked freely about the roads of
the state without the slightest fear. Articles which they dropped or left in public places were returned to them. All
men, we are told, became models of loyalty and faithfulness, and the women of Lu were known as the most chaste
and obedient in the land. Travelers visiting this well-ruled kingdom were loud in their praises, and always
welcomed further opportunities of going there. The “book worms” of later generations, in their scholarly
concentration on the philosophic and ethical content of Confucius’ teachings, quite overlooked these remarkable
results of their practical application to the affairs of state.
The foundations of Confucius’ remarkable personality lay in his wide and comprehensive knowledge. It was
comprehensive chiefly because he traveled widely in order to learn from the best teachers in all parts of the land.
Confucius studied the ancient rites under Lao Jen, learned music from Chang Hung, was instructed in harpplaying by Shih Hsiang Tze, and became acquainted with ancient history from his association with the Minister in
charge of the historical documents of the Kingdom of Lu.. All the prominent scholars of his time were Confucius’
close friends. They included Lao Tze of Chou, Chu Pei Yu of the Kingdom of Wei, Yen Ping Chung, of Chi, Lao
Lai Tze of Chu, Tze Chan of Cheng, Meng Kung Cho of Lu, and many others. As a result, Confucius gathered a
great deal of knowledge himself and then bequeathed it to his seventy-two most brilliant pupils. The almost
universal scope of his knowledge is the chief reason why Confucius has continued to be popular with the Chinese
people long after even the names of most of his contemporary scholars have been forgotten.
One point in the personality of Confucius which we must imitate was his serious and devoted application to the
task of learning. We must also imitate his untiring patience in endeavoring to impart his knowledge to his pupils.
His habit of putting his knowledge into practice, or doing as well as learning, of meeting violent opponents with
devastating but simple argumentation, his readjustment of laws and customs and his readiness to secure new
knowledge by traveling are all qualities which we would do well to emulate today.
*
The gist of Confucianism lies in his philosophical interpretation of ancient civilization. But the portions of his
teachings which we should pay particular attention to today are his principles of revenge, resisting intruders, of
ensuring the people’s livelihood, and of philanthropy.
Confucius once said that had it not been for the Minister, Kwan Chung, the entire people of the Kingdom of
Chi would have been subjugated by foreign invaders. These invaders are referred to as “wolves” in the Tso Chuan
commentary, which indicates Confucius’ insistence upon resisting invasions.
Confucius taught the people always to remember their disgraces, saying that a state might become great if its
people always kept in mind their national disgraces. Kung Yang, one of the Sage’s pupils, said that revenge for a
disgrace might be accomplished even after a lapse of a hundred years. Confucius once replied to Tze Hsia, who
had questioned him concerning revenge, that one should be determined not to live under the same heaven with the
enemies of one’s parents.
All these teachings should be carefully studied and indelibly printed on the memory. We should constantly
remind ourselves of Confucius’ principles of revenge. It is our task to unite the millions of people in our country
against strong enemies and for the purpose of seeking revenge upon our national foes. This spirit has been the
motive in the death of thousands of our country’s martyrs who have died to save their country in the past.
Therefore, if we desire that the Chinese nation continue to exist on this earth, we must cherish Confucius’ great
principles of revenge. Fathers should instruct sons, the elders should teach the young and wives encourage their
husbands to develop this phase of our national spirit.
Another matter to which Confucius devoted a great deal of attention was the livelihood of the people. When he
first became an official, with the rank of Chung Tu Tsai, he established new rules and rites concerning the
ceremonies to be observed in connection with births and funerals. Also, in certain sections of the Lun Yu, or
“Analects”, Confucius pointed out as worthy examples the Two Emperors and Three Kings who were renowned
for the concern they manifested for the people, particularly in the matters of birth, death, and general welfare of
the people. In these two respects, certainly, has been laid the foundation of democracy in China.
In answering a question put to him by Tze Kung, the Sage stated that an army would become strong if given
sufficient food. Confucius told Jan Yu that public welfare, public wealth and education were the three great items
with which the Government must concern itself. In the mutual application of these three essentials we find the real
principle for the establishment of the nation. Without public welfare, no stable basis of the national growth can be
reared; without wealth, no adequate livelihood for the people can be secured; and without education, the progress
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of the nation cannot he effected. To Tze Chang he said that the Government must strive earnestly to assist in the
improvement of industries and all enterprises which were beneficial to the common people.
It will be seen that all these principles laid down by Confucius emphasize the obligation of the Government to
promote the welfare and ensure the livelihood of the common people as well as to build up the economic fabric of
the nation. Another aphorism of Confucius, “Benefit the people with what is beneficial to them”, forms still
another fundamental principle of government. This means giving the people what they like and get rid of what
they abhor. In this way, the people will find their own livelihood, and the basis of democracy is assured. Even the
highest principle of modern democracy cannot transcend this Confucian teaching. Confucian political thought
also covers the obligations, qualifications and duties of statesmen. Why should not statesmen today put these high
principles into practice?
Prominent in Confucius’ teachings on philanthropy were his emphasis upon humaneness and forgiveness. His
humaneness was based upon benevolence and forgiveness. For a benevolent person loves others. In loving them,
he must try to benefit them. And the thought of loving others implies a disposition to like or dislike as the people
do. On this basis, a mutual fulfillment of obligations is made possible between man and man, and the government
officials will be likewise able to perform their duties of loving the people. He also taught that rulers should
endeavor to identify themselves with the people, liking what the people liked and disliking what the people
disliked. Only by developing this principle can the rulers and the people attain the mutual ideal of co-operation
and aid which is necessary for the well-being of the state. Rulers must love their subjects, must consider the
miseries of the common people their own miseries.
In this same connection, Confucius taught that we must always be ready to place ourselves in the position of
others. Always consider the other person. Never send others into danger when we ourselves wish to remain in
peace and safety. One should always treat the parents of others as one’s own parents, others’ children as one’s
own. Philanthropic impulses are not enough unless a true spirit of humaneness and sympathy is also manifested.
*
Bearing all the above points in mind, we come to realize the comprehensiveness and sublimity of the doctrines
of Confucius. We should also see that these doctrines meet exactly the spiritual needs of contemporary China. It is
quite wrong, as suppose the “vagabond book-worms” who are too careless to open the ancient Chinese books, to
say that Confucianism is entirely unsuited to China’s present needs. Consequently there is urgent necessity that
we study once again the principles of Confucius if we as a nation wish to continue the struggle for our national
existence and to recover the glory and prestige we enjoyed in the past.
A nation should always remain true to its own history and culture in order to maintain an independent
existence. The self-confidence and courage of a people are both based on their knowledge of their own historical
and cultural heritage. Although every nation should strive for new knowledge and learning, all this new learning
must be assimilated on the foundation—with the background—of its own ancient culture. Ancient culture is the
only solid foundation for a new culture: ancient spirit the foundation of living national spirit. If we as a nation
break entirely with our ancient culture and spirit, we become as a river without a source or a tree without a root.
All prospects of future development are gone.
Regardless of our endeavors to acquire all the new knowledge of Western civilization, we must use Confucius’
principles as the basis of this new learning. At the present moment, China is writhing under the heel of foreign
aggression. In order to develop the courage of the Chinese people, in order to fight the enemy and defend the
country, we must first try to revive and develop the Chinese national spirit. The inspiration and mainspring of this
national spirit lies in the nation’s own ancient, indigenous culture. Our examples are to be derived from China’s
long list of heroes.
Now Confucius is the greatest personage in China’s history. His doctrines must be learned, his spirit emulated
by the entire Chinese people. Government officials today should pay particular attention to Confucius’ teachings
concerning a sense of responsibility and humaneness, and regarding the livelihood of the people. In preparing to
defend our country against foreign aggression we should take particularly to heart Confucius’ injunctions to resist
aggressors and invaders, to remember our national disgraces, and to seek revenge.
205.138 Excerpt from The Spirit Of Chinese Culture: Interpretation Of Christianity In Terms Of Chinese
Culture\fn{by Wei Cho-min aka Francis C. M. Wei (1888-1976)} Zongshan Village, Guangdong Province, China (M) 8
… The Christian Church in China is confronted with a culture which is the product of a long historical
development and is deeply rooted in the soil of the country. It has all the characteristics by which the Chinese
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people are known. It is practical. Its arts are arts for the everyday enjoyment of the people. Its philosophy is
predominantly ethical and political rather than metaphysical and epistemological. The emotional side of life is not
neglected, but the man of culture, the true gentleman in China, is the man who can bring his emotions under the
control of reason. He must not be excitable. In every situation he must remain calm, serene, and self-composed.
He may not be able to change his circumstances; he may not even seek to change them. But he must not allow the
changing circumstances to master him. He must be his own master, and he knows that this is possible only when
his inner self has been cultivated and disciplined.
The average Chinese is open to the suggestion of new ideas. But his first reaction to a new idea is apt to be that
of skeptical reservation. He would want to check it with experience, either his own or that of the nation. Yet he is
not stubbornly conservative. When the old idea fails to produce results, he would try a new one. He is a
pragmatist, but only in practical matters, not in philosophy.
Life for him is life in society. He knows nothing about the individual in the abstract. Abstract problems can
attract little of his attention. For this reason, he is not prone to radicalism or fanaticism of any sort. He is more apt
to choose and follow the middle-path. He would play safe.
His religion is also a praetieal and social affair. As such it is subject to community control, more in its outward
expression than in its thinking and teaching. The religious life of the Chinese has little organization except as an
integral part of the social structure and hardly distinguishable from it. Because Buddhism and Taoism as religions
take the individual out of society, religious beliefs are regarded as private personal preferences beyond the
purview of the community. The moment, however, such beliefs affect the social life or the duties of the individual
in society, the state or the community eonsiders it right to interfere.
*
In order that the Christian missionary enterprise may succeed in China, it is of paramount importance that it
should assume the right attitude towards the culture of the Chinese.
Destructive criticism only antagonizes. Let us hope that this kind of attitude is already out of date. Up to about
forty years ago it was common among the missionaries in China who studied the Chinese classics to criticize
these teachings, to make observations on the Chinese customs, and to ridicule them. The consequence was that the
Chinese who were won to Christianity were largely Chinese who knew little of the Chinese classical learning or
who would value a bowl of rice more than their ancestral culture.
Nor would we recommend the comparative method. Comparison takes cultural elements out of their context
and misrepresents them. Cultural elements are like features of the human face. When any facial feature is singled
out it may easily become a caricature. This does not mean, however, that we are not interested in certain points of
resemblance. But such points are useful only as the points of first contact and we must use them with the greatest
caution.
The same term may be found in two religious systems but has a different meaning in each. The term I in
Confucian ethics, for instance, is often translated as righteousness, and righteousness in “the Kingdom of God and
his righteousness” appears as I in the Chinese Bible, but there is a world of difference between the two ideas. To
explain this difference would mean a careful exposition of Confucian ethics on the one hand and of Christian
theology on the other.
There are also points of contrast between Christianity and Chinese religious and ethical teachings. To cite one
instance Chinese culture is fundamentally humanistic. It does not follow from this that the supernatural elements
are to be slighted in our presentation of the Christian message to the Chinese. They may need just that which is
lacking or weak in their own culture.
*
It ought to be borne in mind that the Christianity we seek to present to the Chinese is many-sided. Different
groups of Christians differ in the type of service emphasized—as well as in the theology taught; in the form of
worship—as well as in the conception of the Church. Let us not go to China to criticize each other or refer to each
other in disparaging language, as if we represented different groups. We must learn not only to tolerate each
other’s differences but also to respect each other’s peculiarities. It is unfortunate that the Church is divided while
the Body of Christ should be one. But it is not the divided Church that has kept some of the Chinese away from it.
There have been sects among the Buddhists and Taoists in China, and there have been schools even among the
Confucianists. The astonishing thing to the Chinese is that the Christians do not respect each other when there is
really so much spiritual unity among them, even though there may be denominational differences. It is
denominationalism rather than denominations that has been a hindrance to the Christian enterprise in China.
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Far be it from us to feel complacent about the divided Church. We long for the day when the Church may be
one. But unity must not mean uniformity. Uniformity would be fatal to the Christian movement. If the history of
Buddhism in China has taught us any lesson at all, it is the fact that variety in its presentation has been its greatest
surviving value. No one in the early centuries of Buddhism in China could possibly have forecast that the
Buddhist sects destined to survive would be the ones still in existence in the country today. Let us not be
dogmatic, then, in deciding that only certain forms of Christianity should be sent to China. The Chinese may find
certain forms congenial to their spirit even though we\fn{ We Christians; Francis Wei was a confirmed Christian:H } do not
happen to approve them ourselves.
We have to recognize the fact also that Christianity is going to China from the West and that the West is not
whole-heartedly Christian yet. It may be the duty of the missionary to make a candid analysis of Western culture,
or varieties of it, and admit frankly some of the elements in it as being un-Christian. As Frank Rawlinson has put
it,\fn{Naturalization of Christianity in China,1927, p. 6}
“The ‘Christian’ West has no solutions to offer to China as to the social snarls of race prejudice, war, narcotic
addiction, industrial discontent, or the stabilization of. family life.”
It is, however, not because the West is already Christian that Christian missionaries go from the Western
countries to China; it is because these missionaries realize that the Chinese need Christianity as much as people in
the West that they are impelled to go.
It has to be carefully pointed out to the Chinese that unless more Chinese and more people of all the other
nations in the world accept Christianity and demonstrate to one another how to give a fuller expression to their
common Christian faith, Christianity in no nation in the world can find a full expression. It is because the
Christian believes that the Christian Church needs all people in the world, as much as all people in the world need
the Christian faith, that the world-wide Christian missionary movement is supported and kept going. When this is
explained and understood in China the missionary movement will no longer be regarded as Western arrogance and
presumptuousness, and the missionary will not be considered as exercising his prerogative of making known what
he has in himself and what others lack, but as doing his duty in seeking for a more adequate expression for the
Faith which is intended for the whole of mankind because all share in the same human needs.
*
We have already indicated our hope that the Christian Church with all its rich heritage from the past, its variety
in the form of worship, in polity, in faith and order, in life and work, may be presented to the Chinese for them to
choose and to adapt to their own needs in their Christian growth and development. What the future will bring
according to the spiritual genius of the people is entirely unpredictable.
We would like to suggest, however, some methods by which Christians in China might adapt to their Christian
community living some features of their age—long social structure and some elements of their religious heritage.
The social genius of the Chinese is to be :found in the small compact community of intimate personal
relationships. It is this intimate social contact that generates the sentiments which cement the group together and
give it the sense of solidarity. Sometimes it is the village, sometimes the clan, and very often it is just the
neighborhood.
We have to remember that the Christian group will be a small minority in a non-Christian community. Care
must be taken to make it possible for such a group to have as much social contact as possible, centred around
Christian worship. We call this group the church cell. It should not be large in membership. Perhaps there should
be only about one hundred adult members, certainly not more than one hundred and fifty, in approximately thirty
to fifty families.
While the church cell is the centre of worship for the people, a church building is not essential to such a cell.
The Christians will worship and have their religious meetings in one of the larger houses, of which there may be
some in a group like this. Or they may make use of a temple, or some sort of public place. .A. church building
will be erected only when the cell is strong enough financially to do that and to maintain it without any help from
outside the group.
When this is built, it should be of the architectural style of local ancestral temples, inexpensive in capital
outlay and for maintenance. It will serve as the social centre of the cell as well as a place of worship for that cell.
All the social activities of the members ought to be centred around it. There the members will have their
entertainments, for people from outside the group as well as for each other. It is a clubhouse as well as a church.
There ought to be a family atmosphere in it. It is a place to which people would love to go and go naturally. There
they meet God and there they meet their friends.
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The cell has no paid ministers. Some of the members ought to have sufficient training to do the work which a
minister of the Church usually does. They do it voluntarily in their leisure hours. Two or three voluntary workers
may divide the work among themselves. As to their training more will be said later. In order that the cell may be
religiously and spiritually alive, ways and means must be found, as we believe they can be found, for as many of
the members as possible to get the necessary training and experience and that frequently, and not just once and for
all.
Some of tbe members doing the ministerial work will seek ordination and will be properly ordained according
to the practice of the Church to which the cell belongs. They do the work as volunteers by the general consent of
the members of the cell. Their ecclesiastical status, however, will be determined according to the polity of the
Church of which the cell is a part. There should be no rule, however, against a cell having a full-time paid
minister, if such a paid minister is considered necessary and the cell is able to support him. But this should be the
exception rather than the rule in the life of the church cell. A minister of religion with a salary regularly paid to
him by the community is an institution entirely new to the Chinese, and for many years to come the young Church
in China will not be able to bear the burden.
A number of cells in a certain area will contribute towards the support of a centre of Christian social service,
the second centre which we would like to see in the Christian life in China. This centre transcends differences of
Church polity. It will be “inter-denominational”. It is the centre through which Christian life will reach outwards
by service towards the surrounding community, largely non-Christian. Its services may take the form of a reading
room, a mass-education centre, a clinic, or a school, or all these and others, according to the needs of the
community. Workers are paid, although some of them may be voluntary and part-time. This centre of Christian
social service does not need to be entirely supported by the cells sponsoring it. It may receive contributions from
other sources but only to such an extent as not to jeopardize its Christian motive and character. It may cooperate
with neighboring centres of similar character. One of the dangers it must avoid is getting stereotyped, believing
that certain things must be done regardless of local needs, or becoming a cog in a complicated organization which
will take the life out of it by killing its initiative. It must be a genuine expression of the spirit of service of the
sponsoring cells and it must be always sensitive to local needs.
We have in China the Christian colleges, which ought to be the centres of Christian thinking. These seats of
Christian learning must be academically as strong as any other seat of learning in the country. They are the places
where Christian scholars will find a congenial atmosphere in which to do their corporate thinking, not only on
problems concerning the life and work of the Church but also on problems cofronting society, the state and the
world. The greatest temptation of the Christian college is secularization, to be interested just in things which
interest any other institution of higher education, without approaching the problems from the Christian point of
view. The Christian seat of learning is not to be content with being only a seat of Christian learning. It must be a
seat of all learning with a Christian emphasis.
These Christian centres of learning must be articulated with the Christian movement in the whole country and
particularly with the Christian Church in its own region. It must hold the intellectual front of the Christians and
ought to keep the Christians intellectually alive and alert all the time. What the research science laboratories in the
universities are to many of the industrial establishments in a modern state, the Christian seat of learning in China
ought to be to the Christian movement in the country in general and to the local Churches in its own region in
particular. Unless this is true, the Christian college in China will have failed m its most important function, that is
to be the centre of Christian thinking.
There are, therefore, first the Church cell which is the centre of the people’s worship for Christian nurture;
second, the centre of Christian social service for Christian life to reach outwards; and, third, the Christian seat of
learning, i.e., the centre of Christian thinking, to keep the Church intellectually alive and alert—these three. And
there must be the fourth, the centre of Christian pilgrimage.
*
Pilgrimage is a great religious institution. Through it people in the Orient find one of the best and most natural
expressions of their religious genius and in it their religious sentiments have one of their best outlets. The Chinese
Buddbists and Taoists have their sacred mountains and many other beautiful spots where the famous temples
stand. To these places as their spiritual homes the religious people flock. There they get their religious inspiration.
There they receive their religious education, and there they have their spiritual satisfaction and rest. To these
places people often go seeking pleasure and recreation but come away with a glimpse of what religion is in spite
of themselves.
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And not only the Buddhists and the Taoists but also the more secular-minded Confucianists have their centres
of pilgrimage. It is not only the place of nativity and the tomb of Confucius in Shantung, but also the ancient
tombs of the great emperors and founders of the dynasties and the places sacred to the national and local heroes
which attract large numbers of Chinese who wish to drink deeply at the fountains of the culture of their ancestors.
Every clan has its ancestral tombs and temples to which the devout descendants after long sojourns in distant parts
would return with pious sentiments and feel the anchorage of their lives rooted there.
Should not the Chinese Christians have their centres of pilgrimage as well? Can we not have such a centre
wherever there are a sufficient number of Christians to maintain one, to which Christians from other places may
also come either as pilgrms or only as travelers in transit! We may start with just a few at first, and if they should
meet a real need more may be built up in course of time until the country is dotted with them, perhaps one within
the reach of three or four districts which correspond to the counties in the United States or Great Britain.
Eventually, there may be hundreds of them in the whole country.
Such a centre of Christian pilgrimage ought to be situated on a hill top surrounded by beautiful shade trees or
in a woody spot a few miles away from a populous city. The estate on which it is built should be spacious enough
from the start so that if the city should later grow around it, it would still keep its quiet and calm and be a place of
religious recreation and retreat.
It is here and not in the city that we would build the “cathedral”, the most beautiful church in the district.
Adjacent would be a cemetery where the leading Christians are buried, and they are buried there only by the
popular consent of the Christians representing the surrounding cells. There must be a Christian hotel where
Christians may stay by paying just the expenses. There must be a library of devotional literature, books on other
religious subjects being found in the Christian college. Last, but not least, there should be a museum of the relics
of the famous Christian men and women who belong to that district by birth or who have worked there and
contributed to the Christian life.
In this way we build up a Christian shrine to which we hope the Chinese sentiments at present centred around
the clan may be gradually transferred, because the spiritual ancestors of the Christians are commemorated there.
On the great Christian festivals, Easter and Christmas, and on other festivals to be taken over by the Church and
Christianized, there will be religious plays, story-telling, exhibits, fairs, torchlight processions, and what not, to
attract the Christians and others for their edification as well as for their recreation. Religious meetings and
gatherings will be held there, of course; it will serve as a place of retreat, a resort for religious recreation, a
Christian ashram, to use the Hindu term.
The minister in charge of the cathedral church and the whole establishment connected with it must be a
spiritual leader of at least middle age. A young man, however brilliant and learned he may be, cannot fill the
position. Even new China still has the traditional respect for age. This minister ought to be known for his
devotional life as well as for his ecclesiastical learning. He will be assisted by a small but efficient staff to look
after the business side of his work so that he may be free from the deadenmg burden of finance and routine. From
time to time he will conduct short periods of retreat to enrich the devotional experience of a group of lay people,
men and women, who have similar short courses of training in the Bible, Church history, Christian teachings, and
other subjects in the Christian college. Such retreats and courses of training will be held periodically to prepare
church leaders for the church cells. From among these people will emerge the voluntary ministers and church
workers to whom we have referred.
With a spiritual leader in charge of the centre of pilgrimage we hope to be able to attract to it men of business,
of politics, of world affairs, for a few days of quiet leisurely devotion. In the serene environment we may get the
Christian men in all walks of life to face, in the presence of God and with the help of an experienced mmister,
their Christian duties and to realize that they are shouldering their heavy public responsibilities with the support of
the prayers and sympathy of their fellow-Christians in the Church, by which they are constantly remembered as
its sons. In such an environment it may be easier to say to such people some of the hard things which cannot be
said when we go to see them in their offices or their homes. The Church owes to them the sacred duty of fatherly
admonition and friendly advice to supplement the less personal preaching from the pulpit. Some of this work has
to be done in the church cell, of course, where the more personal relationship exists, but some of it is possible
only when we get away for a while from the bustle of life.
*
As far as denominational connection is concerned, we envisage the possibility of the church cells maintaining
the church affiliation most natural to each group. By no means should our church organization in China lead to the
formation of a new denomination. The centre of Christian social service and the Christian college must be inter-
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denominational. In these two centres Christians work together and learn to respect and love one another more.
The centre of pilgrimage may have its denominational allegiance as far as its cathedral church and the
appointment of its minister in charge are concerned. But its services and facilities ought to be extended to all
Christians.
This implies the adoption by all Churches of the principle of open Communion. We see no reason, especially in
China, why this should not be done. Looking at the situation of the relation between the Churches quite
objectively and as Christians with deep devotion to their own Church but without any prejudices, we would
compare two kinds of privilege in the Church with the civil rights and political rights in the nation. For instance,
as a citizen of the Republic of China sojourning temporarily in another civilized country, I am accorded all the
civil rights which are essential to my existence and for my comfort, the right of all the human liberties under the
law of the land, the right to the public facilities such as postal service, police protection of life and property, the
right to use water, electricity and the means of transportation, etc. But as an alien I do not enjoy the political
rights, such as the right to vote on government issues and the right to elect public officials and to be eligible to
election.
Why should we not, then, recognize the baptism of all Christians which is the beginning of our spiritual life,
and the privilege to participate in Communion which is essential to our spiritual growth? Churches ought to
accord to the members of each other these rights, reserving, however, to their own respective members the rights
of membership which have to do only with the government of the Church. Interchange of pulpits ought to be quite
in order, while the ministration of the sacraments should be limited to the ordained ministers in their own
Churches or in Churches fully in Communion with their own. As far as Church polity is concerned we recognize
the differences, for until Churches are united they are separate and different although they worship the same God,
follow the same Master, accept as authoritative the same Bible, and have the same baptism.
It serves little purpose to gloss over their separation and differences, much as we may deplore them. The first
step towards Church unity is not to force Churches to come together before they can do so naturally. The :first
step is to get them to work together wherever and whenever they can, and by working together they will
understand each other, and when they understand each other they will learn to respect and love each other. Only
when they respect and love each other, can Church union be of any spiritual significance and lasting value.
The non-Christian world is not surprised that we worship in different ways and that we have different forms of
Church government, for it is human to be different. But it despises us when we followers of the same Master are
not spiritually one and do not love or even respect one another.
We have, therefore, the church cell as the centre of Christian worship to foster a real fellowship feeling in a
small compact community as the smallest unit of our Church organization. Christian morality will be based on
personal relationships, as Confucian morality is so based, but it will have a broader foundation when it rests on
the brotherhood of men derived from the teaching of the fatherhood of God, and when we live by the principle
that we are members one of another and therefore ought to bear one another’s burdens. The intimate living in a
small Christian community will help to foster this sentiment and give expression to it more readily.
Moral teaching will take the form of personal admonition rather than preaching in terms of generalities. This
becomes more possible when the church minister holds his position, not because of the academic training he has
received and the degree he holds, but because of his age, experience, and his recognized standing in the
community.
Care is taken, however, that this feeling of fellowship and community solidarity is not confined to the cell.
Every Christian must be taught to feel that the cell is only a cell in the Body of Christ which is His Church
transcending all limits of denomination, class, nation, race, time and space. The Chinese conception of the family
as including all the living and the dead, bound together by the family tie, is to be enriched by the larger
conception of the family of God. The teaching of the communion of saints ought to receive greater attention and
to have a more significant place in the Church in China.
*
Through the four-centre Church we seek to develop Christian living among the Chinese and present
Christianity to them in a concrete form. It is the Church that will stand as the Christian witness among the Chinese
people, who for many years to come will remain predominantly non-Christian. Christianity will be judged by the
life and work of the Church even more than by the living and thinking of the individual Christians.
The Church lives by its faith in God. Its God is the maker of all things and the judge of all men. We know Him
as the maker through the study of His handiwork in nature, and we know Him as the judge through the study of
the history of peoples. Through nature and through history He has sought to reveal Himself, to speak to man. His
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self-revelation culminates in the incarnation of His Word in the person of Jesus of Nazareth, whose life and
teaching have taught us that God is not only the creator and sustainer of the universe and the judge of nations in
history, but that He is, above all, the Father of all men. He has taught the Fatherhood of God not by His preaching
alone but particularly by His living—by living as the obedient Son of God who knows intimately His Father’s
heart and mind. He lived and died in filial obedience and He conquered death as the Son of the living God, who
was able to break all the chains that hold the children of God under bondage because they submit themselves to
sin. When men accept Jesus as their master they learn the secret of living as children of God from the revelation
of the Divine Sonship of Jesus, and they are henceforth free from the self-seeking egotism which sets up the
middle wall of partition between man and man, and they are reconciled to one another through their reconciliation
to their Father. They will enjoy once more their birthright of perfect liberty as members of God’s family, as
brothers to one another, acknowledging as their common Father the creator of the universe which is their Father’s
house and in which they have nothing to fear as everything is for their enjoyment and felicity.
As head of the great family embracing the whole of mankind, God exercises His will as the supreme authority.
Man’s duty is to submit to this will. When all men knit their wills together in His will and all their spirits in His
spirit, love will prevail everywhere and love will fulfil the Divine law not as law any longer, but as love. Then
God’s will will be done and His reign will be on earth.
*
Can we present this Christian truth to the Chinese in language intelligible to them? From their Confucian
culture they will find it easy to lmderstand the Fatherhood of God and the brotherhood of man. They can easily
understand the majesty and authority and loving kindness of the Father. They know what it means to submit to the
Father’s will and make it their own. When they are told that there is a Will in the universe and that there is a
Purpose in history, they will readily grasp its meaning. While they believe in the inner light within the human
heart, it is not strange to them that the mysteries of life are revealed to them in the lives of great historical
personages who are the spiritual geniuses of the race. The Chinese have never been taught that great truths are
communicated mechanically to passive minds. Their historic sense has come from their age-long tradition that
discernment of purpose in history is possible only to persons constantly in search of divine light in historical
events and movements.
To the Chinese God is indeed a judge, not a father, still less a father always ready to forgive the prodigal son
when he returns home penitent. But Buddbism, particularly the Ch’an Buddhism, has taught them that by turning
one’s life in the right direction and by forsaking the mistaken past a new start on the right path becomes instantly
possible. All that is necessary is for Christianity to bring in the new idea of man’s personal relationship with God,
for personal relationship as the basis of life is the familiar Chinese way of thinking.
The Chinese classical Shang-ti is a deity of strict justice. It would be difficult for the Chinese to accept the
teaching of the master of the vineyard paying his workers the same wages without reference to the length of their
working time. The common sense of the “natural man” in the Chinese would emphasize justice more than love.
Salvation by faith rather than by works would be a hard teaching to the Chmese. But they have accepted the
Buddhism of the Pure Land sect which is the most popular sect of Buddhism in China today, and which teaches
that turning to Buddha Amitabha in faith is the only requisite to being born into the Pure Land after death. Birth
into the Pure Land is, in other words, a gift from Buddha Amitabha rather than a reward earned by moral
endeavor. The soil is therefore ready in China for the Christian doctrine of the divine grace.
God as creator as well as ruler of the universe is new to the Chinese mind, as many other Christian teachings
are naturally new to the Chinese. But Shang-ti is the fountain of man’s moral sense. From Shang-ti man receives
his moral sentiments. Why should he not receive everything else from God?
There is a strong element of humanism in the Chinese moral and religious teachings, but there is no Chinese
teaching that man is the measure of good and evil. The standard of the good and of the true is higher than man. It
is the cosmic harmony according to Confucianism. Put the Christian God in the place of ch’eng, which we have
proposed to translate as Cosmic Harmony, and the framework of the Confucian moral and religious philosophy
may keep its old form but its spirit will be changed; it will have a new life.
Like the Hebrews the Chinese would be more interested in what God does in history and in His relation to man
than in God’s essence, in the moral attributes of God rather than in His metaphysical attributes. This is a weakness
of the Chinese mentality. On account of this the metaphysical foundation of the Confucian ethics has never been
strong. Because of this the more metaphysical sects of Buddhism have not succeeded long in holding the
allegiance of the Chinese. For this reason we may expect the theological development of Christianity in China to
be along the historical and moral rather than the speculative line.
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But after all, Christianity is fundamentally historical and moral, not speculative, although we admit that
knowledge of the divine acts must lead us on to at least a partial knowledge of the divine essence. We must not be
surprised, however, if the Chinese will not be led very far in that direction.
Similarly, we may well expect the Chinese to be more attracted by the moral theory than by the objective
theory of the Atonement. It is difficult to say whether it is natural for the Chinese to have a keen sense of sin or
not. Modesty is one of their virtues, but to be modest is not necessarily to be aware of sin. All moral teaching,
however, emphasizes human shortcomings, which lie in the weakness of the human will. At least we may say that
sin for the Chinese is not so much an existential fact as a failure of the will. It is mora! in nature rather than
metaphysical. But our concern in presenting Christianity to the Chinese is not to present to them any theory of sin
or of atonement, but to put them in touch with the atoning life of Christ, and let them feel their sin and their
redemption from it through Christ. When they have had that experience, we may safely leave the theorizing part
of it to the future Chinese theologians. It is the experience and not the theory that is important.
*
With regard to the doctrine of the Incarnation, we have to begin with the nature of God, God who from the
beginning has been wanting to communicate Himself to man, to speak to man, to make His will known to the
world. His self-revelation culminates in the person of Jesus of Nazareth.
There is a danger in presenting bluntly to the Chinese the teaching that God at a certain time assumed human
form and walked the earth. In a way it is easy for the Chinese to understand that. There have been Chinese stories
that certain gods did that, stories similar to the Greek legends. But such stories tell about a god assuming human
form either to deceive men or to overawe them, not to reveal the very nature of the god who in his nature must
reveal himself in human form, as the highest revelation to man must be in and through human personality. Some
of the Chinese stories tell about a god assuming human form, because he had offended a higher god in heaven and
therefore must come down to earth and be incarnated in man as his penalty—by which he might redeem himself
before he could ascend into heaven again. If the Chinese should understand the Christian doctrine of the
Incarnation in any of these ways, it would be disastrous.
Therefore, we should not begin the teaching of the Incarnation with “The Word was made flesh,” but with “In
the beginning was the Word.” When this Johannine doctrine is properly taught and understood the Christian
conclusion that “He was made man” becomes inevitable. And we would not emphasize unduly the literal meaning
of the word “Incarnation”, because in China there is not the gnostic background to militate against, as among the
Gentile Christians in the first century. For the Chinese there is no unbridgeable gulf between the heavenly and the
human. They have been familiar with the idea that the two belong together, and it would be quite intelligible to
them, too, that the human is at its best only when it is one with the Divine.
The important point is to tell them the good news of the Divine and the human having actually become one,
“without confusion, without change, without division, without separation.” Should we bring into onr
interpretation of Christianity to the Chinese the actual wording of the Chalcedonian formula? No. But we shall
probably be surprised that the Chinese with their cultural background will puzzle less over the doctrine of the
Person of Christ than theologians in the West because their teaching has been more in terms of the spirit and of the
will. But again let us remember that our concern is not so much the explanation of a doctrine to the Chinese as to
put them in touch with the Divine Life in Jesus of Nazareth.
The Confucian Classics teach that on the bathing tub of one of the ancient sage-kings these words were
engraved:
If you can daily renovate yourself, you must keep on doing so from day to day. Yea, let there be daily renovation.

But the Chinese have found it difficult. It will be especially good tidings to them that men have not been left
comfortless in their moral struggle. There will be not only the Spirit of Truth to guide them into all truth, but the
Spirit of Life will enter into their lives to create in them a new life, only if they will receive the Lord of Life into
their hearts, as has been the experience of many men and women in all places and at all times. For the Chinese
who believe it possible to appropriate in their individual lives the cosmic virtue, so as to participate even in the
ceaseless creative process of the cosmos, it should not be hard to understand the doctrine of the Holy Spirit—that
God dwells in man and in society, renovating daily the life of man and of society so as to make them conform
more and more to His own likeness. This is so congenial to the Chinese moral experience that it is not extravagant
to hope that the Church in China may in due time make a special contribution to the understanding of the Third
Person in the Godhead.

373

Each of the main Christian doctrines may be presented to the Chinese by finding first some favorable point of
contact, by making use of every element that is congenial, taking care to avoid any possibility of
misunderstanding, and thus leading them into greater truth than is in their own culture. This method will awaken
in them through Christian experience of God’s grace the consciousness that “in Christ are hid all the treasures of
wisdom and knowledge.” These treasures do not contradict the best in their own traditional moral and religious
teaching but surpass it by fulfilling it—that is by filling it to the fullest extent, so that when they come to realize
this they are impelled one and all to lay down at the throne of the Lamb that is slain their inheritance from the
past, and cry out with the saints of all lands and all ages,
“My Lord and my God”.
205.156 Present-day Religious Thought And Life In China\fn{by T. C. Chao aka Chao Tzu-chen (1888-1979)}
Deqing, Zhejiang (Chekiang) Province, China (M) 5
To the casual observer the preponderance of irreligious literature and talks by intellectual and anti-religious
people seems to show that China is at the present time a country that has dispensed with religion or at least thinks
that religion is merely good for superstitious folks in limiting their conduct to proper social spheres. To him China
has always appeared irreligious because of the tolerant attitude that the Chinese have for religious differences and
their demand for a reasonable explanation of all religious beliefs. All the more may the Chinese people appear to
be irreligious if they insist on the reality of religious life, showing this insistence in their dislike for forms and
traditions that appear to them to be meaningless.
Deeper study, however, shows a different picture. It reveals that, in spite of the loud Anti-Christian Movement,
which is a sign of the need for a deeper manifestation of religion, the Chinese people, the steady and respectable
class of people, are searching for a satisfactory spiritual life. They may not seek it in the same way as we do. They
may be eIther superstItIous or overcritical, or both, presenting a strange picture of things to us who are not
accustomed to think of religion in other than our own way. But they seek the same reality of life and the same
value and meaning of human existence nevertheless. It is as necessary for them to get related to the spiritual
realities of life as it is for us to do so.
It would indeed be strange if, at a time like this, religion were not the thing that people desired and longed to
have. Many a man finds a divided self, an inner struggle that may be disregarded but never entirely ignored, in the
face of political and social disturbances. Not even the three prevalent evils in China could prevent people from
realising the urgent spiritual needs over and above material needs. Poverty, ignorance, and wrong thinking, which
are at the root of all sin today, have not prevented students from seeking the truth and hating the falsehood of
things, have not stopped the middle-aged and the aged, the moderate and the conservative folks that form an
important portion of the nation, in their pursuit of a quietistic life of spiritual cultivation, and have not in any way
affected the formation of many religious groups, fellowships, and societies; for the development of religious
experience. A combination of these three evils, economic dissatisfaction, ignorance, and wrong thinking, can do
almost any destructive thing, but the present situation has shown that they have not been able to decrease the
religious life of the nation. In some respects they have started religious heart-searchings and increased faith. It
seems that faith grows at least as fast as it is destroyed.
A dozen or more reasons can be given for the hunger and thirst manifested by people for a satisfactory religion.
(I) The political and social disturbances of the country have set many a mind to thinking on spiritual realities. (2)
The failure of political, social, and other aspirations in the face of such disturbances has led many to religious
questionings. (3) The confusion of thought on science and religion, on numerous social questions which appear to
destroy the values of life, have made some people feel that the real life is above and beyond this confusion in a
realm where the “yes” and the “no” never reach. (4) The manifest instability of all things suggests that somewhere
and somehow there is a stability throughout the universe which awaits either discovery or faith to reveal itself to
the willing. (5) The sin and corruption around demand a religious power for social discipline and social selfcontrol. (6) The lingering love for the past helps many a one turn his face again toward Confucius for inner peace
and self-integration. (7) The need of friends that are faithful through thick and thin has caused the formation of
semi-religious organisations. (8) The need of a power to do the impossible thing has found an unequivocal
expression on the part of thoughtful and patriotic Chinese leaders of national movements. (9) The disintegration
of old religious practices has left a vacancy in the hearts of religious people, leading them to start new
experiments and organisations. (10) The quest for the equivalents of religion has started groups of people
manufacturing “-isms” for young people that may be used only when some religious equivalent can be provided
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them, to which they may direct their loyalty and faith. (11) The Anti-Christian Movement, in spite of all its
disturbances and destructive criticisms, has hastened the growth of self-consciousness on the part of the Christian
Church in China, involving a certain religious scepticism among Chinese Christians, which, because it is not yet
very outspoken, has not received as serious attention on the part of Christian leaders in China today as it should.
(12) The revolt against empty traditionalism, as many Chinese see it in the Christian Church, and the attack on
compulsory religious education, have made a clear-cut demand on real spiritual life rather than on the smooth
running of old methods. (13) Yet while some people, being dissatisfied with the Christian Church and its life, have
openly severed connections with the Christian fellowship in favour of either Confucianism or Buddhism, or both,
there are also thoughtful people from the official and gentry class who join the Church and profess themselves
Christians. (14) Within the Christian Church there are people who have true faith, expressing their lives in the
most beautiful way, looking forward always to a bright future through the present difficulties and apparent
disbelief.
With these ideas in view let us see if there are facts that show them to be truly the signs of the times.
First let us mention the Tung Shan Shih which was started by Kiang Shao Tsung in Peking among official
circles. This organisation has political as well as religious ideas or beliefs as rallying-points for its adherents. Just
what these political beliefs are, only those who are inside can tell. According to current views the religious
activities of this organisation consist of practices of some mystical “quiet sitting” which are conducive, as it is
believed by the members, to good health and long life. Such practices are at first rather difficult to carry out, but
as time goes on the initiate will find results produced both in his body and in his spirit. There is a very strict
grading among the members, regarding rank based upon attainment. Evidently a certain period of time is to be
spent by the novitiate in learning the elementary practices. During this period he is on a sort of probation, which
shows that the organisation is bent on receiving into its confidence only those who are faithful to its principles and
doctrines. The religion that they have is a kind of eclecticism, a mixture of the three old religions, taking ideas of
health education from Taoism, “quiet sitting” and practice from some forms of Buddhism, and ethical ideas and
organisation from a kind of Confucianism. As this religious conglomeration seems to give satisfaction to many
who need something like religion to relate them to spiritual realities, and as the political side of the matter,
together with the inner circle or brotherhood, seems to be conducive to political and social gratifications, the Tung
Shan Shih has spread very rapidly from a metropolitan centre to nearly all the large cities and towns. Not only
have military and civil officials, together with retired politicians, swarmed into this organisation, but many highclass people from the gentry and many rich ladies have joined in the quest for spiritual satisfaction. As it is
difficult and even impossible for an outsider to give a clear account of what such an organisation really is, and as
the members do not appear to give true accounts of their fellowship to outsiders, we may stop here, only with a
few indications that Tung Shan Shih is at least partially religious in practice and aspiration, and in our ignorance it
sometimes suggests to us that it is a secret society, similar to the Tsing P’ang and Hung P’ang secret societies in
organisation and probably also in purposes.
There have been attempts to make Confucianism into a religion. At least three things might be adduced to
make such attempts for some people worth making. They are the worship of heaven, the worship of ancestors, and
the worship of Confucius himself as a kind of prophet of the religion, when he is raised to a position of divinity
essentially the same as the divine nature of heaven. During the early years of the Republic, Dr. Chen Hui Tsang
made desperate efforts to make Confucianism the state religion of China. The attempt was defeated, not because
Christians strenuously opposed it, but mainly because the leaders of the new popular government took no interest,
and sometimes thought this sort of religious legislation was contradictory to the spirit of the revolution that had
just come to pass. Since then the New Thought or Renaissance Movement has intervened, attacking Confucius
and his teachings in such strong terms that it has become impossible for Confucianism to be anything other than a
religion only for those who believe. However, staunch Confucianists are not lacking in the country. This class of
people look upon the teachings of Confucius from the critical and intellectual standpoint and give them
evaluations which do not amount to religious significance. But on the other hand there are those who still think
that Confucius has given us religion. The most interesting personality that holds such strange ideas is Kang Yu
Hui, who is now over seventy years of age and who has the daring to believe that he is now in the world to save it.
In his home on the Bubbling-well Road, Shanghai, he worships Shangti, Confucius, and his own ancestors. While
Confucianism now makes but little impression on the students of the country, it still has a large influence over the
middle-aged and the aged, especially those who were taught in their early days the ethical values which to them
must be conserved at any cost. This conservation of values is nothing other than religion for some. Dr. Y. Y. Tsu,
in his paper on “Spiritual Tendencies of the Chinese People as Shown Outside of the Christian Church Today”
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(see Chinese Recorder, December, 1925), mentions the Hsi Shin Shih, the founder of which once told him his
faith in the following words:
“Without religious devotion, we can accomplish nothing; I have tried to make Confucius the centre of my
faith.” The same old gentleman, in his conversation with Dr. Tsu, said also:
“I used to be like them (the Renaissance leaders) in my younger days. I also dismissed all religions as
superstition, beneath the dignity of educated people to profess. But I know better now. Wait until these younger
men go through some heartrending experience, when some inexplicable sorrow enters into their life and all but
breaks it up; then they will see deeper into the meaning of life.”
Besides the Tung Shan Shih and the Rsi Shin Shih, we have in our midst the Tao Yuan, which is a very rapid
religious development. To quote Dr. Tsu again,
“It started in Tsinan, Shantung, in the winter of 1921, and, from a membership, of 1200 in 13 organised
societies, reported in 1922, it has grown, according to the latest published statistics, into 110 societies throughout
the country, with a membership, it is claimed, of 30,000. Shantung has thirty-eight Tao Yuan; Chihli, eighteen;
Kiangsu eighteen, and other provinces smaller numbers.”
While the Tao Yuan has drawn criticism upon itself on account of its emphasis upon spiritualistic
communications, mystic eclecticism and the use of the planchette, it is characterised by its spirit of brotherhood
and fellowship, which, in satisfying the social demands of the devotees and also their religious life, gives them a
sense of spiritual security and joy not to be found outside religious faith. The rapid growth of the membership of
the Tao Yuan, both on account and in spite of the gross superstition so apparent to the scientifically inclined,
indicates to us the need of a satisfactory religion. Many who have become tired of or failed in their political life
have taken to religious practices, finding in them a peace, a sense of reconciliation, a freedom from fear and
worry that could not be found elsewhere. The Tao Yuan, while grossly superstitious, shows three essential
characteristics of religion, namely, the practical urge of life to find peace and freedom in some sort of spiritual
reality, the religious brotherhood, and the peculiarly religious attitude of tolerance toward others. All who are
earnestly seeking the meaning of life may join the Tao Yuan—Taoists, Buddhists, Confucianists, Mohammedans
and Christians—without having to renounce the religion that they severally profess. All the saints, religious
founders, and deities of all the religions communicate with the believers. The Tao Yuans throughout the country
form a kind of network of fellowship. Anyone belonging to one Tao Yuan can have the same fellowship in the Tao
Yuans of other cities to which he may go.
Other similar and smaller organisations might be mentioned, but as they are of like nature, on a smaller or less
successful scale, they may be neglected in such a short paper as this. Let us now turn our attention to Buddhism.
When we consider the people who are studying and embracing the religion of Buddha, we cannot but feel that
it is one of the most vital religious forces in China today. Buddhism is missionary in spirit, has a vast amount of
religious literature and tracts that are spread throughout the land, possesses a philosophy which is deep and
difficult enough to arouse intellectual curiosity and interest, and offers a way of salvation, in the form of
retirement, quietude, and meditation, which is a welcome remedy for all who are tired of the world. Buddhism
wields today a double-edged sword, in that it appeals strongly to the mass of the people through its rich forms,
ceremonies, and temple worship, and in that it gives an intellectual basis of religion which is not entangled in the
international, political difficulties. Anyone may be considered unlearned who does not know something about
Buddhism. Old temples are being repaired, in these days of economic dissatisfaction, and a great deal of money is
being spent in gilding idols in gold sheets. While it is very true that many scientific minds look upon Buddhism
with distrust because of its illogical philosophy, thinking that this religion is desocialising and devitalising
spiritually, it is also true that very many thoughtful people are turning to it for a satisfactory view of life and for
some sort of anchorage. Some who are dissatisfied with Christianity, like Mr. Chang Shang and Mr C. C. Nieh,
turn toward Buddhism with much spiritual vigour, to find a peace that they have not been able to find even in the
Christian religion as traditionally interpreted to them. Mr. Chang even went so far as to try to make Christianity
into a sect of Reformed Buddhism, stating in unequivocal terms that foreign missionaries of the Christian religion
were all devoid of understanding as to the real nature of Christianity.
Buddhism is a philanthropic religion as well as a philosophic faith. Thus on the one hand it can gather round
itself prominent officials like Tuan Chi Juan, Yih Kung Tsa and others, important merchants, wealthy ladies and
old literati, and on the other hand it can exercise an influence over the intellectuals of the time. Prominent
laymen, like Ou Yang Kyung Wu, both study the Buddhistic books and cultivate the spiritual life in the China
School of Esoteric Religion, Nanking. Many scholarly persons go there for study and meditation. A prominent
monk, called Tai Hsi (Absolute Void) has been going around lecturing on Buddhism in such places as Peking,
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Kuling, Nanking, Wuchang, Soochow, and other important places. Wherever he goes, he has a large audience to
hear him. He usually begins with imposing ceremonies, which rather appeal to the Chinese people. In the course
of a recent conversation with Tai Hsi, I learned from him that he has a desire to carry on missionary work in
America, not to teach or lecture in big universities, but to live the Buddhistic life, with the ceremonies and the
Buddhistic methods of spiritual cultivation, among a people which seems to him to be one that knows
phenomenal things and not things beyond the world of phenomena and speech. Professing himself an atheist,
believing that the universal spiritual force is impersonal, he yet claims to have a religious experience, which,
though difficult to explain, he desires to share with others. I was not able to understand from him how he could
both affirm and know that which is beyond the ordinary means of knowledge and speech. While he appears to be
dogmatic, both in his writings and speech, as his books on The Science of the Philosophy of Life and The Great
Vehicle and the Two Types of Civilisations of the World will clearly show, he is yet of a pleasing personality and
both his atheism and his way of life appeal to the imagination of the Chinese people. Still it is very clear that the
emphasis is much less on human ethical conduct than on the attainment of something which is entirely beyond the
comprehension of the common folk.
Various classes of people in China to-day are aware of the need for religion. Both the meaning of personal life
and destiny and the social discipline necessary for the carrying on of democracy on a largc scalc must be found in
religion, in one form or another. What intelligent people do not want is superstition and anything destructive of
our national prestige and character. These two aspects of thought reveal themselves strangely in the Anti-Christian
Movement, which, in somc respects, has nationalism and patriotism as its religion. While there is little criticism in
regard to the person and character of Jesus, the founder of the Christian religion, the two main lines of attack on
Christianity are political and intellectual.
In other words Christianity is thought to be the running dog of foreign capitalism and imperialism, one and the
same in substance with foreign exploitation of various kinds in China. Christianity has opened up ways for
foreign industry, commerce, and education, which is generally termed cultural exploitation on account of its
compulsory religious instruction in the Christian schools and of its usurpation of China’s right to determine her
own educational policies; Christianity is making converts by depriving them of their freedom of choice in matters
of religion.
On the other hand, religion is thought to be in conflict with science. If one wants to be scientific, he cannot
accept any religion to bias his mind in the quest for truth, nor identification with something which, instead of
being accepted as true, should be objectively and scientifically verified as a mere hypothesis in regard to a way of
going through life with success. Even Christianity should not be accepted. The conception of a personal God is
obsolete anthropomorphism; the doctrine of the Trinity is nonsense, such beliefs as virgin birth, miracles, and
physical resurrection, such practices as baptism and the Lord’s Supper are only survivals of primitive cults that
should long ago have gone out of existence.
In addition to these criticisms of the Christian religion there is a bundle of wrong ideas in regard to
superstitious practices in the Christian Church, broadcast in order to inculcate attacks on Christianity or to lower
its standing in the eyes of thoughtful people. Criticism has now crystallised into activity on the part of antiChristians against the Christian schools. Perhaps persecutions are needed today to goad us into a real and deep
spiritual life with a sense of the reality of the presence of God the Father and the power of Jesus the Saviour.
At present there is dissatisfaction on the part of thoughtful Christians in regard to their Christian life,
spiritually as well as intellectually. The young people in our schools, Christians and non-Christians, are awaiting a
reinterpretation of the faith which will not only express for them their patriotic and religious aspirations, but also
show them a reasonable way of personal as well as social salvation and development. The usual Church services,
important as they are, are no longer satisfactory. Personal friendships, small groups for worship and discussion,
must now more or less take the place of formal worship, which must be retained but must only be held for public
worship on Sundays. No longer can short and efficient methods of preaching suffice. The method of educating a
person up to a real religious experience that will stay with him through temptations of all kinds takes a long
period of unfailing friendship.
Many other things could be said here. But the limitations of space lead me to conclude with a few ideas on the
demands on Christianity today. It is entirely mistaken to think that Christianity has completely failed, as some
think, or is failing in its work of redemption. There are forces at work which are positively constructive, not only
in its own life, but in the social whole. True, we have in our midst the Anti-Christian Movement, but this
movement, instead of being able to destroy the life that is in us, who firmly believe in God as Father of all
humanity, Jesus as Saviour, and the Kingdom of God as the goal of our endeavour, is moving us to thought and to
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penitence that our life has not been sufficient to witness to the truth of our faith. The Anti-Christian Movement
make us think of two things, namely, are we, in following Jesus, politically unfit to be China’s best citizens? Are
we superstitious in our beliefs and practices? If the answer is in the affirmative and we are sure of it, then let us
quit altogether and become anti-Christians as devoutly as we can. But if the answer is no, then it is our immediate
duty to find the reality in our own experience and in our own life, in our clear-cut thinking and in our activities, to
bear witness to the gospel of individual and social salvation.
The demands on Christianity are these. First, it must present to the thoughtful of today a religious life of
power, thoroughly ethical, profoundly critical and discriminating, and completely loyal to God. Secondly, it must
become adjusted to its social and intellectual environment, so that from this time the religion of Christians should
be an inner growth rather, than an external imposition even in appearance. No religion brought into the country
from outside can become indigenous unless it becomes a growth from within and makes its own natural and living
adaptations and improvements. Thirdly, there should be a reasonable interpretation of the deep religious
experience of the believers, a Christian rationalism that is free, yet based upon the facts of the spiritual life.
Fourthly, those who believe must now work to Christianise and create a new community in China. Christianity
stands for a redeemed and new humanity, in the form, at first, of a brotherhood, then of a society, and then of a
nation which is a part of the whole of humanity.
The Communists want society to become communistic; the working-men want society to be the workingmen’s society; anti-Christians and half-baked scientists want society to be one of atheism and rationalism without
a foundation for it—but all will fail unless those who can do it make society a society of loving souls. The
Christian, believing in God, must desire to have, and work hard for the rea1isation of, a society which may be
called the Kingdom of God.
Then, finally, the times call aloud for the forthcoming of prophets, men and women who know God and who
can transcend the sins of the times and have visions of the truth and of the future. Great opportunities are linked
up with grave dangers. And the sin of Chinese Christians today lies in the fact that they are being led astray and
they are not leading the times as they should. The clearest demand today is for a new leadership among Chinese
Christians, which can transcend the times in thought and life and can lead. Every demand is a test; every test is a
weighing of our faith and conduct in the eternal balance of God.
China needs a spiritual uplift today more urgently than ever, and, therefore, offers those who have faith
unprecedented opportunities. God never lets an opportunity go by without a clear call. It is man who delays
because there is too little spiritual preparedness. The ancient prophet Amos has a message for us to-day in the
stern voice: “Prepare thyself to meet thy God.”
205.104 Excerpt from The Status Of Aliens In China: “The Christian Missionary”\fn{by Vi Kyuin Wellington Koo
(1888-1985)} Shanghai, China (M) 15
In China, prior to the commencement of extensive intercourse with foreign states, religious toleration by the
Government had been the rule and the interdicts occasionally fulminated against the profession and preaching of
exotic creeds had been the exceptions, brought about mostly by the indiscretion of their teachers.\fn{ The fourth of
the “additional articles,” concluded with the United States, July 28, 1868, provides “that citizens of the United States in China of every
religious persuasion … shall enjoy entire liberty of conscience, and shall be exempt from all disability or persecution on account of their
religious faith or worship in China.” It is clear that under this article citizens of the United States in China have the right to profess and
worship any religion they wish, but it does not seem clear that they have the right to preach any religion they like. According to the Chinese
Government, at any rate, foreign missionaries of other creeds than Christianity not being expressly and specifically provided for in the
treaties, can not be recognized by it as such, and are not entitled to the same measure of protection as is accorded to Christian evangelists.
The question was raised in 1905 by Mr. Yasuya Uchida, the Japanese Minister in Peking, who represented to the Waiwu Pu that there were
many Japanese Buddhist missionaries in China, preaching the teachings of Buddha and exhorting men to do good, and asked that they be
protected to the same extent as were the Christian missionaries, citing in support of his request the most favored nation clause in the
Japanese treaty of July 21, 1896. The Waiwu Pu declined to accept this view, stating that evangelization by Christian workers in China was
expressly authorized by treaty, and that the clause cited by the minister referred only to privileges of a commercial nature, and had nothing
to do with questions of missionary enterprise. In a later note the minister renewed his reference to the most favored nation clause and, after
citing the twenty-ninth article of the treaty of June 18, 1858, between China and the United States and the fourth article of the treaty of July
28, 1868, between the same powers, argued that the freedom of worship and the prosecution of missionary work granted in these
provisions, were not limited to the Christian religion. Accordingly, he urged: “Our Buddhist missionaries coming to China to promulgate
the teachings of Buddha should enjoy the same protection as Christian missionaries; thereafter if our Buddhist priests, the Chinese subjects
who shall have taken up their faith, and their temples should be disturbed or injured, the Chinese Government should recognize its
obligation severely to suppress the disorder.” The Waiwu Pu, however, stood firm in its position; and the policy which has since been
carried out would seem to indicate that its view has prevailed. Thus in 1908 the Prefect of Hainghwa Fu, Fukien, declined the request of the
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Japanese consul to protect the Japanese missionary temple in Putien Hien; and in the same year, in response to a request for instructions
from the Viceroy at Canton as to certain Japanese Buddhists found in Wemeichow Fu and Chaochow Fu, the Waiwu Pu stated that they
could be protected only as traveling aliens. Subsequently, a Japanese Buddhist temple in Chenghai Hien was closed by order of the local
authorities; another erected in the suburbs of the city met with the same fate; and a third established in Haikow, Hainan, was sealed up by
order of the Japanese consul at Canton, issued in compliance with a request of the local authorities } Not to speak of other foreign

religions, Christianity itself had prospered in China since very early times, notably in the sixth and thirteenth
centuries. Perhaps the most intolerant imperial edict ever issued against the Christian religion was that
promulgated by Emperor Youngching, in 1724, and yet three years after, in the treaty concluded with Russia, he
expressly engaged that “the Russians shall be permitted to exercise their religion with all its rites and to recite
their prayers.”\fn{Treaty of Kiakhto, October 24, 1727, article v} Indeed from 1724 to the middle of the nineteenth
century, though imperial decrees were frequently renewed prohibiting the teaching of the Gospel, and ordering the
expulsion of Catholic missionaries, a great many of them remained in the interior of the country under sufferance
of the local authorities, and the number of Chinese converts, about 300,000, continued to worship according to
their new faith. It was also during this so-called period of persecution of Christianity—at the beginning of the
nineteenth century—that the Protestant missionaries made their first appearance in China and established there a
permanent footing for their evangelical enterprise.
In the treaties concluded with the United States and France in 1844,\fn{ Article xvi of the American treaty and article
xxii of the French treaty} China may be said to have accorded Western missionaries for the first time, formally though
impliedly, the privilege of preaching their religion within her territory, since she agreed therein that American
citizens and Frenchmen should be permitted to erect churches, schools and hospitals in the five open ports.
The imperial edict of February 20, 1846, which revoked the previous injunctions against Christianity and
permitted the teaching of its doctrines in the ports,\fn{ This and other edicts issued by the Emperor Taokuang did not permit the
preaching of the Gospel in the interior. Accordingly, when M. Chapdelaine, a French missionary, was put to death by a Magistrate in
Kwangsi in 1856, and Count de Courcy, the French charge d’affaires, on July 25, 1856, complained of this offense to the imperial
commissioner at Canton on the ground, among others, that “the free exercise of this religion (of the Lord of Heaven) is formally authorized
by the edicts of the Emperor Taokuang,” the commissioner rejoined in his reply of August 20, 1856, that “the imperial edicts prescribed that
the propagation of the Christian religion shall be authorized only in the five ports open to commerce, and that it shall be forbidden to
penetrate into the interior of the Empire to preach that religion—this is, moreover, clearly stipulated in the treaty itself.” } seems to lend

support to the statement. Full recognition of the liberty to preach and proselyte was not granted to Christian
missionaries until 1858 when a simultaneous revision of their treaties with China afforded four powers a
convenient opportunity for demanding it of her.\fn{Article xiii of the French treaty, signed in June, 1858, provided that “all that
which has been previously written, proclaimed, or published in China, by order of the Government, against the Christian religion, is
completely abrogated and remains invalid in all the provinces of the Empire.” } The Russian treaty of June I-I3, the first of those

concluded in that year, in article viii, after stipulating for the protection of Chinese Christians, provides that “the
Chinese Government, considering missionaries as good men, seeking for no material advantage, will permit them
to propagate Christianity among its subjects, and will not prevent them from moving about in the interior of the
Empire. A certain number of missionaries leaving open towns or ports shall be provided with passports signed by
the Russian Authorities.”
Under article xxix of the American treaty of June 18, which is literally reproduced in the treaty of October 8,
1903, persons who peaceably profess, practice and teach the principles of Christianity “shall in no case be
interfered with or molested.” The eighth article of the British treaty of June 26 entities persons doing the similar
acts in like manner to freedom from interference, not in all cases, as is provided in the American provision, but
when “not offending against the Laws.” The French treaty signed on June 27, contains in article xiii the fullest
provision relative to the Christian missionary. It reads: “The Christian religion having for its essential object to
make men virtuous, the members of all the Christian communions shall enjoy complete security for their persons,
their property and the free exercise of their religious rites, and an efficacious protection shall be given to the
missionaries who peaceably go into the interior, furnished with regular passports provided for in the eighth
article.”\fn{The sixth article in the Chinese text of [an] additional convention, [signed] October 25, 1860, is even more comprehensive as
to the privileges of Christians and French missionaries, but it is to be added that the authoritative text of [this] convention is the French, in
which the corresponding article provides for nothing beyond the restoration of confiscated property to the proper Christians. The translation
of the Chinese text of the article reads: “It shall be promulgated throughout the length and breadth of the land, in the terms of the Imperial
Edict of the 20th of February, 1846, that it is permitted to all people in all parts of China to propagate and practice the teachings of the Lord
of Heaven, to meet together for the preaching of the doctrine, to build churches and to worship; further all such as indiscriminately arrest
(Christians) shall be duly punished; and such churches, schools, cemeteries, lands, and buildings, as were owned on former occasions by
persecuted Christians shall be paid for, and the money handed to the French Representative in Peking, for transmission to the Christians in
the localities concerned. It is, in addition, permitted to French missionaries to rent and purchase land in all the Provinces, and to erect
buildings thereon at pleasure.”}
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It is thus seen that the presence of the western Christian missionary, as such, in the interior of China as well as
in the open ports and the prosecution of evangelical work there are authorized by treaty and missionaries are
entitled to the protection of the Chinese authorities.
*
However, troubles, whether of their own making or fomented by ignorant, intolerant, or wicked people, have
frequently befallen Christian missionaries in the interior; popular riots, springing from one cause or another, have
repeatedly occurred in inland districts in which their persons and property have been the worst or the only victims
—sometimes threatening the friendly relations between China and the Western states, and more often giving rise
to complicated international questions. With a view to the avoidance of such difficulties in the future the Chinese
Government has more than once expressed its desire to have the Christian Powers agree to place their
missionaries in the interior within the control of the local authorities.
Thus, following the settlement of the Yangchow riot in 1868, Wan-tsiang, senior minister of the Tsungli
Yamen, sent to Sir Rutherford Alcock, British Minister at Peking, a note dated June 26, 1869, in which he
observed that the principal cause of missionary trouble in the interior lay in the fact that the Western missionaries,
taking advantage of their immunities from local jurisdiction, sought indiscriminately to protect Chinese
Christians, many of whom were making their religion a pretext for extorting money from honest people; that the
reason why Confucianism and Buddhism, also an alien creed, prospered in China without encountering opposition
and causing disturbances, was that their followers and preachers were fully subject to the control of the
authorities, and he urged that if the Christian missionaries were similarly controlled “the result will be that
Christians and non-Christians will be placed on a just level vis-a-vis each other, and trouble will not arise from
unexpected success”.
It is not known what Sir Rutherford said in his reply, which was made verbally, to these observations, but it
seems more than probable that he did not concur in them.
The outbreak of the Tientsin massacre in 1870 revived the anxiety of the Chinese Government on the
missionary question, and in February of the following year the Tsungli Yamen accordingly sent to the foreign
representatives at Peking a circular note enclosing eight rules by which it proposed to regulate the conduct of the
missionary and the relation between converts and non-converts. In the third rule it was stated:
Missionaries residing in China ought to conform to the laws and usages of the Empire. They ought not to be
permitted to set up an independent style and authority, nor should they resist the laws of the land, and oppose the orders
of its magistrates; they should not assume power, nor encroach on the rights of others, injuring their reputations and
causing scandal in the communities. They should not misuse or oppress the people, commit acts which lead men to
suspect their designs, and provoke the indignant hatred of all classes; nor lastly, should they malign the holy doctrines
of the Chinese sages, and thus arouse public resentment. Every missionary ought to come under the authority of the
local magistrates, therefore, in all these respects!

With reference to this rule as well as another following it Mr. Low in his note of March 20, 1871, remarked
that it appeared to him “entirely unnecessary,” adding that missionaries had no right under the treaties to do the
things complained of, and that any additional regulations to prevent such acts were “superfluous”. In the
instructions sent to Mr. Low, October 19, 1871, Acting Secretary of State Davis states that the idea expressed by
the Yamen that it might become necessary so far as missionaries were concerned, to curtail some of the rights of
American citizens granted by treaty, “cannot be entertained for one moment by the United States”.
The British Government was more emphatic in its refusal to accept the Chinese propositions. In the
instructions sent by the foreign office in August, 1871, to the British representative at Peking it was stated:
Her Majesty’s Government cannot allow the claim that the missionaries residing in China must conform to the laws
and customs of Olina to pass unchallenged. It is the duty of a missionary, as of every other British subject, to avoid
giving offense, as far as possible, to the Chinese authorities and people, but he does not forfeit the rights to which he is
entitled under the treaty as a British subject because of his missionary character.

The instructions added, however, that in withholding its assent to the proposed rules the British Government
was not “actuated by any other motive than the wish to avoid embarrassing a question, already of sufficient
difficulty, by cumbrous and impracticable regulations”; that as to British missionaries, if they behaved improperly,
they should “be handed over to the nearest consul for punishment, like other Brltish subjects, as provided in the
treaty”; that if the consuls failed to afford redress in any instance the local authorities could appeal through the
Imperial Government to the British minister in the ordinary course of international usage; that both the minister
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and the consuls were given extensive powers for maintaining the peace, order, and good government of British
subjects in China; and if these powers were inadequate the British Government “would readily increase them”;
but that until the inadequacy was proved it “must decline to supplement the existing treaties by regulations which,
although only intended to deal with a particular class of British subjects, would undoubtedly subject the whole
British community in China to constant interference in their intercourse with the native population of a most
vexatious description.”
While the protection of Protestant missions and missionaries in China has always been left to their respective
Governments, France, until very recently, persistently claimed to be the protector of Catholic missions in China.
The French protectorate over Catholic missions in China commenced with the despatch of five Jesuit missionaries
to the country by Louis XIV in 1685. Prior to this year Portugal, by virtue of a papal bull granted by Pope
Nicholas V, January 8, 1454, which was renewed, with few interruptions, by the succeeding popes, had alone
exercised the right of protection over Catholic missions in Asia; but after France undertook to assume the role of
protector, Portugal was gradually compelled, by the waning of her influence and power in the Far East, to
relinquish her religious prestige and position in favor of France, although as late as the beginning of the
nineteenth century, she was still reluctant to give up the right to nominate bishops for Nanking and Peking as
suffragans to the archbishop of Goa.
*
After entering into formal treaty relations with China in 1844, France became more zealous of her position as
protector of Catholic missions in the Chinese Empire and sedulously labored in their behalf, in order that the
influence which flowed from her position might not be lost to her. Early in 1846, for instance, her first minister to
China made a representation in behalf of Catholic missionaries and Catholic converts, in pursuance of which
Emperor Tao-kuang issued the noted Edict of February 20, 1846, removing all previous restrictions upon these
foreign ecclesiastics and permitting Chinese subjects freely to embrace the Christian religion.
Throughout the nineteenth century France was on good terms with the Pope and was therefore alone entrusted
by the latter with the protection of Catholic missionary interests in the Far East. This privileged position of France
was not only favored by the Catholic ecclesiastics who carried on their evangelical work in China but was
undisputed by the Catholic states of Europe, though some of them had occasionally attempted to withdraw their
own subjects from French protection on grounds of public policy.
Portugal, who had been the trusted guardian of Catholicism in Asia, made no serious effort to revive her lost
title. In her unratified treaty of August 13, 1862, with China, nothing was said of Portuguese missionaries; and
when the mission of Hainan was placed by the Pope in 1876 under the jurisdiction of the bishop of Macao, the
latter applied to the French consul at Canton for a passport for M. A. C. Garcez, a Portuguese missionary who had
been appointed to administer the affairs of the mission. The treaty of Peking, concluded between China and
Portugal, December I, 1887, which remains\fn{In 1912} in force, contains merely a toleration clause\fn{Article lii}
which is found in most treaties with other nations.
Austrian missionaries were also under the protection of France. Although one of them endeavored in 1880 to
obtain through the British consul at Canton a passport with accompanying documents, such as those delivered by
the French Legation, namely, the proclamation of February, 1862, and the decree of April 4, 1862, both of which
were considered as safeguards to foreign Catholic evangelists in China, the Viceroy of the two Kwang Provinces
rejected the application, and, on further request, granted only a Traveling Passport. In 1882 the same Austrian
missionary applied for and received a French Passport.
In 1868, M. de Quevedo, then Spanish minister in China, desiring to place Spanish missionaries within the
protection of his legation, issued a circular to the consuls within his jurisdiction declaring that thereafter Spain
would herself undertake to protect Spanish ecclesiastics in China and requiring the latter to surrender the French
passports in their possession for those issued by the Spanish legation. This was opposed by the Spanish
Dominicans in the Chinese Empire, and the French legation, after the lapse of a few years, resumed the issuance
of passports to Spanish emissaries.
During the Chinese-French war of 1884-5, the protection of the interests of France in China was entrusted to
the Russian legation at Peking. But the Italian minister, M. de Luca, saw in the war an opportunity permanently to
withdraw his nationals who were engaged in the propagation of the Catholic faith from the shelter of the French
Catholic protectorate. In compliance with a request of some Italian missionaries, he personally went to Hankow
and delivered to each Italian ecclesiastic a nationality certificate in order that he might not be mistaken by the
Chinese for a Frenchman.\fn{This was possible not on1y because there is a close resemblance in the physical appearances of the two
peoples, but also on account of the fact that in the Chinese version of the passport issued by the French legation, the bearer, whatever his
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nationality, was indiscriminately and invariably described as a Frenchman although this point was left open in the French version, in order
to be filled in as each case demanded. British passports all contain the phrase “a British subject” after the name of the bearer, just as the
United States passports contain the phrase “a citizen of the United States” in the corresponding place } Although M. de Luca, in his

note of November 15, 1884, to the Tsungli Yamen, calling upon the latter to instruct the Viceroy of the two Hu
Provinces to affix his seal to the Italian nationality certificates with a view to the assurance of protection to their
holders, did not raise the question of the French protectorate over Catholic missions in China, the Ministry of
Foreign Affairs at Rome did not fail to make political capital out of the action of the Italian minister at Hankow.
M. Mancini declared to the French Ambassador, M. Decrais, that he approved M. de Luca’s conduct and that the
Vatican was grateful for the interest which the Royal ministry had shown under the circumstances in Italian
ecclesiastics. This, however, was indirectly denied by the representatives of the Vatican, who declared February 5,
1885, that instructions were about to be sent to the Italian missionaries, inviting them to resort as exclusively as
possible to the good offices of the French bishop at Peking. The Italian legation at Peking has since intervened
more than once in behalf of its nationals engaged in missionary work in China, notably in the cases settled in
Shansi Province in 1901.
Great Britain, who, though a Protestant state, counts millions of Catholics among her subjects and has a large
number of representatives in the Catholic missions in China, was particularly cautious to avoid any recognition of
the right, which France claimed, to protect all Catholic missionaries in the Chinese Empire so as to enable her to
extend it over those of British nationality. In the fourth article of the arrangement of March 15, 1899, an official
intercourse between Chinese local authorities and Roman Catholic missionaries, unofficially agreed upon between
the Tsungli Yamen and the French bishop of Peking, it was provided that “in grave cases concerned with Roman
Catholic Missions, Bishops and Priests must request the Minister of the nation specially intrusted by the Pope
with the protection of missionaries, or the consul of the nation, to arrange the affairs with the Tsungli Yamen or
the local officials”.
With reference to this provision, Lord Salisbury instructed Mr. Box-Ironside in Peking, June 20, 1899, “to
inform the Chinese Government … that where Bishops and Priests of British nationality are concerned, Her
Majesty’s Government cannot allow their affairs to be subject to the intervention of the officials of any
Government other than the British Government, unless with the consent of her Majesty’s Diplomatic
Representative in special cases.” The contents of this instruction were communicated to the Yamen, August 1,
1899.
To China, the French protectorate over Catholic missions within her territory had proved generally
disagreeable for the simple reason that France exercised this protection, as one of her own writers has observed,
much less as an homage paid to religion than as one of the leading factors of French policy in the Far East. The
protectorate observes the same writer, was for a long time “pierre angulaire de notre politique dans l’Extreme
Orient”.
*
England derived her strength in China from commerce, Russia from the extent of her territory and her
propinquity to China, and France from religion. It was therefore natural that in 1885 China attempted, though
unsuccessfully, to wreck the foundation upon which France had been planting and building her political influence
within her empire, by seeking to establish direct relations with the Vatican.. The occasion which inspired the
Chinese Government to begin a campaign against the French religious protectorate was the delivery of a papal
message to the Chinese Emperor early in r885, when hostilities were still raging between France and China,
expressing the Pope’s appreciation of the Emperor’s benevolent edict issued upon the outbreak of the war, which
promised protection to Christian missionaries of all nationalities, French as well as other; and asking His Majesty
to continue this gracious policy toward the foreign ecclesiastics.
Père Ginlanelli, who was entrusted by the court of the Vatican to deliver the message, when he passed through
Peking on his way to a missionary post in Sheuse, was, through Sir Robert Hart, as his intermediary, given an
imperial audience on April 8, 1885, at the close of which the papal epistle was handed to the Emperor. Two days
later the Tsungli Yamen returned an official reply conveying the Emperor’s appreciation of the Pope’s letter and
his good wishes for the head of the Church. All these proceedings took place at Peking without the knowledge of
the French consul at Tientsien, France’s sole representative in North China during the war, for he was not
informed by Bishop Tagliabue in the capital until they became accomplished facts.
Undoubtedly, the Yamen considered this a good opportunity to open relations with the Holy See if not for the
purpose of terminating French protection of missions in China, at least with the hope of avoiding in future the
complication and difficulties which France appeared to be always ready to throw in the way of settling Catholic
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missionary cases, in order to make them serve her political ends. Li Hung-Chang, to whom the Yamen intrusted
the task of carrying out the more or less secret project, at once appointed George Dunn, a British merchant, to
proceed to Rome.
Everything seemed to point to a suc- cessful issue of the campaign. The Pope appeared well dis- posed toward
the proposal; he appointed Mgr. Agliardi as legate to China; and the latter accepted the appointment. England,
Germany, Italy and even Belgium encouraged the court of Peking to persist in its course. Abroad, Cardinal
Manning and the Archbishop of Westminster made common cause with Marquis Tseng, who was actively engaged
in bringing about the subversion of the French protectorate.
But all this, however, proved of no avail in the face of the subtle influence of diplomacy which the French
Ambassador at the Vatican was able to exert over responsible authorities of the church. The latter were led to see
that no single power was prepared to take the place of France in the protection of the Catholic interests in China.
China herself could hardly be confided with the protection, the agents of the Church not being strong enough to
check the possible reprisals of the Empire against Catholic missions. All of this meant that the Vatican would be
obliged to ask for the joint protection of the European powers or to invoke the good offices of Italy, neither of
which was desirable. The conclusion, as stated by the Archbishop of Tyre to Lefebvre de Behaine, the French
ambassador, was:
“Le statu quo est de beaucoup préférable.”
The desire of the Chinese Government to establish direct relations with the Holy See was apparently also
engendered by the opposition which France had set to its attempt to appropriate the site of the Pe Tang (Cathedral
of the North) for the purpose of extending the palace garden in the capitol. This affair also serves to elucidate the
Chinese view of the character of the French protectorate over religious missions. The property on which the
cathedral stood was originally granted to the Jesuits by Emperor Kanghi, July 4, 1693, as a gift; it was
subsequently built upon by the missionaries with subvention granted by Louis XIV. The cathedral was destroyed
in 1827 when persecution against Christianity was widespread, but was restored to the Lazarists, who had
succeeded to the Jesuits, through the efforts of the French Minister, in pursuance of the sixth article of the
convention of Peking, October 25, 1860. Under these circumstances it was contended that the cathedral was “most
incontestably the prdperty of France,” that “neither the Pope nor the Lazarists had any right over the Pe-Tang.”
When the Tsungli Yamen proposed in 1874 for the first time to recover the property by purchase, the French
Government as well as the missionaries absolutely refused to consider the proposal.
For the time being this uncompromising attitude caused much feeling but the death of Emperor Tungchi put an
end to the negotiations. The retirement of the Empress Dowager from the regency in 1885 made the resumption of
extension work on the palace park necessary, and negotiations were therefore made to France for the recovery of
the Pe-Tang site. But before the French consul at Tientsin, M. Ristelhueber, received his authorization from his
Government to negotiate a settlement, Li-Hung-chang, evidently encouraged by the prospect of having a Papal
representative accredited to the court of Peking, effected a secret agreement, through his agent, Mr. Detring, with
M. Favier, procurator of the Lazarist mission in Peking. By the terms of this agreement, which was to take effect
upon ratification by the Emperor and the Pope, the mission was to relinquish its rights over the Pe-Tang and, in
return, to receive a new site in Sichankow and 350,000 taels for purposes of construction.
When Consul Ristelhueber was informed of the conclusion of this agreement, there was an outburst of feeling
on the part of the Frepch authorities both toward Mr. Favier and Li Hung-chang, but the latter stood firm in his
position for a time. Li contended, in effect, that the property had been given by Emperor Kanghi to the Jesuits as
an act of grace, that the interposition of the French legation on the occasion of its restoration to the missionaries
was accepted only in execution of the Peking convention of 1860, and that the Emperor had the perfect right to
retake it when he needed it for other purposes, especially when due compensation was promised the occupants.
Further, an arrangement was about to be made with the Pope for the settlement of all missionary questions with
him directly, of course, including the ratification of the Favier-Detring convention; in this arrangement there
would be no invasion of the traditional protection exercised by France over Catholic missions in China, but if the
French Government opposed the conclusion of such an arrangement, China would be determined to confine
herself to the execution, pure and simple, of article xiii of the treaty of 1858, which, according to the opinion of
the eminent legists consulted on the subject, did not confer on France any right of international protection over
religious missions in China.
When, however, the Pope, as has already been stated, yielded to the influence of French diplomacy and
resolved with fresh faith to continue to confide to France the protection of the interests of the Church in the Far
East, Li Hung-chang was deprived of his most formidable weapon for coercing France to accede to the wishes of
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the Chinese Throne on the subject of the Pe-Tang; and forthwith he changed his attitude. August 18, 1886, he,
through Consul Ristelhueber, telegraphed to the President of France, stating that he had just been informed of the
fact that France claimed certain rights over the Pe-Tang, by virtue of which the intervention and assent of the
French Government were necessary for the retrocession of the establishment, and that he now wished to request
the President kindly to ratify the Favier-Detring agreement. Three months later, November 18, Li wrote to M.
Constans, the French minister, who had arrived in China meanwhile, declaring that the transfer of the Pe-Tang
was simply demanded as an act of kindness from a friendly Government; that as to the opening of direct relations
with the Pope, China never attached much importance to the coming of a Papal delegate, and that “questions
concerning missions will naturally continue to be treated, as previously, by France.”
From this time on, the negotiations for the appropriation of the Pe-Tang followed a normal course. Li sent a
formal request to M. Constans, November 22, to which the latter acceded on November 25. An imperial edict of
December 3, 1885, ratifying the arrangement, expressed the Throne’s appreciation of the successful termination of
the affair by conferring an official title on Bishop Tagliabue, M. Favier, and Commissioner Detring, and by
decorating George Dunn and Consul Ristelhueber. Favier and Dunn were each presented with a gift of 2,000 taels,
besides. The Yamen sent to M. Constans, December IS, 1886, for transmission to Bishop Tagliabue, a little deed
to the new site in Sichikow made out in the bishop’s name. An agreement signed December 16, by the French
minister and the bishop, declares that it remains understood between the parties that “the rights which the French
Government possesses over the existing Pe-Tang are reserved and will be carried over the site in Lichihow and
over the buildings which may be erected thereon.
The final instruments for the transfer of the Pe-Tang was signed December 14, 1887, by the representative of
the Yamen on one part, and by those of the French legation and the Catholic mission on the other.
*
It is clear that the Chinese Government did not consider the protection of Catholic missions by France as a
right recognized by any treaty which it had concluded with her. Cordier, on the other hand, has observed,
agreeably with the attitude and policy of the French Government, that Article xxii of the treaty of Whampoa,
August 25, 1845, the first international compact between China and France, was of “ une importance
exceptionelle,” because it was “une nouvelle confirmation du protectorat exercé sur les missions par la France.”
This inference, however, could not be sustained without straining the letter of the provision, inasmuch as the latter
spoke of only “les Français” as being entitled to establish churches, hospitals, asylums, schools and cemeteries,
and in the final clause the punishment of the guilty was stipulated only in case “des églises ou des cimetières
Français,’ not churches or cemeteries of any nationality, were destroyed.
The thirteenth article of the treaty of June 27, 1858, providing for the toleration of the preaching and
embracing of “the Christian religion,” as admitted by Cordier, “ne stipule pas toutefois notre protectorat sur les
missions.” As to the sixth article of the Peking treaty of 1860, the same writer maintains, however, that the clause
providing for the restoration of the confiscated property of Catholic missions “par l’entremise du ministre de
France” “marque bien la reconnaissance d’un droit.”
This is, however, merely one interpretation of the effect of the clause. On the other hand, a different
construction may be fairly upheld. The confiscations referred to had taken place at a period long before China’s
treaty relations commenced with France or any other Western nation except Russia. The restoration stipulated for
was expressly declared to be based, not on any treaty, not even on that of 1844, but on a domestic law, the edict of
February 20, 1846. Under these circumstances the restoration of the confiscated property might appropriately be
considered as an act of grace on the part of China, and the interposition of the French legation was accepted
merely as the safest and most convenient way of reaching the owners of the property.
In short, the inference from the clause under consideration of implied assent on the part of China to the French
protectorate over Catholic missions in China seems to be far from established beyond doubt or question.
But whether there was or was not any treaty sanction, express or implied, for the exercise by France of the
right of protection over Catholic missions in the Chinese Empire, it is a fact that the right was repeatedly
exercised and that such exercise does not appear to have been seriously questioned by the Chinese Government.
On the contrary, the latter seems to have tolerated it in practice. In 1865, for instance, the Tsungli Yamen accepted
the representation of M. Berthemy, the French minister, and granted to Catholic missions, as such, the privilege of
acquiring real property in the interior. Again, often during the last half a century the French legation presented
claims to the Chinese Government, on various occasions, in behalf of Catholic missions regardless of their
nationality, and they were paid without raising the question of their protection by France. Passports were also
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issued by the legation to Catholic missionaries of all nationalities residing in China, and they were honored by the
Chinese authorities.
French protection of the Catholic interests in China has now ceased, however. In January of 1906, the French
minister at Peking notified the Waiwu Pu that his Government had informed him of the law which the French
National Assembly had enacted, ordering the severance of official relations between the state and the church, and
had instructed him to declare that after the date of the note the French legation would take care only of cases
affecting French missionaries and that those affecting missionaries of other nations should be referred to their
ministers. Accordingly when a German Catholic missionary, subsequently in the same year, applied to the French
legation for a passport, the applicant was referred to the German minister.
*
In their own practice, the foreign powers make no difference in the treatment of missionaries and those who
pursue a different vocation. “The missionary is simply a citizen (or a subject) and the sacred character of his
object and purpose does not enter into the question of the determination of his rights.”\fn{ Mr. Denby, Minister to
China, to Mr. [Thomas F.] Bayard, Secretary of State, October 9, 1886 in Foreign Relations, 1886, p. 96 }
While refusing to allow any of the treaty rights of their nationals to be diminished in respect of their
missionaries, the treaty Powers generally seem to be equally scrupulous, with one notable exception, in abstaining
from asking on behalf of such missionaries special privileges not enjoyable by others engaged in a different
calling. The United States has been particularly vigilant in preserving the equal treatment of its citizens by China.
In his instructions to Mr. Low, Minister at Peking, October 19, 1871,1 Acting Secretary of State Davis states:
The President will see with deep regret any attempt to place a foreign ecclesiastic, as such, on a different footing
from other foreigners residing in China. It is a fundamental principle in the United States that all persons, of every sect,
faith, or race, are equal before the law. They make no distinction in favor of any ecclesiastical organization. Prelates,
priests, and ministers can claim equal protection here, and enjoy equal rank in the eye of the civil law. The United
States asks no more in China than they confer at home. Should the peace of the Empire be disturbed by efforts from any
quarter to induce or compel the government to confer unusual civil rights on foreign ecclesiasticals, you will make it
plain that the United States have no sympathy with such a movement, and regard it as outside of the treaty rights which
have been conferred upon the Western nations. Should these demands, however, be complied with, this Government
will then consider whether, under the thirtieth article of the treaty of 1858, a similar right will not at once inure to the
benefit of all the public officers, merchants, and (other) citizens of the United States.

The view of the United States in a word, is this: “An American missionary, in the eyes of the law, is a citizen,
no more.”\fn{So a Mr. Young to the China Branch of Evangelical Alliance, March 28, 1885 in Foreign Relations, 1885, p. 167}
In a circular addressed by the British minister, Sir E. Satow, to British consuls in China, August 31, 1903, it is
pointed out
That missionaries are not accredited agents of the British Government, for the enforcement of the treaty,\fn{ Of Tientsin,
1858} and Article viii was not intended to confer upon missionaries any right of intervention on behalf of native
Christians. If a missionary has to complain on behalf of himself that his teaching is interfered with, or that a Chinese
preacher or convert has been interfered with or persecuted, his proper course is to lay the facts before the Consul of the
district in which he resides, who, after due examination, will make such representations to the Chinese authorities as
the case may require.

A similar rule appears to be in force as respects German missionaries. In 1906 when one of them asked the
Magistrate of Nankai Hien by direct correspondence to allot to his church certain property adjoining it, and the
magistrate sent guards to survey the land and was about to grant the application, the German consul at Canton, on
learning of the affair, immediately requested the Viceroy to stay the proceedings of the magistrate on the ground
that any matter between missionaries of his country and the local authorities should be communicated to the
Chinese officials through the consul and not directly by the interested persons.
On the other hand, France seems to have always recognized a special position for her missionaries in China.
They are, for instance, allowed to correspond directly with the local authorities on missionary matters and settle
their own claims in less grave cases.
The policy of the Chinese Government has been to treat foreign missionaries in the same manner as other
citizens or subjects of the treaty-Powers. It recognizes no official character in them as missionaries, and enjoins
on the local authorities not to accept intercourse with them on such footing. Pretensions were not infrequently
advanced, and presumptuous acts done, by Roman Catholic missionaries,. but they were usually discountenanced
by the Chinese authorities. Thus the circular note of 1871 on the missionary question stated among other
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instances, that in 1867 a French bishop in Zechuen addressed the authorities of that province by despatches which
he stamped with an official seal cast for that purpose, that another bishop in Kweichow presumed to send an
official communication in terms of equality to the foreign office by the government post, and that another Romist
missionary in Shantung had the boldness to style himself a suin-fu or governor; it characterized such acts as
“unjustifiable and impertinent proceedings,” and, as a means to deter their repetition, proposed in the seventh rule
the following:
The missionaries ought to observe Chinese customs, and to deviate from them in no respect; for instance, they ought
not to make use of seals, the use of which is reserved for functionaries alone. It is not allowed them to send despatches
to a Yamen, whatever may be their importance. If, however, for an urgent matter it should be absolutely necessary to
write, they may do it; but taking good care not to speak of matters beyond the subject, and use, like people belonging to
the class of literates, the ning-tieh.\fn{Petition} When the missionaries visit a great mandarin, they must observe the
same ceremonies as those exacted from the literates; if they visit a mandarin of inferior rank, they must also conform to
the customary ceremonies. They must not unceremoniously go into the Yamens and bring disorder and confusion into
the affair.

The foreign governments addressed admitted the principles thus expressed, and declined to accept the rule
itself only on the ground that sufficient remedies were already provided in the then existing treaties and
regulations. In 1875 when a French priest addressed a “communication” on a certain subject to the magistrate of
Icheng Hien in Kiangsu, it was reported to the Viceroy, who issued an order in which he made a statement to the
following effect: Priests are not officials. Whenever they have matters to complain of the local officials they
should use the form of a petition or that of a letter. If the missionary’s complaint is in the form of a
“communication you shall notify the said missionary that hereafter he may not employ that form of
correspondence again in order that the treaties may be conformed to.”
Again, in the circular note, addressed by the Yamen to the foreign Powers in 1878 one of the things which, it
was stated, “China cannot tolerate or submit to” was that “among the missionaries are some who exalting the
importance of their office, arrogate to themselves an official status, and interfere so far as to transact business that
ought properly to be dealt with by the Chinese local authorities.”
An exception\fn{Honors and courtesies have only occasionally been extended to missionaries; these acts are simply a matter of
grace, and are not done frequently enough to make them exceptions. In 1887, Bishop Tagliabue and M. Favier, both of the Cathedral of PeTang in Peking, were granted by the Emperor the red button and the char blue button respectively. Again, in 1901, the Bureau of Foreign
Affairs in Shansi was instructed by the Chinese Plenipotentiaries to have the provincial authorities and gentry welcome certain Protestant
missionaries, who were about to go there to negotiate a settlement of the missionary cases in Shansi, and also to provide for them a
residence and banquets, “in order to cause cordial feeling toward them.” } to the policy maintained by the Chinese Government

of equal treatment of missionaries and other citizens or subjects of the treaty Powers was the arrangement made
by the Tsungli Yamen with Fan Kuo-hang, the Roman Catholic bishop stationed in Peking, and sanctioned by an
Imperial decree of March 1 S, 1899. By the terms of this arrangement Roman Catholic bishops were to rank with
Governors-General and Governors, provicars and head priests with treasurers, judges, and taotais, and other
priests with Prefects and Magistrates; Chinese officials were to return calls in accordance with the rank of the
priest; bishops were required to furnish the provincial authorities with a list giving the names of “the priests
deputed to transact international business with the Chinese officials”; the local officials, when applied to in regard
to missionary cases “must at once discuss and arrange the affair in an equitable and friendly manner; and so
forth.”
The arrangement, however, worked unsatisfactorily, the privileges it accorded the Catholic missionaries being
frequently abused,\fn{As an instance of the abuses, the case in Fukien, reported in a despatch which the Waiwu Pu received from the
Viceroy of Min-Cho Provinces, May 4, 1906, may be noted. “In the city of Whein-gnan,” stated the Viceroy, “there has always been a
Catholic church house inhabited by the French priest Shih Sing-hi, who ordinarily goes about in a small sedan-chair accompanied by a
single attendant on horseback. The people look upon his traveling in that manner as an ordinary event. Suddenly, on March 11, 1906, there
came from Amoy a Frenchman by the name of Ku, who pretends to have been appointed by his Government as Superintendent of the
Roman Catholic missionaries in Fukien, Formosa, Tonking, and other places. He rode in a big sedan-chair carried by eight men, and his
two companions, Priests Ngan and Shih, each rode in a chair carried by four men. These chairs were followed by more than ten small chairs
and horses. In front of them there were marshalls, gong-carriers, and a company of 200 guards armed with rifles. When the procession was
entering the city gates the gong carriers beat their gongs and the guards ordered a blank discharge to inspire awe, and the neighboring
churches fired salutes from their guns and rifles. At this point the minds of men were alarmed. It was only after the magistrate detailed
soldiers to the scene that the people began to disperse. The next day these foreigners left the city in the same style. When they arrived at
Shentiennu the country inhabitants were panic-stricken and fled, almost causing serious troubles.” It may be added that the Waiwu Pu
promptly called the attention of the French minister at Peking to the case, and requested him “to consider the question and to instruct the
French consul at Amoy to investigate into the case and strictly to forbid its recurrence, in order that the treaties may be observed and peace
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be maintained between the Christians and non-Christians.” }

and on March 12, 1908, the Throne, on memorial of the Waiwu
Pu, repealed the law of 1899, which sanctioned the arrangement by declaring it to be “no longer desirable or
necessary,” and ordered the provincial officials to accord Roman Catholic missionaries, in their intercourse with
them, such rights and privileges as should be in conformity with treaty provisions.
*
In one important respect missionaries in China are placed on a different footing from other classes of
foreigners. Apart from the privilege of sojourning and leasing property for temporary use anywhere in China—a
privilege which is an incident of the treaty right to travel in the Empire on passports, and which is, therefore,
equally enjoyable to all classes of foreigners—Christian evangelists, as members of organized missions, are
granted the treaty right to rent and to lease in perpetuity, as the property of such missions, buildings, or lands in all
parts of the Empire, for missionary purposes, and, by implication, the additional right of permanent residence in
the interior, while as individuals, they are accorded, by the authorities of certain localities, similar liberties in
respect to property and residence; whereas foreigners pursuing other vocations in China are allowed to enjoy
neither. To appreciate the extent of the right and the character of the liberty, it is only necessary to study the origin
and history of the differential treatment on this point maintained in China in favor of the missionanes.
The last clause of the sixth article of the Chinese text of the convention concluded between China and France,
October 25, 1860, reads:
It is, in addition, permitted to French missionaries to rent and purchase land in all the Provinces, and to erect
buildings thereon at pleasure.

It appears that for nearly a decade after the convention was concluded the clause was understood and viewed in
the same light as the remaining provisions of the compact—without betraying the least suspicion as to its
authenticity or conclusiveness. Early in 1869, however, it was discovered that the clause was one “added to the
Chinese version of the Convention which has no counterpart in the French text; and as Article iii of the French
treaty of 1858 stipulates that the French text shall in all cases govern—whatever is not found in the French text
cannot be held binding on either contracting party.\fn{ So Sir Rutherford Alcock [British Ambassador to Peking] to the Earl of
Clarendon, March 12, 1869, Parliamentary Papers, China, no. 9 (1870), 2. It is to be noted that Sir Rutherford does not appear to have
been aware of the discrepancy as late as September 11, 1868, for under that date he wrote to Lord Hawley, stating that “it does not seem
that any new clause of a Treaty is required to give to British missionaries the right they seek of purchasing land, and residing in all parts of
the country. Article vi of the French Treaty is perfectly clear on that point, and what is acquired as a right for French missionaries, is
equally acquired, by the favored nation clause, for the British, as I have recently had occasion to remind the Foreign Board.” Parlimentary
Papers, China, no. 2 (1869), 26.}

Indeed, the discrepancy appears to be a pure interpolation in the Chinese text, there being “no similar words,
no language, which by any construction, can seem to have been made the basis of the actual translation from
French to Chinese.”\fn{Mr. Denby to Mr. Bayard, October 9, 1886, ForeignRelations, 1886, p. 96}
What the understanding of the French Government was, after the signing of the convention of 1860, as to the
rights represented in the interpolated clause, it is not known; but in view of the fact that the sixth article of the
French text of the convention clearly stipulated for the complete restoration to their original owners of the
confiscated Catholic establishments in the provinces, it is not unlikely that it understood the article, by
implication, to permit Catholic priests, as members of missionary bodies, to resume the privilege, which they had
enjoyed before the policy of persecution was enforced, of residing and purchasing property, in the interior of the
Empire, for missionary purposes. At any rate, it appears from the terms of the arrangement reached, February 20,
1865, between the Tsungli Yamen and M. Berthemy, the French Minister, that the privilege of holding property in
the inland was then assumed by the contracting parties to have been in existence in favor of Catholic missions.
The arrangement provided that where property was to be sold to Catholic missionaries the title deed was to state
the name of the seller or person executing the transfer, and was to set forth that the property was to be held in
common by the members of the local Catholic church; special mention was not to be made of any missionary or
convert, so as to leave no doubt that the ground still remained Chinese soil. In its instructions to the Provinces, in
1865, with reference to the arrangement, the Yamen explained the reason for these restrictions and pointed out the
limitations of the arrangement by stating:
The practice of building churches in the interior dates back from a very early period. Missionaries, however, are,
after all, subjects of foreign nations; therefore, if they desire to purchase land for the purpose of building mission
chapels thereon, the title-deed should only state that the land is sold to become the public property of the local Catholic
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church. If foreigners, in violation of treaty, attempt to purchase property in the interior for private ownership, this shall
continue to be prohibited as heretofore.

In the same year the Superintendent of the Trade of Northern Ports, in ordering the local authorities within his
jurisdiction to observe the terms of the arrangement, put forward his construction of it to the effect that no
Chinese subject was permitted to lease or otherwise transfer his property to be used for missionary purposes
without first obtaining an authorization from the local magistrates, “who in fact have generally refused to give it.”
The French legation considered this construction as an interpolation and repeatedly protested against its
enforcement by the local authorities, especially by its notes of February 5, 1882, and August 31, 1888. Finally, on
December 3, 1894, the Tsungli Yamen, in compliance with a renewed request of Mr. Gerard, the French minister,
issued new instructions to the Viceroys and Governors of the Provinces to the effect that the prospective seller of
property to French Catholic missions in the interior should no longer be required to inform the local authorities of
his intention to sell or to ask beforehand their authorization of the sale.
Thus it is clear that so far as the Roman Catholic missionaries are concerned, they have, since a century ago,
always been allowed to acquire, in conformity with the specified conditions, land situated in the interior,
regardless of the question whether the power they are thus permitted to exercise is in the nature of a right or only
a privilege.
The Protestant missionaries, on the other hand, have had a great deal of difficulty in knowing what rights or
privileges if any, they had and for that matter, they do not absolutely know what they have, with reference to
residence and property holding in the interior of China. Their own view, as expressed by their representative in
1888, when it was feared lest the United States Government might “advocate the side of no right under the treaty,”
is that to do so “would be a severe blow,” and that “better would it be if silence were adopted, in case a decision
cannot be rendered on the other side.”\fn{ So a Mr. Reid to Mr. Bayard, Secretary of State, May 24, 1888, in Foreign Relations,
1888, p. 325}
By conciliatory dispositions and prudent conduct a large number of them have succeeded in establishing a
permanent foothold in inland places, and by purchasing and holding land in the name of their Chinese converts, as
this was the only safe means in the early days, they have acquired a considerable amount of inland property. But
opposition has frequently been encountered in their initial attempt to plant a missionary chapel in an uncultivated
field while popular riots have taken place, time and again, in places where they have already established
themselves, threatening dispossession and expulsion. Under such circumstances it is natural that they have
evinced a desire approaching anxiety, to know what their status in the interior is.
*
The view of the Chinese Government on the question has been an easily intelligible one. It has always
considered the establishment of a permanent residence, and the acquisition of real property in the interior by
French missionaries as members of a local church, to be rights provided for by treaty; and has deemed it only fair
that what has been enjoyed by French missionaries should equally be accorded, with like conditions, to
missionaries of other nationalities.
Thus in 1887 the Emperor in exchange for the grounds of the Catholic cathedral gave to the Catholic mission a
large and valuable tract of land within his capital, close to the Forbidden City, to be used for churches, schools,
convents, hospitals and as the residence of the numerous clergy, and in addition, gave them 400,000 taels for the
purpose of the mission.
Again, in its note of February 19, 1897, in reply to Mr. Denby’s note embodying a draft of five propositions
made by the State Department of Washington as the best means to prevent the recurrence of anti-foreign riots, the
Tsungli Yamen states:
Your Excellency proposes the following measures: First. Recognition by the issuance of a formal declaration in an
imperial decree that American missionaries have the right to reside in the interior of China. It may be observed that this
right is provided for by treaty. Imperial decrees have already been issued commanding that due protection should be
given to the United States citizens residing in China … Second. Your excellency states that the declaration in such
decree should be that American missionaries have the right to buy land in the interior of China; that they shall have all
privileges of the Berthemy Convention, and that deeds taken by them shall be in the name of the missionary society or
church which buys the land, as that society provides. The princes and ministers beg to state that while the treaties
between the United States and China do not provide for this, still the American missionaries should be treated in this
matter the same as the French missionaries.
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The Yamen’s answer to the first proposition “is a valuable admission, as treaties, except the Berthemy
Convention,\fn{A Convention of 1865} are silent on the question of residence in the interior.”\fn{ So Mr. Denby to Mr.
Olney, February 25, 1897, p. 60. Indeed, the Chinese Government does not seem to have been aware of the discrepancy between the sixth
article of the Chinese version, and that of the French text, of the Convention of 1860 aforementioned, or to have ever contested the
authoritativeness of the Chinese version}

As regards individual missionaries, the Chinese Government has not opposed or contested their enjoying the
right, accorded missionary societies, of residence and of purchasing lands or houses in inland places; indeed, it
has left the matter entirely to the dispositions of the local populace and the discretion of the local authorities. In no
case where individual missionaries have, by the tolerance of the people and officials as well as by their own tact,
established themselves in an inland district has the Government at Peking raised an objection; and where they
have been denied admission, or dislodged, after having once been admitted, it has usually defended the action of
the authorities rather on grounds of local inconvenience and popular animosity than on that of the non-existence
of the right at the outset.
The general practice of the local authorities indicates that they have regarded the right of missionaries to reside
permanently in the interior, and there to hold lands or houses, to be secured by treaty, and that in following out
their view they, whether for want of a clear perception, or in pursuance of a studied policy, have not as a rule
insisted upon the distinction between missionaries as members of an organized body, and missionaries as
individuals.
It is true that in r868 the Taotai of Cheloo for instance refused to set his seal to a deed of gift, sent to him by
the British consul, purporting to transfer to a British missionary title to a temple situated in Chihia Hien, on the
ground that foreigners had no right to hold property in the interior; and, again, in 1881 the magistrate of Namhoe
objected, correctly or incorrectly, to the purchase by an American missionary of land situated just outside of the
walls of the port of Canton, for two stated reasons: first, that the treaties between the United States and China did
not allow citizens of the United States to buy land beyond the walls of the port of Canton, and, second, that even
if this was not the right view of the treaties, still the missionary in question had no right to buy in his own name
for the mission society.
But such opinions as these are exceptional; by far the more common view entertained by the local authorities
has been in favor of the missionaries. Thus take a few examples.
In r872 two American missionaries, of the Southern Presbyterian Church mission took possession of a piece of
land in Hangchow, 140 miles from Ningpo, then the nearest port, purchased “in the name of a friendly Chinese.”
The property stood on a hill facing the Yamen of the Provincial Treasurer, and buildings were erected on it, which
according to soothsayers, seriously disturbed the Yamen’s free shui or geomancy. He, understanding that the
missionaries had obtained the property in exercise of their treaty-right, desired them merely to exchange the land
on the hill for another piece on the plain. The proposal was accepted through the American consul on condition of
receiving a site of equal size, a sum of $11,000 for the expenses likely to be incurred in making the exchange, a
title-deed made out in the name of the mission and under the seal of the magistrate, and finally a Proclamation to
be issued by the lieutenant governor stating that the exchange was made voluntarily on both sides. These
conditions were accepted by the Chinese, and in his communication conveying to the consul the fact of the
acceptance, the Taotai of Ningpo—after quoting the twelfth article of the American treaty of 1858, which in fact
authorizes residence and acquisition of property only at the open ports, and provides nothing for inland residence
or the holding of inland property—observed that “according to his language, the treaty does not prohibit
foreigners renting lands and building houses,” and referring to the arrangement planned for making the exchange,
added that “this seems to be for mutual harmony, and in accordance with the right principles.”
Again, in 1875 the committee for Foreign Affairs for the province of Fukien issued a special proclamation,
which, after stating the principles of the Christian religion as declared in the treaties, apparently to give a reason
for the “foreigners of every nationality conducting missionary operations in the interior of China,” continues as
follows:
In reference to foreigners obtaining land of the Olinese in the interior, under a perpetual lease, on which to construct
chapels, the lease should be handed over by the foreigner concerned to his consul, and by him transmitted to the local
authority for inspection, and in order to receive the official seal, and then returned to the foreigner. And they are
permitted to rent the premises of the people for use as chapels in all the cities, towns and villages as they may choose.
Let it be understood that their renting buildings for chapels is, in all respects, the same as though the buildings were
rented to merchants for shops, or to families as places of residence: the neighbors on either hand must not invent
falsehoods, or raise objections, but must heed the treaties. This proclamation is issued in order to fully inform you
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officials, seniors, soldiers, and common people that the purchase of premises, opening of chapels, and prosecuting of
missionary work in all places by foreigners, is plainly specified in the treaty. If in any place a fraudulent sale is made,
let full complaint be made to the local officials, and permit no local disturbance to the making of trouble.

Mr. Avery, then minister at Peking, expressed the belief that “could such proclamations be issued in all the
provinces … the number of missionary difficulties would soon be very small.”\fn{ Foreign Relations, 1875, pt. i, p. 402}
Six years later,\fn{1881} in another case, wherein American missionaries under the Presbyterian Board of
Mission went to Tsinau Fu on traveling passports, there purchased, as usual, in the name of a Chinese Christian, a
house situated by the side of the local college of literates, took possession of the property for six weeks and were
then dispossessed by the literates for want of authentic deeds, the local officials willingly offered, at the
suggestion of the missionaries, two locations from which the latter might select one in exchange for their original
house, without raising the question as to their right of holding any property in the city.
In the same year the Southern Methodist Mission of the United States had already acquired property worth
some $15,000 in Soochow; and upon its purchasing a new site in Yuenho Hien, and at the request of the
missionaries, the magistrate thereof issued a special proclamation on December 31, 1881, instructing the
constables and the people of that place “to bear in mind that the renting or purchasing of land by foreign
missionaries for the building of houses in which to preach the doctrines of Christianity, is in accordance with
treaty stipulations,” and warning unprincipled persons not to “take advantage of any cause to create disturbance in
that vicinity” under pain of arrest and punishment. The American chargé d’affaires referring to this proclamation,
said:
This document is interesting and valuable, since it not only shows a favorable disposition on the part of the Chinese
authorities towards our people, but admits a right which has not been claimed by us under the treaties, i. e., the right of
missionaries to purchase and hold for the use of their work real estate at interior points in China. When Chinese local
authorities generally shall accept the liberal position taken by the district negotiate at Soochow, we shall be relieved of
many delicate and complicated questions which now vex the diplomatic relations of China and the United States.

On the part of the British Government much caution has been exhibited in dealing with the question of
permanent residence and acquisition of property by British missionaries in the interior of China. To the argument
advanced by the British missionary body in 1861, in support of the action of two of its members in purchasing a
property in Poklo, an inland district in Kwangtung in the face of opposition from the local gentry, that the right to
make such a purchase was conceded by the twelfth article of the British treaty of 1858, which provided that
“British subjects, whether at the ports or at other places” might buy land and build or open houses, warehouses,
churches, etc., the representatives of the British Government in China replied by stating that the interpretation
placed by them on the words “at other places” was not admitted; and when they took retreat under the favored
nation clause and claimed the privileges believed to have been secured to the French missionaries by the sixth
article of the French convention of 1860, they were given to understand that Her Majesty’s Government was
reluctant to insist upon the claim.
In 1868 their position in the interior remained unimproved. When, in that year, a British evangelist received, as
a present from a Chinese family, to be used for missionary purposes, a temple situated in Chihia Hien Shantung,
and sent the deed of gift to his consul to be stamped by the local authorities, the consul notified him, subsequently,
that the Taotai of Chefoo refused to affix his seal to the deed and that he would not prosecute the claim any
further. The Committee of the Baptist Missionary Society thereupon communicated the facts of the case to the
British foreign office and inquired whether British subjects have a right by treaty to hire, purchase, or receive as a
gift, land or buildings in China, if natives were disposed to let, sell, or give. The question was referred to Sir
Rutherford Alcock, the British minister at Peking, and on May 19, 1869, upon his advice, the Earl of Clarendon
gave him the following instructions.
I have to acquaint you that her Majesty’s Government agree with you that it is not incumbent on them to insist in
favour of British missionaries on the privileges conceded to Roman Catholic missionaries, and brave the
consequences of doing so. But still less would they feel disposed to do so, when, as appears to be the case, the
privileges claimed for the Roman Catholic missionaries rest on no sound foundation, but on an interpolation of words
in the Chinese version alone of the French Treaty with China. You will, therefore, not allow British missionaries to
suppose that, in virtue of that interpolation, Her Majesty’s Government can support their pretensions to any other
privilege of residence and locomotion in China than British subjects in general may enjoy, and should it be necessary,
you will warn them that if they seek to assert greater privileges they will do so at their own risk and responsibility, and
must not expect any action or forcible interference on the part of Her Majesty’s Government for their relief.
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Early in April, 1870, the National Bible Society of Scotland renewed, in a memorial to the Earl, the claims
previously advanced by other missionaries bodies, but received no better than the following:
Her Majesty’s Government is not prepared to insist on any such extended construction of the term “place” in
the xii Article, as is suggested by the Memorialists. If the Article was subject to be construed in that sense, the
limitation of trade to certain specified ports would have been superfluous. Her Majesty’s Government, whatever
may be the claim asserted by the French Government in behalf of French missionaries, are not prepared to claim
for British missionaries any other privileges than those that may be enjoyed by other British subjects.
In his circular of September 20, 1870, Mr. Wade, British minister at Peking, instructs the British consuls in
China that the reply decides two points:
1st. That, under Treaty, the British missionary body had no right of residence in China distinct from the right of any
other British subject. 2nd. That, the right of British subjects to residence can be exercised only at the Treaty ports, or in
their immediate vicinity.

(The term “immediate vicinity” has been, in one notable instance, extended, “at the Port of Kiukiang a manner
to which it would perhaps be hard to find a parallel elsewhere in China.” This is the case of the Kuling estate and
the surrounding properties leased by the Chinese officials to individual foreigners, British, American, and
Russian, for building sanatoriums and summer houses. The properties aggregate something like a square mile, and
are located at distances ranging from about 6 to about 16 miles from Kiukiang, the port.)
Mr. Wade further states that as the consul “is responsible for the control, and more or less for the protection of
his port community,” the safest rule for him will be that “he is not at liberty to sanction permanent residence at
points so distant, or so isolated, as to make it impossible to satisfy these obligations”; although he adds that in his
opinion it would be “inexpedient that any position now occupied by a British mission inland should be …
precipitately abandoned.”
Finally, Sir C. MacDonald, in his Despatch of March 17, 1898, to the Marquis of Salisbury, positively declares
that in view of the Berthemy convention of 1865, as modified in 1895, and the imperial decree of August, 1895,
ordering the protection of all missionary establishments in China, he is of the opinion that “missionaries have the
right to acquire property for the purposes of their mission in all parts of the Chinese Empire.”
*
The Government of the United States appears to have been more desirous, or less disinclined, than the British
Government to support the establishment of permanent residence and the acquisition of property by its
missionaries in the interior of China. The views which have been iterated and reiterated, by the successive heads
of the American legation at Peking and the State Department at Washington, both in connection with actual cases
and in the abstract discussion of the general question, are substantially the same.
On one hand, it has never been denied by them that the treaties which China has concluded with the United
States, or with any other foreign nation confer no legal right upon American missionaries to reside permanently in
the interior, and there to acquire and hold real property; on the other, it has been claimed by them, with equal
persistence, that a permissive or prescriptive or quasi-legal right, as it is variously described, has accrued to
American missionaries in certain localities in China where the authorities have, by express permission or tacit
acquiescence, allowed citizens or subjects of other foreign Powers to be permanently located. In such places
equality of treatment will always be insisted upon by the United States in behalf of its own citizens.
In other localities, where no tolerance has been accorded any foreigner to settle, as a permanent resident, the
United States leaves it to the zeal, enterprise, and ability of the missionaries themselves to blaze a fresh field for
their pious cultivation. If they meet with popular opposition, and fail in their attempt to plant their outposts in new
territory, the United States Government regards it as a misfortune, but it does not hold itself bound, as in fact it is
not entitled under the treaties, to claim for its own missionaries a privilege which has not been enjoyed by those of
other foreign states. Should they succeed in establishing a permanent foothold in a new locality with the
knowledge, but without the opposition, of the people and the authorities, it countenances the success with favor,
beholds it with satisfaction, and, on account of their self-denial and philanthropic motives, is disposed to
congratulate, rather than to censure, them.
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It besides, considers it proper and advisable for its diplomatic and consular representatives to assist the
missionaries in any reasonable effort to secure grounds for the prosecution of their business, although it maintains
at the same time that they have no right to insist upon acquiring property in such new localities.
In other words the effort on the part of the missionaries to establish a permanent residence in inland districts
where no tolerance has previously been extended to foreigners other than as temporary sojourners on travel, as
well as the primary securing of land or house property therein to enable them to carry on their proselytizing
labors, must be their own individual acts. But wherever the American missionaries may be, in the interior as well
as in the open ports, and in whatever character they may be there, whether as permanent residents or as passing
travelers, the Government of the United States holds that they with everything appertaining to them are entitled to
the protection of the local authorities, that if they transgress the law or usage of the place, they must be proceeded
against according to treaty provisions, and that under no circumstances will it allow its citizens to be subjected to
expulsion or ejectment by mob violence or without due process of law.
In a word, the United States Government, recognizing it to be “the inherent and inalienable right of man to
change his home,” is not disposed to discourage, still less to prevent, its citizens in China from settling in the
interior of China, but will, on the other hand, remonstrate against the discontinuance of the right of residence and
of holding property in inland districts when it has once been enjoyed by its own citizens or those of other foreign
powers through the sufferance of the authorities; leaving it to the Chinese Government and its agents to enforce, if
they can, the restrictions provided in the treaties on the right of foreigners to reside and acquire property in China
within the limits of the open ports—a restriction which is a usual, fair, and generally necessary condition of
enjoying the privileges of extraterritoriality.
It is to be noted, however, that so far as the missionaries who desire to acquire and hold property in the interior
in the name of some organized missions, to which they belong, are concerned, the question has been settled by the
fourteenth article of the American treaty of Shanghai, October 8, 1903, which provides:
Missionary Societies of the United States shall be permitted to rent and to lease in perpetuity, as the property of such
Societies, buildings or lands in all parts of the Empire for missionary purposes, and, after the title-deeds have been
found in order and duly stamped by the local authorities, to erect such suitable buildings as may be required for
carrying on their good work.

As regards American misionaries in China belonging to no particular church or missionary society, they now
stand where they have always stood. In his instructions to Minister Rockhill, March 22, 1906, as to their right to
acquire property in the interior of China, Secretary of State Root states that an examination by the department of
the various treaties with China “clearly shows such a right to be legally non-existent”. They may claim in certain
localities “an equitable or quasi-legal right based upon custom”; and the circumstances under which, and the
extent to which the department will support them in the obtainment of such a right are thus described:
In meritorious cases, in which the circumstances were such as to give rise to no objection on other grounds than the
unwillingness of China to consent to sales of land to Americans in the interior, this department would find great force in
the argument that inasmuch as China, through her officials, has in numerous instances permitted the subjects of other
nationalities to purchase land in certain localities in the interior, this Government may, with good reason, consider such
purchases as precedents establishing the right of Americans, whether members or non-members of a missionary body,
to make similar purchases.

It is to be pointed out that Mr. Low’s views on the measure of protection to be extended to American property
in the interior stand unsupported by the views of the Separtment of State and of other American representatives at
Peking. His views are thus:
If property be purchased and buildings erected thereon, and they should be damaged or destroyed by mob or other
violence of the Chinese, the claim for damages would be an equitable rather than a legal one; and if the local, or the
imperial, authorities should refuse to respond, upon the ground that the property was purchased in violation of treatyrights, it is extremely doubtful if our Government would sanction any proceedings which might be instituted by its
diplomatic or consular officers to collect it.

It was added, also, that property rented for permanent residence inland “would be subject to the same rules and
liable to the same disabilities as purchased property.”
In purchasing or leasing land or houses in the interior the principles and rules which are provided by the
treaties for similar acts in the open ports do not apply. In 1893 when the officials at Nanking promulgated a new
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rule requiring foreigners desirous of acquiring property, first to agree with the elders and gentry of the place, and
then report to the authorities for an official survey of the ground, the Department of State instructed Mr. Denby
that “the adoption of such a measure at a treaty port would undoubtedly be a contravention of the treaty, being an
interference by the local authorities, in advance, to prescribe initial negotiations otherwise than directly between
the lessor and the lessee, but that he “cannot be expected to intervene in such action outside of the treaty ports,”
intimating, at the same time, a desire to know on what ground his notification was made to the Taotai of Nanking,
through the acting consul, that the proposed rule would not be acquiesced in or acted upon by the legation.
In 1911, with a view to the avoidance of complications usually attendant upon foreigners acquiring property in
the interior, the Waiwu Pu, after consultation with the foreign representatives at Peking, drew up six rules
governing the matter, and sent instructions to the Provinces to enforce their observance. These rules are: (1) that
property-owners shall be free to sell their property and the missions desiring to buy shall not coerce them to sell;
(2) that the missions, shall, before purchasing any property, consult the local officials and request them to make an
official survey of the ground and ascertain the records: (3) that after the purchase is made, they shall apply to the
authorities for a tax-deed; (4) that the property purchased shall always remain the property of the mission, and a
tablet shall be erected to record its ownership; (5) that if the mission, after purchasing a property should sell it to
Chinese, they are prohibited clandestinely to sell it to foreigners; (6) that the local authorities shall forbid the
purchase of property in all cases where the property is purchased in the name of a mission, but not to be used for
the purposes of the mission, or where it is to be used for foreign merchants for trading purposes.
*
The question of the right of the missionary to engage in secular work in the interior, though an important one,
has not been seriously raised. The treaties are silent on the subject; they contain no provision which might be cited
in support of a claim to such a right.
In practice, however, all kinds of work are tolerated in the interior. The missionaries maintain printing
establishments, bookbinderies, industrial schools, dispensaries, boarding houses for strangers; they are doctors,
colporteurs,\fn{Peddlers of religious tracts or books} newspaper correspondents; they do washing and sewing; they
manufacture and sell all kinds of furniture.
It is, of course, understood that the profits of these various enterprises go to the general fund of the mission,
and are used to promote religious purposes. In 1896 an American missionary at Tak Cheo, Kansuh, inquired of
Mr. Denby if he could lawfully engage in “agriculture, stock raising, or trading,” as a means of support while
laboring as a missionary among the Thibetan border tribes.” The minister replied that he was unable to draw a line
between pursuits, such as those mentioned above, already permitted by the Chinese authorities and those proposed
by the inquirer. In apprising the State Department of his reply Mr. Denby observed that the question was one of
first impression, and that in his view “if the particular enterprise engaged in any locality is not prohibited by the
officials and is allowed to be prosecuted without objection, it would finally be sanctioned by usage, and might be
entitled to protection of the treaty powers.”
The Department considered his views to be “discreet”. It also expressed the opinion that while some of the
secular operations tolerated by the local authorities, such as the manufacture of furniture, laundry, and sewing,
were “not, obviously, part of the privilege of residence,” still if they were for any reason opposed, the argument
“might be validly advanced, the case arising, that the residential privilege embraces all normal uses to which the
ground and the belongings can be applied”; adding that “if attempt be made at any time to restrict the existing
usage, the proposition herein outlined would afford ground upon which to base remonstrance and conduct suitable
argument.”
1889

146.23 1. The Foxfairy’s Child 2. How The Finance Minister Paid His Debts 3. The Widow Wife Fanned her
Husband’s Tomb: Three Folktales\fn{by T’am Ping-shen (1889- )} Chengtu, Szechuan Province, China (M) 7
1
In a country village near K’aifeng there lived a man named Teng Teh-Ch’eng who went on a journey to Kuan
Chow, but on the way, he used up all of his money and found himself practically penniless. So he went to a
dilapidated temple to help the men there patch up the temple records and registers; and in this way, for the time
being, he eked out a living.
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Then came the last day of the year when, according to the lunar calendar, his work-mates spent their money on
going home for Chinese New Year festivities. But Teng Teh-Ch’eng had nowhere to go; so he stayed behind in the
temple, alone.
The next day, just at daybreak, a very beautiful young woman came and knocked at the temple door. On
entering she went and stood reverently before the image of the Buddha, then lit her sticks of incense and offered
worship there. This done, she went away. For several days in succession after that, she came every morning, very
early, and worshipped the Buddha in the same way. Then, one day, this man Teng got up betimes and lit a lamp so
that he could find out what all this meant. He didn’t have to wait long before the young woman came as usual,
very, very early. When Teng saw her, he stepped forward and asked,
“Why do you come here so early in the morning?” Now, what do you think the young woman said to him in
reply? She said,
“In the daytime there are too many people about; so I find it’s much better to come here early in the day. If I
came too early I would be afraid of disturbing your sleep, so I have waited until I have seen you had lit your lamp.
Then I knew you were up and about when I came betimes to perform my acts of worship before the Buddha.”
Teng first cleared his throat and then said,
“There’s nobody here in the temple. How about staying in the guest room here?” The young woman treated
what he said as a joke and answered in the same spirit,
“If there’s nobody in the temple, is there a ghost here? Are you the ghost?”
From her words, Teng gathered that she was leading him on; so he waited until she had performed her acts of
worship and then went and stood at her shoulder so that he could take the next step and engage her in more
intimate conversation. How do you think the young woman reacted to this? Well, she said to him,
“This is a sacred place. You mustn’t show disrespect for the Buddha by that kind of behavior. This is not the
right place for a cozy chat.”
So Teng then asked her outright, asked her three times over, to stay with him and become his concubine. What
do you think the young woman said in reply to that offer? This is what she said,
“There’s a little village not far from here, about three miles away, where there are several young boys. The
folks there are wanting to find a scholarly teacher for those boys. If you’d like to apply for the job, you should go
there at once and ask for a certain Mr. Li Ch’ien-chuan. Then, because I have truly fallen in love with you, ask
him to let you rent a room in his place. When you’ve done that, it will be convenient for me to come and look
after you there. Do as I say, and then we will have a long-term plan for living together.” She then went on to tell
him something about herself.
“My surname is Huang,” she said, “my given name is Ts’ong-jen. Both my parents died when I was very
young—and I had no brothers or sisters, no uncles on my father’s side or any other relatives, not a single near
relative—so I went to live with a maternal aunt, the wife of my mother’s brother, whose family name is Hu. Now
Mrs. Hu thought that, because I was not a blood relation (for a mother’s brother’s wife is not a real relative), she
had no responsibility towards me. So she scolded me, no matter what I did, and still does.”
Teng did what Huang Ts’ong-jen had told him to do and set off for the village to find the Mr. Li Ch’ien-chuan
she had told him of and to ask him to sign him on as a teacher for the boys.
Now before he left the temple Teng Teh-Ch'eng had arranged with Miss Huang that he would meet her again at
a certain time and at a certain place upon the road which she told him of, and that he would pick her up there and
take her on from there to live with him at Li Ch’ien-chuan’s house. So when he got back from making his
arrangements, he said goodbye to his temple friends, hired a horse, and set off on his journey to pick up Miss
Huang. While he was doing this, Miss Huang waited for him at the appointed place. Then, when Teng came to
where she was waiting for him by the roadside, he dismounted and placed her on his horse while he walked
slowly at her side until they reached Mr. Li’s house. There they settled down as man and wife in the room the
owner had got ready for them to live in. The two loved each other dearly, and so were very happy in their life
together.
A year and more passed by; and then Miss Huang bore him a son. Teng was delighted over this and called his
son Kuan-sen—a name which means “born in Kuan Chow.” One day, not long after this, Miss Huang said to him,
“Husband mine, I know you have a number one wife. I’m not satisfied with being number two wife. I’m not
happy about being a concubine either, so I want to leave you. I’ve made up my mind that we ought to go our
separate ways. I know I have borne you a child. In spite of that, I do not think anything can be done to alter my
decision or to help matters.”
What could Teng say to this? He pondered for a moment before he spoke and then said,
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“There’s not much to be gained in the teaching profession, so I’ve already arranged with Mr. Li’s son to go into
partnership with him in business. Suppose you wait until this plan works out, and then I’ll take some leave in
order to escort you to my home. My old wife there has no children to trouble you. If you agree not to leave me, I
guarantee that she will be kind to you and that she will treat you as if you were her very own sister.”
Miss Huang didn't utter a single word to show what she thought, but that night, she wrapped up all her
personal belongings into a bundle, picked up the bundle and then took up the child into her arms.
“What are you doing that for?” asked Teng.
“I’m going away,” Miss Huang replied.
And with these words she walked towards the door. Teng stood up to run after her to ask her again why she
was going. The door was shut. Then, suddenly, Miss Huang and her baby were nowhere to be seen! Miss Huang
was really a fox fairy!
Teng stood there in amazement while it slowly dawned on him for the first time that Miss Huang was in fact a
fox. He was unable to utter anything coherent. He could only cry out to Miss Huang, calling to her to bring back
his son and asking her where she had gone to. Had she gone back to her mother’s family home?
To go back a little, when Teng Teh-Ch’eng left his home he had told his wife that he would be away about a
year altogether. As far as he could now reckon he had actually been away for several years. Now you must
remember that in those days there were no postal communications, no trains, no steamboats, and so in the absence
of our modern means of quick communication it was difficult to send or receive news, and remote places were
difficult to reach. Thus it came about that Teng’s wife, who was getting on in years, thought that her husband was
dead. But under these circumstances she didn’t think of marrying again; she thought of herself as a widow. And
she was often lonely and unhappy because she had neither son nor daughter.
Then one afternoon, just before darkness fell, a beautiful young woman, carrying in her arms a sturdy, adorable
baby—a little boy—came to her door and asked whether she could rest in her house while she fed her baby. Mrs.
Teng consented and the young woman fed her child. But, because of this delay, the young woman was unable to
complete the stage of her journey and get as far as an inn where she could put up for the night. Seeing that the
young mother appeared to be a virtuous young woman, Mrs. Teng invited her to stay the night.
Now Mrs. Teng was very tender-hearted towards such a beautiful young woman so she willingly offered to put
her up; she even arranged to share her own bed with the young guest. Then, while the young woman went outside
to look around, Mrs. Teng noticed that the little boy was very fair-skinned and altogether a most lovable little
fellow. She noticed too that he was bundled up in a rather strange manner, in a way that made it impossible for
him to stretch his arms outside the wrappings. Then she said to herself,
“Alas! I am a widow; and I don't have an adorable little son like this!” The young woman, who had just come
in, said to her,
“If you’d really like to have this baby, I’ll willingly give him to you. What do you say?” Mrs. Teng replied,
“I think, my young friend, you wouldn’t be able to go against your natural affections. Besides, even if I took
you at your word, I’ve no mother’s milk with which to suckle the child. I’d have no way of feeding a tiny baby.”
To this the young woman replied,
“That doesn’t matter. When the baby was born, I didn’t have any natural milk for him, so I took a course of
special medicine. And halfway through the course, my milk came. I have half of the supply of medicine with me.
I’ll let you have it.”
With these words, she placed the medicine on the table. Mrs. Teng put it away, thinking the woman was joking.
They went to bed that night.
Next morning, when Mrs. Teng awoke she called to the young woman that it was time to get up. Then she saw
that, although the baby was still there, the mother had gone! What was the explanation? The sun already stood
high in the heaven. It was indeed time to be up and about. Mrs. Teng had to feed the baby, so she had no
alternative but to take the medicine the young woman had left with her. In next to no time, her breasts filled with
milk and she was able to feed the infant.
During the year or more that followed, the child, little by little, learned to talk, and showed every sign of being
an unusually intelligent child. Also, Mrs. Teng had grown to be devotedly fond of him.
Then one day, the young woman came back again. Mrs. Teng was afraid she had come to claim her child, so
she got in first with her question.
“Why did you go away without telling me—leaving your child behind into the bargain, as if you wanted to
harm me?” Then she went on to tell the young woman how she had managed to produce milk to suckle the child,
and how the child had grown sturdy and strong, and so on. But the young woman just smiled and said,
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“I was in a difficult situation. What better thing could I have done than to have left my child with you to
become your son?”
Then the young woman went to pick up the child, but it cried and ran to hide itself in its foster mother’s arms.
So the young woman said,
“Although the calf doesn’t recognize its own mother, not for a hundred pieces of gold would I relinquish my
claim to him; He is my very own. I must, without any question, take the boy away with me.”
Mrs. Teng recognized the truth of what the young woman said and her face fell. Then the young woman said to
her,
“Now don’t be upset. Don’t cry. The truth is I’ve come to plan for the well-being of the child. After I’ve gone,
all your anxieties will have gone too. You won’t need to be anxious any more. You’re not a widow with a wealthy
family to stand behind you. Your income, year by year, is very small. I’m afraid it’s hardly enough to pay for what
you need in food and clothing. So I’m going to leave with you this one thousand gold coins which I have
borrowed. You may receive them with a good conscience as a reward for looking after the child.
Mrs. Teng was afraid to receive the money for fear the young woman might have the right to take the child
away at any time. So she refused to accept the money. But the young woman just placed the money on the bed and
walked away.
Mrs. Teng picked up the child and ran out of the door with it in her arms. She ran after the young woman. She
ran a long way after her. She called after her. But all in vain. Then she stood, doubting whether there was any use
in pursuing her further. She was in two minds also because, if she accepted the money she might, one day, have to
give up the child to the mother yet she would from now on have an abundance of all she needed in her home.
Meanwhile, altogether three years passed by during which Teng’s business prospered. Then he returned home.
When he saw the child, he asked his wife how she came by it. So she told him how she had given shelter and
hospitality to the young woman, and how the young woman had shown a very strong affection towards the child.
Then Teng asked her what the child’s name was, so she told him that she had heard the mother called the boy
“Kuan-sen.” When Teng heard this, he was completely taken aback and exclaimed,
“This is no other than my own son!”
Then he asked his wife to tell him on what day the woman had come to the house carrying the child in her
arms, and on what day she had gone away the second time. When she told him, he knew that that was the very
next day after Miss Huang had left him.
As time went on, Kuan-sen studied and became a scholar. As a result of passing his doctoral examinations he
entered the civil service and became Minister of War under the Northern Chou Dynasty!.
As for Teng, he always remembered Huang Ts’ong-jen with gratitude, but she never came back again.
2
There once lived a Finance Minister who served under the Minister of War in the District Government of Hsin
Cheng. One night, he dreamt that a man burst into his room and said,
“You owe me forty-thousand taels. I’ve come to collect them.”
The Finance Minister didn’t reply. Instead, he retreated into an inner room.
At that very. hour, the Finance Minister’s elderly wife gave birth to a son. Then he realized, without a shadow
of doubt, that his visitor was a debt-collector’s ghost. So he took out forty-thousand silver taels and hid them in a
secret place in his house.
In the two years or so that followed, he had to pay out so much money for his son’s food and clothing, medical
expenses and medicines that he was forced to draw upon the money he had hidden away for the future use of his
son.
When the son was three years old, the Finance Minister counted to see how many of his secret store of fortythousand silver taels were left. He counted them over several times. Only a few hundred remained. While he was
still counting, the child’s wet-nurse, carrying the boy in her arms, came and stood at his side. Then, looking down
at the child, she laughed and said,
“See how quickly forty-thousand silver taels have been used up! You should have paid that debt while you had
the chance. A man who hides his money from a debt-collector still has his debts to pay!”
As she said this, the child suddenly turned pale and sickly-looking, his neck fell back as if it was broken and
his eyes closed. The Finance Minister stroked his little son’s head tenderly.
“Is the child still alive?” he asked.
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But the child was dead. Then the father took all the money he had left and spent it on a coffin and on his son’s
funeral.
The father, who was already getting on in years, was now childless. So he went to a high ranking Buddhist
priest to tell him about his son’s death and to question why it had happened. So the priest told him,
“In your former existence you didn’t pay your debts, and you died heavily in debt. It is for this reason that your
child has been taken from you in this life. This feeble son was born to you to enable you to meet those debts of
your former life, tto exact from you the just payments of the debts you then incurred. If you look at your
experience this way, you would neither rejoice at the birth of a son nor grieve at the death of a child. If you take to
heart the saying, ‘Heaven and Hell are bestowed according to the Wheel of Retribution,’ you will accept whatever
life brings.”
3
This is a true story about the wife of the philosopher Chuang-tzü\fn{ A Taoist philosopher (fl.250-300BC).} who was
born in the Kingdom of Sung.\fn{A feudal state of North-East China (1113-285BC).} and has bequeathed to us a history of
the Kingdom of Teng.\fn{A feudal state in what is now Shantung Province.}
It so happened that Chuang-tzü’s first wife fell ill and died. He then became engaged to another woman; but
this woman forsook the path of virtue and broke off the engagement. After this, Chuang-tzü journeyed back to his
native state, the Kingdom of Sung, where the high-born gentleman, T’ien Ch’ung, paid tribute to Chuang-tzü’s
great learning and bestowed upon him his daughter in marriage. This daughter of the T’ien family was a very
beautiful young woman and Chuang-tzü was very fond of her.
It so happened that the King of Ch’u\fn{ A Chinese feudal state (fl.740-330BC).} admired Chuang-tzü’s writings so
much that he invited and appointed him to be Prime Minister of Ch’u. But Chuang-tzü had no desire for either
praise or fame, so he declined the honor and begged to be excused from accepting the appointment. As a protest,
his wife, the beautiful Miss T’ien, returned to her home in the Kingdom of Sung; whereupon Chuang-tzü went
into retirement at Ts’ao-chow, near Nan Hua Mountain where, with singleness of mind and purpose, he made a
study of Taoist philosophy and rectified his life according to it.
It was there, while sitting at the feet of Li Pei-yang, the disciple of Lao-tzu himself, that Chuang-tzu arrived at
his insight into the hidden meaning of the Taoist scripture, the Tao Teh Ching.\fn{A work often attributed to Lao-tzu
(born 604BC), but probably of much later date. } As a result, he acquired the power of commanding the wind and the rain
and was able also to so disengage himself from his body that he could be in two places at once without his
presence being known. So great were his supernatural powers that, by concentrating his thoughts, he could
transform himself into another form at will.
One day, when Chuang-tzü was out for a stroll, he passed by a newly made tomb where, sitting at the side of
the tomb, he saw a young woman who, clad in a widow’s mourning garments, was vigorously and unceasingly
fanning the tomb with a large paper fan. Chuang-tzü was very curious about what she was doing and why, so he
stopped beside her and asked,
“What’s your name? And what are you doing that for?” The young woman replied,
“My maiden name is Ku. My husband died recently and lies buried in this tomb. While he lived, he was
devoted to me and so I am honoring his last instructions to me that I should not remarry before the plaster coating
of his tomb was dry. But alas! It takes a long time for the plaster of a new tomb to dry, so I am fanning it to speed
up the process.”
“Please hand me your fan,” said Chuang-tzü, “and we will see whether, if I lend you a hand, the plaster will
dry more quickly.”
The young woman gladly handed him the fan. Chuang-tzü wafted it once before the tomb and, by the exercise
of his supernatural powers, the plaster was dry immediately. The young widow then turned to Chuang-tzü with a
beaming smile and presented him with the fan as a token of her gratitude. She then went back to her home
satisfied and happy and at once began wearing colorful garments again.
Chuang-tzü was very glad indeed to have that fan and, when he reached home, he went to his study and
composed a four-line poem which he inscribed upon the fan to commemorate the experience. He wrote,
Lovers close up like a folding fan—
As often meet, as often part—till early death
Snatches away one partner who then
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Repents in the next world the joy of love’s embrace on earth.

This inscribed fan came into the hands of Chuang-tzü’s wife who asked him what occasioned the poem. So
Chuang-tzü told her all about Miss Ku, the young widow who fanned her husband’s tomb, and how she had given
Chuang-tzü the fan as a token of her gratitude. When Mrs. Chuang heard this tale, she berated the young widow,
the former Miss Ku, for fanning her husband’s tomb and cursed her roundly as a totally unworthy wife. Chuangtzü waited until his wife had finished venting her anger, then he acknowledged that he was teasing her and, to
show that he had acted and spoken in jest, he sat down and composed another set of verses which read,
She acted thus in obedience to her husband’s behest:
She fanned the tomb dry at his request.
How soon would she forget the old, embrace the new?
Our sympathies should be with poor Miss Ku.

Then, by way of explanation, he said,
“It often happens that when a husband dies, the widow, even before the funeral, makes plans for a second
marriage. But Miss Ku waited until her husband was in his grave before she set about fulfilling his last behest. A
young widow who waits until the plaster of her husband’s tomb is completely dry before she takes to herself a
second husband has an attitude which should command our most complete\fn{ The text has: completest.} sympathy,
for when she went out to fan her husband’s tomb, it was with the intention of obeying, not disobeying, his last
behest. It was this that made me pity her and help her to fan the tomb dry.”
Miss T’iefi listened to her husband’s poem and to all he said about the incident, but she was more unconvinced
than ever about the truth of the matter. The outcome was that husband and .wife wrangled until Chuang-tzü took
up his brush and composed yet another poem on the subject.
Man and wife, both living, enjoy love’s sweet embrace.
Death snatches one—the other soon enfolds a second harp.
A man may draw a tiger’s skin, but not its bones;
We may know a person’s face, but not discern his heart.

Mrs. Chuang read the poem. Then she pursued the question further,
“Men may be alike in outward appearances, but the measure of .constancy and inconstancy is never the same.
On what evidence do you take your stand? Do you maintain that all women, the world over, are alike in their
degree of disloyalty to a husband’s memory?” Chuang-tzü replied,
“I’m not using empty words to sustain a groundless position. I maintain that were I to die, you, with your
lovely flower-like face and pearly complexion, would not wait until the plaster of my newly built tomb had dried
before you consented to a second marriage!” Outraged by this allegation, Mrs. Chuang replied,
“A woman’s constancy is greater than that of any man! To hear you discoursing like this, shows that you lack
in your conduct any manifestation of the principle of love. When one of us dies, that will be the time to discuss
what the other is like! We will then see whether you will be saying farewell to me with one hand while you
welcome your next wife with the other! I tell you, you can’t tell by their outward conduct whether all men are
alike, lacking in constancy and devoid of the basic principle of love. You’re not yet dead—so what right have you
to accuse me of inconstancy!”
And with these angry words she snatched the folding fan out of Chuang-tzü’s hand and tore it to shreds.
A few days after this, Chuang-tzü was suddenly taken ill. Medicines had no effect and his condition
deteriorated so fast as the days went by that Chuang-tzü called his wife to his bedside and said,
“This illness is so severe that I must say farewell to you forever. I regret that you tore the fan into shreds
otherwise you could use it to fan my tomb dry.” With tears streaming from her eyes, his wife replied,
“Put your heart at rest about me! I come of a noble family. I’ve studied the classics and I know inside out the
rules of appropriate conduct. I vow and declare that, when you die, I will not seek a second marriage. If you don’t
believe, me, I will die here before your very eyes as a proof of my constancy.” From his bed, Chuang-tzü replied,
“If you have such an exalted degree of constancy towards me, I can die in peace.”
And with these words he died.
His wife wept and wailed while people came to offer their condolences to help make ready the coffin and the
burial garments, and to prepare the corpse for burial. Chuang-tzü’s widow, with all signs of the deepest devotion
to her husband, clothed herself in mourning garments, weeping and wailing day and night, losing sleep, and
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forgetting to eat because of her grief. Everybody said that she mourned truly and deeply for her dead husband. On
the seventh day after Chuang-tzü’s death, the coffin was carried into the main hall.
On that very day, a very handsome young man, accompanied by a hoary-headed old man, arrived on the scene.
He wore a purple robe with a gold-colored ceremonial cap and scarlet embroidered shoes. His ivory-white teeth
gleamed between his full, red lips. He announced himself as the grandson of the King of Ch’u and said that he had
promised Master Chuang-tzü that he would come and sit at his feet this very year as a disciple. He had come now
on a brief visit; but unfortunately Master Chuang now lay dead.
In spite of these circumstances, he asked his aged companion to have the baggage brought in. Then he
removed his purple robe, donned a funeral garment and, turning to the head of Chuang-tzü’s coffin, prostrated
himself before it and kowtowed, beating his head four times upon the ground, and saying as he did so,
“Alas! Your disciple has come too late! I thought I was destined to see your face this day and to await your
teaching, but that is not to be. I will now observe one hundred days of mourning for you as a respectful mark of
the friendship between a master and his pupil.” Having said this he again kowtowed four times before Chuangtzü’s coffin, shedding tears as he did so, and then arose. He then requested the young widow to come out to
receive him, but she declined the invitation. Whereupon the Prince said aloud,
“It is our ancient custom that there should be free and unrestricted comings and goings between friends-that
wives and concubines of the family should not hide themselves away. I, the youth, who invites the former Miss
T’ien, do so in the relationship of a disciple towards a beloved master.”
The old retainer conveyed this message inside to the young widow, with the result that she came out and
received the Prince with all due ceremony. When she had done so, the Prince said,
“Although my master, Chuang-tzü, lies dead yet, because of my profound respect for him, I make two unusual
requests: First, I would like to remain under Madam Chuang’s roof so as to be able to participate in the funeral
rites during these hundred days of mourning. Secondly, in order to receive the benefit of my deceased master’s
precious teachings, I would like Madam to give me permission to read her husband’s writings.”
The young widow felt in her heart that the Prince’s talents and demeanor bespoke the utmost sincerity, so she
arranged for him to descend from his place on the rostrum and occupy a seat at the side of the funeral hall while,
at the same time, with streaming eyes, she courteously took out for the visitor’s use the books that her husband
had written while in retreat at Nan Hua Mountain, as well as his master Li Lao-chüin’s\fn{ “The Princely old Li,” Laotzü’s literary name; his real name is supposed to have been Li Êrh; but he was also known as Li Pei-yang and Lao Chüin. } classical
work, the Tao Teh Ching.
Day after day, the young widow made a deliberate show of grief at the side of the coffin and stayed there
delaying until the Prince came to help her, to support her and speak comforting words to her. As the days went by,
the two of them became more closely acquainted. Then she began to cast sheep’s eyes at him and a bond of
undisguised affection sprang up between them. Mrs. Chuang gave full rein to what was in her mind and didn’t
pause or stop in her design until, one day she secretly sent for the old retainer to come to her private rooms where,
after she had entertained him with very fine wine, she asked him,
“Is your master already married?” The old man replied,
“No, he hasn’t ever married.” Then Mrs. Chuang asked a further question,
“Is he intending to marry any particular person?” The old man gave a very guarded reply,
“My master has often said that he is afraid that some good women serves only to hinder the relationship
between a teacher and his pupil—to stand in the way of profitable discussion.” Mrs. Chuang answered this by
saying,
“Supposing your master had my husband’s consent, given while he was alive, to pursue courtship, but that the
necessary period of mourning was not yet fulfilled, wouldn’t he find that his argument lacked foundations? I ask
you, my good man, do condescend to make a few discreet enquiries for me, there’s a good fellow!” The very next
day, the young widow pressed the old man for an answer.
“What did you get out of your master?” she asked. The old man shook his head sadly as he replied,
“It was no good! I didn’t find out anything.” The young widow, anxious for an answer, pressed him further,
“Why did you fail to find out what I wanted?” The old man then answered directly,
“I consider my master’s attitude is the right one. He says that it goes without saying that he admires Madam’s
beauty and scholarly attainments, but he gave three grounds of respect for his late master which prevent his
pursuit of the topic Madam raises. He says that, in the first place, Honorable Madam still has her husband’s coffin
standing on the rostrum for the funeral rites. It would be most unseemly, and would probably be very unlucky, for
her to be performing marriage rites in its presence. In the second place, Master Chuang, who was Madam’s
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devoted husband, had a name for excellence of moral conduct. Besides, he himself is still in process of studying
Master Chuang’s principles and is, as yet, nowhere near his late master’s equal. So he hesitates to approach
Madam, lest she scorns him. In the third place he, my master, arrived here empty-handed. He has not brought with
him any money to be paid at a betrothal ceremony nor anything to meet the expenses of a feast with suitable
wines. It is for these three honorable reasons that I, for the time being, can bring you no satisfactory answer.” Mrs.
Chuang listened to all this and then said,
“The three reasons you give are not worth troubling your head about! In the first place, there’s an empty room
at the back of this house. I can call servants to carry the coffin out and put it there. That’s easy! In the second
place, what kind of moral excellence did my husband have? He was unable to establish a family—then his
marriage contract was dissolved—and yet people hold him up as a paragon, the exemplar of moral excellence!
The King of Ch’u, infatuated by my husband’s groundless reputation, offered him the post of Prime Minister. But
my husband’s intellectual capacity was not equal to the challenge so he retreated from public life and lived the life
of a recluse in this place. While he lived, he extolled of the young widow who fanned her husband’s tomb and
sang her praises—he even helped her to fan the tomb dry so that she could enter upon a second marriage! When
he put that fan into my hands, I tore it to shreds. We had such a violent quarrel over the whole affair that it’s true
to say that all love between us was destroyed. In the third place, your young master is the grandson of the King of
Ch’u. I’m the daughter of the high-born nobleman T’ien Ch’ung of the Kingdom of Sung—a man of rank
corresponding to that of your master. I’m now a free agent in choosing a second marriage. There’s no need for any
betrothal gifts. As for money to provide a feast, there’s money enough here in my home which I will bestow upon
your master for his use. I will make all the necessary arrangements for the wedding to take place this very night.”
The young widow then fetched a sum of money and gave it to the old man to carry back to the Prince along
with her threefold reply.
The old man soon returned saying that the Prince had consented to the arrangements; and he would be present
at the marriage to take place that evening.
The young widow quickly ordered servants to come and carry Chuang-tzü’s coffin out of the main hall and
deposit it in the empty room at the back. Then, the same night, she had them spread and hang up lanterns and
other decorations and light lots of tall red candles. She then arrayed herself as a bride clad in a gorgeous brocade
jacket with an elaborately embroidered skirt. Soon, the Prince appeared wearing a long formal gown. When they
had bowed in due ceremony to each other they entered the nuptial chamber, quaffed the conjugal cup of wine, got
into the bridal bed and so to sleep.
Suddenly, in the middle of the night, the Prince screwed up his face with pain and groaned aloud that he had a
pain around his heart. The bride, without any sense of embarrassment or shame, enfolded the Prince in her arms,
stroked his breast and massaged him around the heart asking if that lessened the pain. But the pain was so intense
that he could not speak. Then the old man spoke up for his master and said,
“My master often has attacks of pain like this and there’s only one thing which will give relief.”
“Tell me what that remedy is,” said the bride. The old man replied,
“The Court Physician invariably uses a mysterious remedy—he administers an infusion of human brain
steeped in wine and the pain stops at once. So every time my master has an attack of this kind I, his humble
servitor, inform the King who at once gives orders for a criminal to be sent out to execution and for his brains to
be brought to the Court Physician; or, if no criminal is awaiting execution, I appeal for the brains of any person
who has not been dead for more than forty-nine days—so that the brain-tissue has not dried up. But here in this
remote place, to whom can we turn for help in preserving the life of my young master?”
And the old man wept aloud. The bride gave what comfort she could to the old man while, at the same time,
she said, half aloud,
“My former husband has now been dead just a matter of forty days or so—the tissue of his brain will not yet
have dried up. I can open up his coffin and his brains can be put to this good use.” The old man looked up at her
and said,
“I don’t think Madam would be willing to do that!” But the young woman replied,
“I’ve already been through the marriage rites which bind me to your master—and we’ve partaken of the
conjugal cup of wine together—so why waste my pity on that useless thing who’s already dead anyway.”
Then she left the old man to keep watch over the Prince while she herself fetched an ax and went into the room
where she had put Chuang-tzü’s coffin. She lifted up the ax and chopped open the coffin. At that very moment she
heard Chuang-tzü draw a deep breath and saw him raise the coffin-lid and sit bolt upright!
She was frightened almost out of her wits and her heart beat furiously. Chuang-tzü then called to her to help
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him get out of the coffin. She obeyed, and accompanied him back into the main hall and holding back her
crocodile tears. As they walked on into the center of the hall, the Prince and his attendant were nowhere to be
seen. So the young woman, taking fresh courage from their absence, very artfully began,
“Since your death I have thought of you constantly, day and night; and just a few minutes ago I thought I heard
a sound coming from inside the coffin. 1 thought that you might have returned to life—so I fetched an ax to open
up the coffin and, lo and behold, you were alive!” Chuang-tzü looked at her and said,
“Thank you for your kind concern for me, but how does it come about that you are wearing that brocade jacket
after such a very short period of mourning—and that gaily embroidered skirt too?” By way of explanation, the
wife said,
“I didn’t want to be wearing mourning garments when I opened your coffin—so I quickly put on these
garments to be a lucky omen in anticipation of our happy reunion.” Chuang-tzü then questioned further,
“Why did you remove my coffin from the main hall of the house? Was that also done to ensure good luck?”
The wife had nothing to say in reply to this. Chuang-tzü then called for some mulled wine and drank off
several cups of it one after the other. The wife then urged Chuang-tzü to go to bed and get some sleep, but he
replied,
“That’s enough!” Then he took up a writing brush and wrote:
From henceforth I renounce all ties of kith and kin.
In one brief flash, I love no more!
Had Heaven ordained a hoary age together,
Long would. have lain concealed what one ax-stroke revealed.

When the wife saw and read what her husband had written, her face became suffused with shame. She closed
her lips and had not a word more to say, whereupon, Chuang-tzü took up his brush-pen and wrote again a set of
four-lines,
What means the reunion of husband and wife?
A new lover comes—she forgets her former marriage vows.
He raises the coffin-lid and encounters an ax;
Who would have thought the dead would return to life?

When the wife read these lines she could no longer bear the satire contained in them, and so her shame turned
to anger for she supposed that the Prince and his aged attendant had departed and that there wouldn’t therefore be
a shred of evidence to be held against her. Whereupon she put on a bold front and pointed out that Chuang-tzü
was at fault to make false accusations against her without proof of any kind. Chuang-tzü lifted up his arm and
pointed and asked his wife,
“Tell me, then, who are those two persons over there?”
The wife lifted up her eyes and gazed in the direction in which her husband was pointing. There she saw the
grandson of the King of Ch’u coming out of a side room with his old servant in attendance. At this, she turned
pale with fright; she was astounded and overcome with embarrassment and shame. Then Chuang-tzü looked at her
and said,
“Had you forgotten my powers of being in two places at once—my mastery of the Taoist art of rendering
oneself invisible? Then let me tell you, that I myself am that handsome young fellow who came here saying he
was the grandson of the King of Ch’u! And that the old retainer who waits on him is none other than our own
yellow, shaggy-haired watchdog. I came here in that guise to put your avowed constancy to the test. Today you
have displayed what you really are. What do you now make of your supposed, fabricated evidence? What do you
have to say to that?'
Then the wife knew that she was no longer able to look Chuang-tzü in the face so, while he was still sleeping
off the effects of his heavy drinking, she hanged herself.
When Chuang-tzü was sober and fully awake again, he discovered what had happened. He had his wife’s body
cut down and placed in the coffin which she herself had chopped open. Then he recited passages of the classics
and chanted the funerary ritual over her coffin. Then he called together the household servants and had them carry
the coffin out for burial. In deep distress and grief over what had happened he took an earthenware vessel and,
beating rhythmically upon it with his writing brush, composed a lament:
I spoke to you in idle boast,
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I died—you changed you mind,
You took another lover,
A man who cursed and despised me—
He ploughed my furrow,
Rode upon my mare,
Dwelt established in my place,
Expended all my wealth,
Had I been truly dead,
What a laughing-stock I’d have been!

Chuang-tzü then recognized the vanity of all feminine charms and all pleasures of human life, so he took up
his Nan Hua Classic and his copy of the Tao Teh Ching and gave them away to neighbors to store away,
bequeathing them to his disciples for their use. It is in this way that these two classics have been preserved and
transmitted to this very day.
As for his house, he asked his neighbors to take care of it until his son returned from the Kingdom of
Ts’ai.\fn{A small feudal state which flourished in an area which is now part of Honan Province. }
After this, Chuang-tzü wandered about from place to place without troubling himself about anyone else. Some
people declare that they saw him ascend and become an immortal seated astride a white crane and that they saw
him in that guise borne aloft to heaven in a cloud by Li Lao-chüin. Later generations sing Chuang-tzü’s praises in
a poem which goes:
A wife had more beauty that brains—
He killed her.
The golden flower inflicted wounds upon the spirit
By turning all to jest.
Behold Chuang-tzu’s poem of remorse—
His homeless wanderings through the world!
Such is my master!

208.91 The Art Of Painting Is Not Lifeless\fn{by Kao Weng aka Kao Ch’i-fêng (1889-1933)} P’anyu, Kwangtung
Province, China (M) 1
I am of the opinion that painting is not lifeless but is something that is full of vigor and susceptible of an
endless variety of changes. For each age this great, fascinating art has its special conceptions, its special manners
of interpretation, and a special spirit distinctly its own. It is for this reason that I have often warned my pupils that
their object in learning how to paint should not be merely for the attainment of personal renown or merely for the
gratification of aesthetic pleasures as a pastime.
The student of art must try to adopt a much loftier viewpoint and imagine himself charged with an altruistic
mission which requires him to consider his fellows’ miseries and affiictions as his own. He will then work hard on
the production of only such pictures as will effect a betterment of man’s nature in particular and bring about an
improvement of society in general, thereby presenting the new spirit of the art in all its glory and grandeur.
In our endeavor to learn how to paint, therefore, we must not only equip ourselves with a useful knowledge of
anatomy, coloring, light and shade, philosophy, nature (the six principles handed down by ancient artists) and the
development of art, but must also conduct adequate researches into the realms of psychology and sociology, in
order that we may gain a clear idea of what is best adapted to the present needs of society.
We can then make use of the principles of vividness, naturalness, and beautifulness and turn out such inspiring
and allegorical pictures as will tend to blot out the blemishes of society, lighten up the tasteless aspects of man’s
life, and nourish the better traits of the human race, so that a better all-round conception of what is lofty, peaceful,
and right may be the crowning outcome, whereby the weak-minded will have firmness of purpose, the debased
will have lofty thoughts, and the cruel will have loving-kindness, while the noble-hearted will shine forth even
more brightly.
This is the equivalent to making the world take a new turn; and posterity, when it sees our works of art, will be
able at once to form a clear and comprehensive vision of the spirit, virtue, civilization, and history of our time.
Such is our main object in learning to paint.
*
Formery I was in the habit of devoting my time and energy to the study of old Chinese paintings alone and
took great pains to imitate the great works of the famous and celebrated artists of the T’ang and Sung dynasties.
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Later on I realized that although they were replete with fine points, such works had the drawback of being too
metaphysical and therefore too illusive and imaginary.
Moreover, acquiring learning is like rowing a boat against the current. Unless the scope of our researches be
wide and universal, the chances are that we can get for our ill-spent efforts but little of the creative power that
every true artist must have at his command.
During the the reign of the Emperor Ming Ti of the Han Dynasty\fn{ 28AD-75AD, reigned 58-75} the art of the
western frontier was somehow introduced into this country. The imported modes of conception and the novel
manners of interpretation worked as a wonderful tonic and opened up new avenues of thought for the Chinese
school of art; and the result was that painting made great strides in popularity and soared to new levels of progress
daily.
For these reasons I took up the study of Western art, paying particular attention to portrait painting,
geometrical drawing, light and shade, perspective, etc. I then picked out the finest points in Western art and
applied them to my Chinese techniques in the masterful strokes of the brush, composition, inking, coloring,
inspiring background, poetic romance, etc.
In short, I tried to retain what was exquisite in the Chinese art of painting and at the same time adopt the best
methods of composition which the world’s art school had to offer, thereby blending the East and the West into a
harmonious whole, taking for my guidance beautifulness, naturalness, and my own creative power and taste.
The result is my parintings of today. I sincerely hope that you, my dear pupils, will widen the scope of your
researches and try to be progressive all the time, for the art of painting is by no means lifeless.
207.133 Excerpt from Autobiography Of A Chinese Woman\fn{by Buwei Yang Chao (1889-after 1947)} Nanking,
Jiangsu Province,China (F) 15
I was born in 1889 in a 128-room house on Huap’ailou in Nanking. Huap’ailou of those days was not the wide
boulevard of the 1930s where, as a housewife, I did my shopping among the neon signs in blue and orange
characters, but a narrow street, on which two sedan chairs would have to slow down in order to pass without
sideswiping each other. It was one of the busiest centers of a bustling city, where bakers sent off puffs of odor
from sesame biscuits and puffed fritters, venders sang out their ware, water carriers warned off pedestrians, and
parents of good families told their children to stay away from the front door, instead of watching the world go by.
The Huap’ailou house was the first of the two places where my family from my great-grandmother down lived
during my childhood. As we were a big family of thirty-four, with twenty-seven servants, we needed all the one
hundred twenty-eight rooms, all on one ground floor, grouped around a number of courtyards, and covering a lot
of ground.
Before I was born, a lot of arguments had been going on about me. In the first place, my parents were to be my
uncle and aunt, and my uncle and aunt were to be my parents. In the second place, I was engaged before I was
born. I was to be my cousin’s wife or husband, according as I was going to be girl or a boy and he or she was
going to be a boy or a girl—provided, of course, that we were not both boys or both girls.
Now I am going to explain things a little. I had better.
First about my parentage. My grandfather’s eldest son had nine children; his second son had none. So he
adopted his brother’s ninth child. And that was me. To be sure, I was plainly informed, as early as I could
understand things, that I was adopted by my uncle and aunt from my parents. But, since I was adopted before I
was born and had always called them “Big Uncle,” “Auntie,” “Father,” and “Mother,” it was—and still is—more
natural for me to say that I was adopted by my parents from my uncle and aunt. With this qualification, however. I
was nursed by “Auntie,” my real mother, and always felt a special attachment to her. Of my four parents, my
favorite parents were “Auntie” and “Father.”
Now I must tell about my engagement before telling further about my birth, since it happened before my birth.
My grandfather’s eldest daughter was married to the Ch’engs of Anhwei. They were then living in Yangchow,
which was two days’ sailing across the river from Nanking. It was her habit to return to Nanking every time she
was with child, and stay until about one month before her time.
She had been herself a very spoiled child. She was unhappy with Uncle Ch’eng. She did not like to live all the
time with a great many Ch’engs around her. It was much nicer to live with a lot of Yangs. They were not only her
own people, they were expected to treat her and hers with special honor. This was the fourth time she came back
with child—with my fiance in fact—bringing along three children, her own servants, and two additional servants
to each child, and the chief burden of attending to her and her retinue fell on the sisters-in-law, that is, on
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“Auntie” and “Mother.” In China, a married daughter coming home is king. And whenever king arrived in our
home, things usually happened.
“Mother” had a special grudge against Aunt Ch’eng. They had been married in the same year. But while Aunt
Ch’eng gave birth to one child after another, my “mother” never gave birth to a child throughout her life. Now it
was a common belief that if two members of the family married during the same year, the one married first would
get away with all the good luck. This was my “mother’s” constant complaint against my grandmother for her
partiality in letting Aunt Ch’eng get married first and against my “father” for yielding in such matters. Since he
was her elder brother, why hadn’t he stood for his rights? Now she was back again, bringing more good luck for
herself and more troubles for the sisters-in-law.
“Auntie” bore all this very well. For one thing, she already had eight children and a ninth one to spare. In the
second place, she had the sweetest temper. But “Mother” took it hard and often cried when she told us years
afterwards about those miserable days.
Grandmother saw all this very clearly. She was getting along in years. She was sure that after she died, her
favorite daughter would not be invited back home so often by the sisters-in-law. So she thought of a plan. I was
then already more in evidence than my cousin, as I was four months older than he. Pointing to what was
obviously him through Aunt Ch’eng and at what was still more obviously me through “Auntie,” Grandmother
said:
“Why don’t we Yangs and Ch’engs strengthen our ties further by adding match on match? Let us have these
two grandchildren betrothed to each other, so long as one is a boy and the other is a girl.”
Of course nothing would have happened if both children had been boys or girls. But Grandmother had another
idea about me. She had been very unhappy over Grandfather’s refusal to enter public life, thus frustrating her
desire to become a lady of rank.\fn{ I.e., with a title; China will be ruled by the Manchu dynasty until 1911:H } The more so,
because his refusal had been due to disappointment in a romance with another girl. So she laid down the rule,
uncommon for that time, that no man in the family was allowed to marry a concubine, not even for the allimportant reason of continuity of male lineage. If anyone had no son, he should adopt one from a different branch
of the family.
Now my “Mother” had been married for six years without a child. So Grandmother decided, as if by way of an
afterthought, that if both children turned out to be of the same sex, so that the match would be called off, then
there should be an adoption or something. It had nothing to do with her plan to keep Aunt Cheng closer home,
but, at an age when she fdt the world was slipping away from her, she would like to do something with somebody.
If it was not one thing, it was another. She did both the one thing and the other, and hoth things have shaped my
life fundamentally.
So at the first double-hour, on the third day of the eleventh month of the 15 th year of the Kuang-hsü era (18751908), with everything prepared for my arrival, I was born.
ln simpler English, I was born on November 25, 1889. The year 1889 was about as good as any to be born in if
I had had my choice. At that time, Nanking had recovered a little of its former prosperity after the ravages of the
T’aip’ing uprising (1850-64). The first Sino-Japanese War was not yet fought. The monarchy was declining, but
not tottering. Dr. Sun Yat-sen was still to organize his Revolutionary Party. In 1889, my grandfather and “father”
were abroad, bringing China’s greetings to Paris on the completion of the Eiffle Tower at the opening of the World
Exposition—I am eight months younger than the Eiffel Tower.
Four nights before my birth, “Auntie” had dreamed that an old woman gave her a double-blossomed orchid
branch. When she woke up, she thought she was going to have twin girls, and told “Mother” that she would give
one girl to her for daughter and the other to Aunt Ch’eng for daughter-in-law, as promised. Four days after, it
became evident to everybody that I was one girl and not two. But “Mother” was very happy just the same, and
said:
“Then I want to adopt all of her, since she is only one.”
She was worried, however, over the possibility that Aunt Ch’eng’s child would turn out to be a boy, in which
case I should automatically be his fiancée, as ordered by Grandmother, and “Mother” would not like it at all.
“Auntie," bless her soul, said nothing. In her hcart, she could reconcile herself neither with the adoption nor
with the match. She was sure that her new born child would havc nothing to look forward to but a temperamental
mother and a capricious mother-in-law. But being as she was, all she did was to cry to herself. She nursed me and
gave me my pet name of Lansien, “Orchid Fairy,” from her dream of orchids.
“Mother,” being more demonstrative, sighed aloud day in and day out, praying that Aunt Ch’eng would give
birth to a girl to put an end to her worries.
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After four months, word came from Yangchow that Aunt Ch’eng had given birth to a boy, and I was more
engaged than ever.
*
My first year was the most exciting year of my life. I do not remember any detai!s about it, but it must have
been wonderful. In that one year, I learned more than I did in all the subsequent fifty-odd years put together. I
learned very quickly that people were not me, though it surprised me for quite a while that my toes were not
somebody else. Then I learned that things were neither me nor people, though it was sometimes hard to draw the
line. I found that I could control the movements of what was me with a peculiar sense of freedom, and I have
loved and wanted to keep that freedom ever since.
In that same year, I grew to more than twice my weight. I did not, however, keep on doubling my weight from
year to year. Later, I was even so underweight at times that I was nicknamed “Lamp-post.” But “Auntie’s” own
nursing gave me a good start on the road to a life of health. Spells of serious and even dangerous illness I did
have, but I was never frail or sickly.
On my first birthday, I performed the customary act of “grasping the first year.”
The custom is like this. When a child is one year old, he is dressed in nice birthday clothes, and a specified
array of sundry things is laid out in an arc, each article serving as a symbol of a future profession or a type of life.
The child is placed in the center of the arc and, according as he first grasps a book, an abacus, a vanity box, or
something else, he will later lead a life of learning and letters, of trade and business, of love and romance, or what
not. Each article has a fixed conventional interpretation.
On this my first birthday, the first thing I reached for was a footrule.
Unfortunately, I have forgotten what it meant. Did it mean that I was going to lead a life as straight as a ruler?
Or that I was later to measure pulses and temperatures?
Soon after this, Grandfather and “Father” returned home from abroad. They loved me at first sight and went
about at once settling my affairs. There was no question about my adoption. As for my engagement, neither
Grandfather nor “Father” was keen for the match, but they had no good reason to oppose it. What tipped the
balance was something about which Grandfather specially wanted to appease Grandmother.
It was this. When Grandfather and “Father” returned from abroad with Envoy Liu Chih-t’ien, to whom they
had been councillor and attaché in the joint Legation at London and Paris, Liu had already been appointed
Governor of Kwangtung and had appointed my “Father” to be Chief Comptroller in the Governor’s yamen. On the
voyage home, “Father” had asked Grandfather for permission to take his family along to Canton, the usual rule
being that a daughter-in-law had to remain home to attend to the mother-in-law’s wants. So this time, in order to
get Grandmother’s consent to releasing her second daughter-in-law from duties at home, Grandfather agreed both
to the adoption and to the engagement.
But another kink appeared in the plans for my trip to Canton. Good-natured and obedient as she was, “Auntie”
objected strongly that her baby, soon to be taken away from her for good, should be weaned so early. To wean a
child soon after she was only one year old, it was unheard of! So Grandmother got busy engaging a wet nurse for
me. She changed my name from Lansien to Ch’uanti, or Ch’uan’er, which means “bring along a little brother,” a
lucky name commonly given to a first born girl. She tried to comfort “Auntie” by telling her that she could have
me back again any time “Mother” should give birth to a child.
Shortly before our departure for the South, Grandfather decided to take a photograph of the whole family while
everybody was at home. Photography was then a great novelty. Grandfather was the earliest to have brought
photographic equipment to China on any considerable scale, and it was he who supplied the old Pao Chi Studio of
Shanghai with their first cameras.
It was a great event for the family. There was much arranging and posing and changing around, and I was the
greatest problem of all, as I usually was in matters concerning the whole family. You couldn’t take snapshots in
those days, when everything had to be on slow-acting wet plates and the lens had to be uncovered and covered by
taking the cap off and putting it on again by hand. When at last everybody was made to look nice and smile and
hold their breath at the same time—there were twenty people in that picture—I would start to wiggle and squirm,
until some brother or sister of mine got out of place or looked in the wrong direction again. In this way I spoiled
several valuable plates in succession. Finally, Grandmother got exasperated and said:
“Let us take the photograph without the baby. She’s only a girl. What difference does a girl more or a girl less
make?”
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Then both my mothers put their hearts and heads together. They stood me on a quickly provided tea table near
the center background, held me tightly between themselves and thus saved for me the first photograph ever taken
of me. I turned out to be the most expressive person in the picture.
Saved? Yes. It was in our house for some twenty years, until destroyed by fire during the 1911 Revolution.
My trip to Canton was the first of a life of travels. I still consider Nanking my home, but I lived there for only
nineteen years, spread over a period of several decades. The rest of the time, I was either in other provinces, or in
Japan, or in Europe, or in America.
In this first trip, I was still too young to remember anything about it. I must have taken a river steamship down
the Yangtze from Nanking to Shanghai; I must have stayed in a Chinese-style hotel in Shanghai; I must have
taken a coastwise steamship from Shanghai to Canton; I must have been a constant source of trouble and
happiness to my now thoroughly adopted parents. From now on, I will take the quotes off Father and Mother.
*
The unique thing about my two years’ stay in Canton was that it was the beginning of my remembered life.
There were no “must have been’s” about the Governor’s yamen. I remember the place and I remember things
about the place. Our family occupied the western courtyard, which we entered from a western gate of a central
courtyard inside the second main hall. Our courtyard—think of it as a big flat apartment—had a width of five
rooms, each two rooms deep, and had wings on both sides of the courtyard. My room was a backroom of my
mother’s.
Every morning, Huang Ma, the maid who took care of me, would carry me on her back and make a tour of the
garden or the second main hall to play. Huang Ma was a Yangchow maid my father had brought along from
Nanking. That was why I started my talking life in a sort of Southern Mandarin dialect instead of Cantonese.
What happened to that wet nurse whom Grandmother had taken so much trouble to find for me? Well, for some
reason I do not remember, I did not like her milk, so I started to feed myself without her. I do not even remember
whether she went with us to Canton.
I had no playmates, and children of that time did not have to have toys. While Huang Ma carried me from one
courtyard to mother, I would jump, or jerk on her back, tickle her neck, and take off the holding cover on her
hairdo, so that her hair would tall all apart—wouldn’t you have done the same thing when the temptation was so
handy?
But Huang Ma did not enjoy the fun so well as I. She would give notice to Mother, who would then give me a
mild scolding and her a big raise. As I could not understand how expensively my fun was costing the family, I
kept up my fun and Huang Ma’s wages.
In Canton I had my first glimpse of the grim sides of life. During the Empire, when an official held court to try
criminals, corporal punishment was the usual thing. Important cases would come up to the provincial yamen.
When I heard sounds of pleading and wailing, I would steer Huang Ma in the direction of the sound, and, in order
to keep her hairdo intact, she usually obliged. From a vantage point off one side of the screen behind the
governor’s seat, I could see everything that was going on. I was told that they were bad men being spanked. But I
did not like it. When Father learned where Huang Ma had been taking me, he reprimanded her severely, and so we
stayed away from court hearings. But after a few days I clamored again to see what I hated to see and yet wanted
to see.
There was much social life in a yamen. Even a small district yamen would house many offices and the families
of the magistrates and his chief associates. In a governor’s yamen, it was of course on a much larger scale.
Afternoons, Mother often went to the main courtyard to play cards with the Lius. It was probably the game of
“ten-points,” played with thin, long cards, with circles, bamboos, and characters, being the nineteenth-century
version of modern mahjong. Sometimes Mother played so long that I had already gone to bed when she returned
to our western courtyard.
I also remember much feasting going on. I saw gift bearers bringing in complete banquets, sometimes
including whole roast pigs. But more than half of the time, banquets were brought in without anybody eating
anything. For they were gifts from job seekers and visiting officials asking for favors, and it was the duty of my
father as business director to dispose of the gifts for the Governor. Usually a gift from one party would be given to
another in return for a previous gift, thus relieving the Governor of favors owed. When too many banquets came
in, we had to eat some of them or turn over some of them to the servants. Just the same, our cook submitted a bill
regularly for the day’s provisions bought.
Performances of plays were also a legitimate form of gift to an official, especially on festival days or birthdays
of members of the official family. When plays were given, I would sit astride the shoulder of a manservant in
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order to be high enough to see the stage. At one of such performances, a lady guest, who had been watching my
fidgety behavior during a nice aria, said to my mother:
“Madame Yang, doesn’t this young gentleman of yours seem to be something of a wild boy?” Whereupon I
confirmed her view by uttering such a big yell that all the audience turned around and tsktsked me and said:
“Naughty boy, naughty boy!” For I had been dressed as a boy arid never bothered much as to whether I was a
boy or a girl until much later.
Childhood scenes like those flash on and off quite unrelated, sometimes as if they belonged to somebody else
or to some of my dreams. Like dreams, they lose much of their flavor when told in words. To read me, you would
really have to be me.
Thus passed my two years in Canton, with few incidents to tell, but with a characteristically two-years-inCanton flavor. I wish I could share it with you, but I don’t know how.
One landmark I remembered very clearly. It was the big banyan tree in our western courtyard. During those
two years, I don’t know how many times I climbed in and out the hanging roots. On my second visit to Canton,
thirty-eight years later, when the yamen was no more, and the place had become the Chungshan Park, the banyan
tree still stood there in all grandeur.
One day there was a great commotion. Firecrackers went off, horns were sounding and, through the noise, I
could discern also the sound of grown-up people crying from the central courtyard. Everybody was rushing about.
My father was so busy that for three days he did not come back to his room, nor stop to talk or play with me when
home, as he had used to. Nobody bothered about telling me what had happened. But finally it dawned upon me
that the Governor had died.
Quite a number of such days of confusion had passed when one day I heard that we were going to pack up for
returning to Nanking.
Back to Nanking! The Nanking where I was told I was born, the Nanking I had seen, if I could not remember
it. In the freshness of childhood, I was as elated then over the prospect of going back to Nanking as I am now over
the same prospect as I listen to the news of V-J\fn{ Victory-over-Japan:H} Day in King’s Cottage, Greensboro,
Vermont. I jumped and hurrahed and got into everybody’s way, trying to help them pack up.
But I soon found out that I was in the wrong mood. Nobody smiled or laughed. Nobody wore beautiful clothes
any more. Nobody wore beautiful flowers, nor gathered bouquets to put in the vases. All the men and women
wore white gowns of coarse cotton, matched by white caps or bonnets of the same material on their heads. All
over the yamen, gates and pailous were erected, covered with decorations made of white, blue, and yellow cloth.
The whole place blossomed with a strange kind of gaiety. During one of the now rarer occasions when my father
had a few moments with me, I said:
“Daddy, what are they building those pavilions for? And why don’t they put some red and green things on
them? They would look so much prettier.”
“You ignorant child!” said Father. “This is a funeral and you have to use white for funerals. You use red only
on birthdays and at weddings, you see?”
Thus began, as far as I can remember, the first of a series of casual instructions which I always enjoyed when
Father had time to talk to me. I enjoyed it because he was always very patient in explaining things and rarely
answered with anything more severe than a “You ignorant child!” He even allowed answering back and arguing
with him, which Big Uncle, my actual father, never permitted. When, on the day of the formal mourning, I saw
the coffin of the deceased governor in a colossal bright red satin cover, embroidered in brilliant gold, carried by a
gang of sixty-four bearers, I was puzzled again.
“Daddy,” I said, “you said you couldn’t use red during mourning. But that’s red.”
“What I meant,” Father said, “was that the mourners must use white, but the deceased doesn’t wear mourning
for himself, you see?”
I did not see. But very often I merely enjoyed being given an answer when I asked a question, and if I liked the
sound of it, I just said, “I see.”
My trip back to Nanking was made in a warship called Hai-something, I don’t remember the whole name. The
chief passengers were the Lius, whom my father was taking care of.
The Yangs and the Lius have kept up their friendship. But since the passing a few years ago of the last of the
Liu ladies, there is no more living member of the Liu family who can tell about the yamen and the banyan trees of
Canton.
*
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I was very happy about returning to my grandfather’s home in Nanking. For one thing, I could now make
frequent visits to the courtyard of my Big Uncle and Auntie, my actual parents. Another thing I was very happy
about was that I not only had companions to play with, but could also talk with them in my dialect. For, as I told
you, I learned the Cantonese dialect while in Canton and could not talk with any one there outside a very limited
circle. Now I could run around everywhere and feel at home even when I got scolded. I can tell you from
experience that it is pleasanter to be scolded in a language that you understand than to be spoken to in a language
that you don’t understand.
Soon after I returned home, I came very near losing it. My father had had a new blue sedan chair made. This
was the same as buying a new-model expensive car would be these days, and gave rise to rumors that he had
made a lot of money in Canton, especially as he often rode in the new chair to call on the Lius. One day, when my
father had been to the Lius for some time, a servant came to our house saying that the ladies of the Lius missed
Little Master Three—so called because I was Big Uncle’s third daughter and was always dressed as a boy—and
had sent him with a hired sedan chair to take me there. That is to say, the family car being in use, they had sent a
servant with a taxi. So Big Sister and Second Sister\fn{ These were my wife’s actual sisters. In the Chinese language, relatives
of the same generation are addressed or spoken of as follows: ko-ko = elder brother or male cousin; ti-ti = younger brother or male cousin;
chieh-chieh = elder sister or female cousin; mei-mei = younger sister or female cousin. Consequently adoption of a brother’s child will
make no difference in the child’s way of addressing his brothers and sisters or his cousins. For simplicity, Ta Chich and Er Chich in the
Chinese text are translated here as “Big Sister” and “Second Sister.” } dolled me up and sent me off in the hired chair with

Huang Ma.
Now it happens that I like to have everything in the open, as I havc told you before. So, on this occasion, whcn
thc screen of the sedan chair was let down in front of me, I would try to roll it up. Thc servant, who was walking
beside the chair, would let it down again, and I would object strenuously and try to roll it up again as soon as it
was down. It was obviously vcry difficult for thc chair bearers to go very fast with such a lively load on their
shoulders.
Just .before making a turn near Pigeon Bridge, I saw, during one of those moments when I had the upper hand
in the fight over the screen, that it was our family chair coming from the opposite dircction. So I shouted:
“Daddy, is that you, Daddy?”
“Why, it’s Ch’uan'er!” Farber said. “Where in the world are you going?”
At this, my bearers suddenly double-timed their steps. I shouted and stamped my feet and got down on the
floor of my chair with my legs dangling outside. It was dangerous business, even though it was not a real taxi. By
this time my father had also stopped his chair, and when he turned around and walked to my chair, a crowd had
gathered and joined us in wondering what had happened. Then we realized that the chair bearers were gone. The
“servant,” too, had disappeared.
As soon as we were home, Father sent to inquire about the invitation from the Lius and was informed that they
had never sent for me. He reported the happenings to the district sheriff, but after several months’ investigation,
they could not find out who the “servant” or the bearers were.
After this incident, my grandfather ordered that no children should be allowed to go out bedecked all over with
jewelry. It was wrong, he reasoned, to put temptation before people who could either do good or do evil.
I had my first serious illness when I was about four, as a result of which I almost became a pockmarked
person. Before vaccination became common in China, it was assumed that smallpox was something every child
had to get over with, like the way chicken pox and measles were later regarded. When smallpox broke out in the
neighborhood, Mother felt that it was unavoidably coming to me, especially as I liked to go out a great
deal\fn{The text has: lot}. It was supposed to lighten the attack if it was “planted” into a child by blowing an
activating powdcr into thc child’s nose before infection camc in unknown ways. None the less, I had very high
fever and serious eruptions all over. During my delirium, eight people watched me day and night, and the whole
family observed religious vegetarianism for fourteen days. Finally, the fever subsided and, after a convalescence
lasting half a year, I was able to walk again. But Mother was still despondent.
“With a pockmarked mother-in-law and a pockmarked husband, must I now have a pockmarked daughter
too?”
My second and third elder brothers, the only other children born of Big Uncle and Auntie besides myself who
are still living, saw a chance to win back some of their lost battles of words with me. Third Brother is quite a
stammerer. (Of course I am writing this at a safe distance from him, half a world away in Chungking, and both of
us half a century more grown up.) Whenever he was short of logic, he would wind up with a taunt about my face.
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“Y-you po-po-po-pockmarked girl! N-nobody will w-want you any more. Who will m-marry a girl like you?
Your fiance will br-break his en-g-en-g-g-g-G-G-he won’t marry you any more.”
“Aw, what do I care,” I said. “Didn’t Grandpa want Grandma? Didn’t Mother want Father? Why shouldn’t
anybody want me? If Cousin Ch’eng doesn’t want me, I haven’t been wanting him in the first place. Of course I
am going to have someone better.”
My logic did not appear very strong even to myself at the time. But Third Brother’s advantage over me lasted
only a short while. Before many months had elapsed, Mother was completely happy again. Years afterwards, I had
to prove to Yuen-ren that he had married a pockmarked wife by pointing out to him where exactly the three marks
were located.
Mother’s peace of mind did not last long, however. The next year a white spot appeared in my left eye. It grew
bigger and bigger. Soon I could nor see through my right eye cither. In three months I lost all vision except a blur
around the edge of the obstructed field. Neither old-style doctors nor Western doctors were able to do anything for
me. Even secret hearsay formulas were tried. They dropped honey with ground ivory into my eyes and fed me
with pig’s liver, stewed with a kind of pearl grass, which made me hate liver ever since. They burned incense and
made vows to temples. On the twentieth of each lunar month, Auntie and Mother would observe an Eyesight Fast
by going vegetarian. They had a theory that it was the effect of the smallpox, and felt remorseful for having
prayed for saving their mutual daughter’s face at the cost of her sight. How much more important it was for her to
see than to be seen! This went on for eight or nine months without anybody being able to do anything about it.
And Father was away that year.
One day Old Ts’ai, the gateman, told Mother that at a street bazaar at Ta-hsing Kung (later a part of Chungshan
Road), there was a medicine man from Shantung who had a sign about curing eye diseases, and wondered
whether Madame wouldn’t give this man a try. Mother was sure that modern-minded Grandfather would
disapprove. But this was my last chance. Better not say anything about it. Anyway there was no harm to go and
see. We could still decide about it when we saw the man. So she took Huang Ma and me to the medicine man
from Shantung at his street-corner stand.
The man stuck a needle into each of my temples and let out two tiny cups of blood. As far as I can recall, it did
not seem to hurt. He gave me a package of herbs to make an infusion to drink. A month after, I was again able to
see.
When they went to Ta-hsing Kung to reward the man, the street-corner stand was no more. My family was sure
that it must have been a saint sent by Buddha in answer to their praycrs. In fulfillment of their promises, Mother
and Auntie offered incense and presented embroidered red-satin hangings to temple after temple. From that time
to the end of their days, they kept their Eyesight Fast on the twentieth of every lunar month. They enjoined me to
continue its observation after them. But as I have never been able to remember dates on the lunar calendar since
China adopted the Gregorian calcndar in 1912, I don’t know when is the twentieth of the lunar month and so have
never continued the Eyesight Fast. Is that why I have been having eye trouble lately?
My doctor in Cambridge, Massachusetts, recommends liver. It is a small world.
How my eyes did get well is still a puzzle to me. Would they have got well anyway if I had not gone to the
medicine man? When I took my medical course years later, I never came across any case of cataract being treated
by letting blood. At any rate, I got very poor marks in ophthalmology.
*
Children in our family began school at five years of age. Boys and girls were taught together until they were
twelve, afrer which the girls retreated to thc interior courtyards, to continue their education in less academic
subjecrs. Because of illness, I did not go to school until I was six. School then meant studying undcr private
teachers engaged to teach at home. Institutions of instruction open to the public were nor common until much
later.
There were two teachers in our family. One of them taught Big Brother, Second Brother, and two male distant
cousins, who were staying with us. The other taught Third Brother and me, and Fourth Cousin (son of Fifth
Uncle). Our first reader was the Three-Word Classic, a thirteenth-century rhymed reader for children, starting with
human nature being good and going on through an outline of Chinese history to everything else about the world. I
was the only girl in the school, and was given a Women’s Classic for supplementary reading. I hated it, because its
chief theme was to make a woman know her place of unimportance. As this was a book of no recognized
standing, I was permitted to go unprepared with it most of the time.
School hours were from nine to twelve, and again from one to six. But all the pupils of the same teacher had to
stay in school if one of them could not finish the day’s assignment at the dismissal hour. As Fourth Cousin was
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younger and slower, I often scolded him bitterly for being the cause of my having to stay after school. This
usually made him cry and slowed down his work still further. For my part, I usually finished my lesson in half of
the assigned hours. So I had to find enough mischiefs to keep myself occupied the rest of the time.
Our classroom was in a courtyard just outside of Great-grandma’s. Outside of the lunch hour, we were
permitted to leave the classroom four times a day. Since I was a girl, I had to go inside to Great-grandma’s room,
while the boys could find any place in the outside courtyard that was convenient.
My trips to Great-grandma’s courtyard gave me wonderful opportunities. What wouldn’t a great-grandma do to
spoil a great-grandchild? She would give me little chores to do, or even errands to run, so that I could visit the
other courtyards too. On one of such occasions, Teacher sent word complaining that I was overstretching my four
daily trips. Thereupon Great-grandma came out herself and, wielding her staff in the face of the teacher, told him
that it was his duty to teach the children how to serve their elders. Not daring to answer back, my teacher appealed
to Grandfather. Grandfather, the great liberal, said:
“Young man, don’t drive your pupils too hard. If you do, you will spoil their taste for books and learning.
Besides, if the girl has finished her work, why can’t she go and play?”
Still not satisfied with the verdict, our conscientious teacher appealed to one generation further down, his
generation. The fathers being out during the day, he had to send in the appeal to the mothers, by messenger, as it
would not have been proper for a man to speak to womenfolk of the same age group who were not his relatives.
The message got garbled on the way and, by the time it reached the inner courtyards, possibly through another
audio-stage of amplification when it passed the input-output channels of the maidservants, the story of one
student’s truancy had grown to a strike by the whole class.
All the mothers called in all the members of the class for a spanking. Auntie spanked her son, Third Brother.
Fifth Aunt spanked her son, Fourth Cousin. But my mother let me, the real offender, go unpunished, as she was
sensitive about my being her adopted child. Besides, she thought it was not so important for a girl to study
anyway. Third Brother was stammering too badly to be able to explain the situation. Fourth Cousin, on his part,
thought that he was being justly spanked for holding up the class by being too slow, and made me feel bad about
his receiving the purnshment in such good grace.
The news of the development angered Great-grandma. She went out of one courtyard and into another scolding
the teacher.
“What is a teacher being fed\fn{ The word chiung, which was actually used, was even stronger. It is a dialect word of Shihtai,
Anhwei, of unknown etymology, meaning “to keep as domestic animals.” } for? To punish the children bccause he doesn’t
know how to teach? And, besides, how dare a young man have messages :sent into the inside courtyards? What
are our morals coming to?” Grandfather also blamed the teacher for making so much fuss about such a small
matter.
The teacher was discouraged and wanted to leave. To avoid the trouble of getting another teacher, who might
not be any better, Mother tried to amend matters by getting :somebody to apologize to him. No properly qualified
person was willing, and she could not go herself, of course. Finally, she got Old Ts’ai to put on his half~length
“ridingcoat” over his gown and he went to perform a full kowtow and made a formal apology to our teacher.
He knew, of course., that Old Ts’ai was only the gateman. But a full kowtow from anyone in such gentlemanly
dress and manners was enough to restore his self-respect, and so he was able to remain with dignity.
Our mothers, however, had to kowtow to Great-grandma. The theory was that, if for any reason a senior
member of the family was angered or made unhappy, it was due to lack of filial piety on the part of the children,
especially the daughters-in-law and granddaughters-in-law.
After this incident, the rule was changed, so that each pupil was assigned as much work as he or I could finish
by six o’clock, and not before.
In China, New Year holidays lasted from five days for stores to nearly a month for schools. There was no
conception of a summer vacation until new-style schools were inaugurated. Grandfather ruled, however, that there
should be no school for the day whenever the thermometer—one of those new-fangled things he had brought from
England, reached 90 degrees Fahrenheit.
The thermometer was hung on the shady side of a column at thc corner of the porch. So the three of us in our
class agreed on a plan. When we went out on our regulation trips, we would take turns in taking down the
thermometer and holding it in the sun for a minute or two. After giving the thermometer three such treatments in
close succession, the last one coming in would bring it in to show our teacher that it was hot enough to dismiss
school. Soon Teacher began to wonder why Nanking had such a series of hot spells. So hc took the thermometer
in and put it on his desk. After that, the heat waves became less frequent.
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I was not a quite reverent follower of the sages, and got into trouble once by questioning their authority. When
I read that Confucius would not eat roeat that was not cut in regular shapes, I said:
“What a wasteful man Confucius was! If only regular cuts are fit to eat, what’s going to be done with the
corners and things?”
This brought a severe reprimand and a threat of beating from Big Uncle and Father. How dare I criticize the
Great Sage!
A favorite game of school children of our age was to parodize our lessons. When we were taught the Hundred
Family Surnames, a Sung dynasty rhymed reader (aetually containing 438 surnames), we would add
interpolations like these:
Chao, Ch’ien, Sun, Li,
Teacher’s too poor to buy mi (rice).
Chou, Wu, Cheng, Wang,
Teacher has no ch’uang (bed).
Feng, Ch’en, Ch’u, Wei,
Teacher has no pei (bedding).
Chiang, Shen, Han, Yang,
Teacher is afraid of my Shih-niang (Teacher's wife).

In this manner, I acquired my classical education at home. I do not know whether I learned more from my
teacher or from my grandfathcr and father. Probably the former provided the occasion and material and the latter
gave me light and incentive. Between chores from Great-grandma and the hot spells, real or artificial, I managed
to learn by heart, in unparodized form, The Great Learning, The Doctrine of the Mean, Confucius’ Analects,
Mencius’ Book of Odes, parts of Tso’s Chronicles, Three Hundred Poems of the T’angs, some of the T’ang essays,
and, from hearing my big sisters reading aloud, snatches of the Diamond Sutrta and other Buddhist scriptures. I
was permittcd to read “idle books,” as novels were then called, but they were not considered educative—all right
for womenfolk.
One thing in which I feel I have never quite graduated is calligraphy. My father used to say that a person’s
handwriting was his intellectual physiognomy. Fine ideas presented in a poor hand were under as great a
disadvantage as a fine personality behind an underprivileged face.
But I did not listen to his advice. Today I annoy and amuse my friends by filling my letters with illegible and
even madc-up characters.
*
As I have told you, I havc oftcn been complimented for not being likc a woman. I feel as natural in the
company of men as in the company of women, if not more so. For to be called “Little Master Three” and to be
dressed as “Little Master Three” also made me feel and behave as “Little Master Three.”
I was privileged to do things which none of my sisters or female cousins would dream of doing. Winters, I
would go out in the early morning and sneak into the bedrooms of men guests in the outer courtyards and stick
snow balls at their feet inside their nice and warm quilts. One of my victims was Uncle Li, sworn brother of Big
Uncle. He was then living with us as Big Uncle’s secretary-interpreter when Big Uncle supervised the
construction of forts of Nanking on Lion Hill and Mufu Hill with the aid of German technicians.
Big Brother, Third Brother, and I were great friends with Unclc Li. Every morning before school, Huang Ma
would take me out to buy three hot sesame biscuits, Uncle Li’s favorite breakfast food. One morning, after I gave
him the biscuits, he closed the door, told me to put out my hand, and gave me five whacks with a ruler.
“You know what lou have done?”
“I don’t know,” I said. “How can I know if you don’t tell me?”
“You must have put a whole snow man in my bed. How could I sleep with half of my bed wet?”
“What proof have you that it was snow?” I demanded. “Maybe it was this, this, this, this, this!” as I spanked
him five times with his ruler. “There! That’ll make you a good boy!” and I opened the door and ran away before
he could catch me.
“Ch’uanti,” he shouted after me, “if you want to be naughty, you should at least be honest about it. No good
arguing against reason!”
“You can’t convict a person without evidence,” I shouted back, and, gauging the distance that was separating
me from him, I added, “You are lucky that I did do it this time,” and quickened my steps.
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“Wait a minute, Ch’uanti,” he said, evidently pleased with my confession. “When you are married, I am going
to tell this story to your husband.” Later, he said to my father:
“Second Brother, I see that you have adopted a ‘son’ all right. Better teach her well, otherwise she not only
would not make a peaceful daughter-in-law in the home, but might also make trouble in society.”
Several years after Li Yuan-hung retired from serving two terms as the second President of China, I visited him
at his Tientsin residence. The first thing he said to me was:
“Are you still as naughty as before, Ch’uanti?”
A vitally important part of my male attire was that I never had my feet bound. Foot-binding was relatively less
universal in the lower Yangtze valley, where women often had to work in ankle-deep water in the rice fields. But
for a family of our standing, it took a revolutionary like my grandfather to connive at failure to observe footbinding. My father, feeling that he was adopting a “son,” was also willing to let my feet go where they wanted.
This irked Aunt Ch’eng, my prospective mother-in-law.
“What kind of a looking bride will that girl turn out to be, with a pair of webby feet thumping along in front of
the red skirt! When she arrives at our house, how will the servants be able to tell whether it’s the bride or a newly
bought slave girl?”
This made me hate her and started my thoughts of getting out of the whole arrangement. Big Brother made up
a jingle about my feet:
Boy of a girl,
With great big feet,
With face unwashed,
She goes outdoors for things to eat,
And coming home,
She argues and debates with heat.

My unlimited range of activities once almost cost me my life.
At the back of our house, there was a vegetable garden and a stable in which Big Uncle kept two horses, one
white and one gray, for riding to the forts he was working on. One day the groom was washing and combing one
of the horses and, as I was admiring the smoothened, shiny tail, he said:
“Little Master Three could have some of the horse’s tail for a fly swatter.
He would get me a pair of scissors to cut with as soon as he was through with the grooming. Being, as usual,
too impatient to wait, I started to pull some of the hair from the horse’s tail.
With what seeme a thunderbolt of a hoof, it floored me, with a big bruise on my chest. After first aid was
applied, it did not seem to bother me when the bruise disappeared.
Two years after that, I had spells of low fever. They told me that it was due to injury to the lungs. The fever
disappeared after half a year. I do not remember how I got well; it left no after-effect of any kind.
My life as a boy reached full manhood when I went pleasure-boating on the Ch’inhuai River inside Nanking
city with Fifth Uncle and elder brothers, engaging singsong girls, one girl to each gentleman. According to our
family standards of the time, it was wrong to stay with the singsong girls overnight, but it was respectable practice
to send for the same girls when you were in a restaurant or a houseboat. When they came, they did not join you at
the table, but sat behind their respective patrons to drink, banter, or sing. After an hour or two, you dismissed
them with two to five dollars, depending upon their popularity. It was a tame affair compared with what goes on at
a modern night dub. But I was very proud to be old enough to go bad by having a twdve-year-old singsong girl
(older than I was) to sit with me and eat melon seeds at the bow of the boat, while Fifth Uncle and elder brothers
drank noisily inside with older girls. I often boast of this to my husband, who has never called in a singsong girl in
his life, not to say to go to one—at least not to say to me.
I regret the passing of the gay life on the Ch’inghuai Rivcr. From the Six Dynasties down to recent times, poets
sang of it. My family took part in it. Colored lanterns, with dancing reflections in the water, shining from the tea
houses, restaurants, and singsong.girl houses, flanking the meandering stream, are no longer lighted. Melodious
voices and flutes, echoing between the banks and the boats, are silent.
Cannot life be gay without commercialized love? At this transitional stage,\fn{ 1947; it was still not obvious that the
Communist Party would ultimately defeat the Nationalist Party and drive them from the mainland to Formosa, there to eventually become
Taiwan:H} when the New Life Movement is trying to stamp out old evils and when free men and women of a new

generation are still learning to feel natural in each other’s company, we should perhaps try to be patient while
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unseen stage hands are shifting the scenes in the drama of China. They will come around to the Ch’inghuai River
in time.
*
I am not a member of Kuomintang, but my family got quitc mixed up with the revolutionists, and 1 joined the
T’ungmeng Hui, predecessor of Kuomintang, when I was old enough. My grandfather was not much of a loyal
subject of the Ch’ing dynasty. Besides his disappointment in love I spoke of, his radical ideas must have been part
of the reason why he avoided official life after his return from abroad.
One summer evening, when I was about seven, my grandfather and my father were having a lively discussion
about constitutional government in Great Britain, while I was loitering around, or rather swinging on, one of the
latticed doors opening into the courtyard. I neither understood nor was interested in much of what they were
saying, until 1 heard them talk about people’s rights and systems of voting. I hated to be always told things and
thought it nice for everybody to have the right to say what they thought and decide things for themselves.
“What are ‘people’s rights’?” I asked. “Am 1 going to be people some time?”
“Don’t interrupt,” Father said sternly, “when big persons are talking. Where are your manners?” Then he
showed a faint smile, by which I knew he meant: “I will tell you all about it later.”
He had to make concessions to traditional manners, under which he had been brought up, but actually both
Grandfather and he encouraged the children, to the point of spoiling them, to ask questions and answer back. That
is probably why I have never learned to observe the-chair-recognizes-so-and-so style of social conversation, as
commonly followed by cultivated people in the West. By the time it is my floor, I usually have forgotten what I
wanted to say. Besides, how else can you stop a bore?
But to come back. Grandfather, seeing that Father’s rebuke was obviously perfunctory, said to me:
“Come. I will tell you about it now. Although Great Britain has a king, it has a constitution. You don’t know
what a constitution is? Well, to put it simply, a constitution is a system of first rules which everybody in the
country must obey, including the king. According to the British constitution, the people have the right to choose
by vote their representatives to form their government, and their representatives in the government vote on laws
and decisions on what is best for the people. If the government is bad, the people can vote to change it.”
“Have you the right to vote now, Grandpa?” I asked. “Can you vote to change the government?”
“Shh!” said two of my cousins who were also standing by. “You mustn’t say that. You might get beheaded for
such talk!”
I could not understand why anyone should be beheaded for carrying on such perfectly sensible discussions.
But Grandfather said:
“This has gone far enough. Some day your generation will understand, I hope.” And we dispersed in a hushhush atmosphere, which seemed to me strangely inappropriate.
That night, I asked Father again about people’s rights, especially as to whether a person had the right to decide
about his own affairs. He explained to me that, before accepting the responsibility of deciding things for oneself
and for society, one had to study the classics in order to know the past and go to modern schools in order to know
the present, and that in foreign countries one had to become of age before one could exercise one’s full rights.
Then, with a deep sigh, he added:
“But I am afraid your case is very difficult. It’s a pity.”
I wanted to ask him what he meant by that, but Mother became very angry and warned Father not to indulge
further in such dangerous talk, otherwise I might tell all the neighbors about what was going on in the house and
get everybody into trouble.
From that time on, I started to make a list of things which I would be able to decide for myself as soon as I
should be of age, which was still more than a dozen years away. Such as: stay up as late as I wanted to, swing on
the lattice door, quit practicing calligraphy, go out where I wanted to and return when I wanted to, and—let me
see—and why not break my engagement with Cousin Ch’eng and marry whom I wanted to? So that was put down
on my schedule.
One thing about me that seemed incongruous with my asser- tive and revolutionary tendencies was my fear of
ghosts. Our whole family, at least all the menfolk, were rationalists. Although Grandfather was the leading lay
Buddhist of the day, he was more of a “unitarian” than a “fundamentalist” in belief, and his chief work in
Buddhism was that of textual criticism and interpretation in philological or in rationalistic terms.
The result of this was that I had a much higher regard for Buddhism than did the other young modernists of my
age. We believed in Heaven, we believed in remembering and sacrificing to our deceased ancestors '”as if they
were there,” as Confucius put it. All of us children loved ghost stories, but ghosts didn’t really exist, of course.
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Nevertheless, I was awfully afraid of them. At the end of a day of brave words and brave action, when vegetableoil lamps with grass-pith wicks began to flicker and cast big, waving shadows on the walls all around, then I
would have to find grown-up persons to give support to my back.
One winter day, when I was talking loudly with Grandfather about the nonexistence of ghosts, Second Brother,
who was always jealous of my privileged position with Grandfather, interrupted me and said:
“You said you don’t believe in ghosts. All right, I dare you to walk alone in the night. I will bet you a whole
leg of fresh salted duck if you dare to walk alone in darkness from the last inside courtyard to the back of the
outside reception hall.”
The famous Nanking duck was a strong attraction. But it was the question of maintaining face in front of
Grandfather that was decisive.
“I accept the challenge,” I said.
Grandfather tried to find a way out for me by warning me that I might stumble in the dark, but I said it was all
right.
“Tonight,” Second Brother said, “shall we say at First Watch?”
“All right, First Watch, at the last stroke of eight o’clock.” I enunciated the last few words very clearly, as if
the new phraseology related to the foreign timepiece Grandfather had brought back would help charm away the
old-fashioned ghosts.
When the time came, and it was dark and cold, Second Brother and Third Brother went with me to the last
inside court- yard, while Fifth Uncle waited at the finishing line behind the outermost reception hall. Third
Brother was helpful. He told me to rub my brow upwards three times, so as to produce thirty feet of spiritual
flames to scare away the ghosts—not that they existed, but just to be prepared in case they changed their minds
about it.
“Upwards, not downwards, mind you!”
I did not like the waiting at all. I felt something creeping at my back. But I had to act the unconcerned.
“Dong, dong, dong dong, dong, dong, dong, dong!” went Grandfather’s grandfather’s clock.
At Third Brother’s “One, two, three!” I started to run—out of one courtyard into another, each time going
through a deep, hall-like central room. There were only seven courtyards to pass, but that night they seemed to be
interminable. 1 was sure 1 was being followed, not by my brothers, since it was a rustling sort of sound right close
behind me. The faster I ran, the closer it seemed to get—now actually crackling on my back! I did not say “Eeek!”
or anything like that, but kept right on, with both hands and both elbows over my head, forgetting that I might be
obstructing my own spiritual flames. Finally, panting and perspiring allover, I saw the dark form of Fifth Uncle
emerge gradually in front of the-well, it must have been the fourteenth courtyard now. In a few moments my
brothers also arrived.
“You win,” they said, and broke into inordinate laughter.
“What’s so funny about my winning the bet?” I wondered.
Then more rustling behind me. I quickly turned around—a thing I had not dared to do while I was running—
and found a big dried lotus leaf tied to my pigtail. But I was too tired from the running to fight with them that
night. The boys got a scolding from Auntie and Mother. They could have frightened me crazy, they said. But
actually they cured me of being afraid of ghosts.
During those years, the last years of the century, the dangerous thoughts in our family began to take less
academic forms. In 1896, two years after China suffered a great defeat from Japan, when forward-thinking people
in China began to experiment on new ways of government and education, a School of Current Affairs was
established at Changsha by the provincial government of Hunan. Hsiung His-ling was supervisor—as a principal
was then called—and my father was business director and teacher of surveying.
After a brief but intense activity of two years, the school was closed by the authorities for teaching
revolutionary ideas, and the supervisor was put in prison. Father was out of a job and returned to Nanking,
bringing with him a bad record in the eyes of the authorities.
One summer evening, when I was about nine, Grandfather and Fifth Uncle rushed excitedly to various
courtyards and told our mothers to take all the children to two neighboring rice stores through our back door and
to stay there until further word. Soldiers were coming soon to surround and search our house for propaganda
literature.
As the local garrison com- mander was known to our family, he had sent word in advance so that anything
embarrassing could be put away in time. When after many hours we were told to go home, I found everybody still
talking in subdued tones. They had heard a report that Big Uncle had been arrested while in Tientsin, because of
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his association with T’an Szu-tung. When it was learned that T’an was executed, consternation reigned in our
house.
I must explain that T’an Szut’ung was executed by the Empress Dowager in the coup d’etat of 1898. Today,
the reformist loyalists led by K’ang Yuwei, Liang Ch’ich’ao, T’an Szut’ung, and others, seem pretty oldfashioned. Their aim was to help the emperor Tetsung, popularly known by his era name Kuang-hsü, seize power
from the Empress Dowager, in order to introduce progressive measures, working ultimately to a constitutional
monarchy.
Plans went awry and, with the hclp of Prince Tuan, the Empress Dowagcr shut up the Emperor on the Yingt’ai
Island in the “South Sea” inside Peking and executed six of the lcaders, including T’an. K’ang and Liang escaped
to Japan. Thus ended the reformist movement.
Now, T’an Szut’ung was my grandfather’s pupil in Buddhism and a friend of our family. Big Uncle had
accompanied him to Peking. The night before his arrest, T’an already got wind that things were going all wrong.
He warned Big Uncle to run for it first.
But, in our Nanking home, agony grew daily as the family waited for the news, not knowing when it would
come and what it would be when it came. It would not do to write or telegraph; we just had to wait. For me, badtempered, autocratic Big Uncle became the nicest father. If I could see him only once more to tell him how badly I
had always behaved towards him!
Two weeks passed.
“My son,” said Grandfather, after the excitement and tearful rejoicing had subsided enough for one person to
talk at a time, “I have a job for you. I have bought three and half acres of ground on Yenling Hsiang. Would you
like to supervise the construction of our family’s new residence?”
He knew that Big Uncle would not and could not stay quietly at home, and yet for the time being he had better
not take any public job. So he let him apply his skill as a builder of fortresses to the building of a house.
*
Yenling Hsiang means much to me now. because the house is still standing. Damages from a small fire during
the Japancse occupation of Nanking (1937-45) have been rcpaired. With about the same number of rooms over a
much larger lot, it is even more of a sprawling affair than our first house. The southern fence wall is so long that
the street changes its name from Yangkung Well to Kungchia Bridge. There is a pond at the southwestern corner,
with fish big enough to make liars of us, who catch them for supper. The main courtyards are grouped in centerback. The main door opens eastward at No. 49 Yenling Hsiang, which is a secondary street one block—if you can
speak of blocks in Chinese cities—west of Hua-p’ailou.
But formerly it was the main macadamized highway leading from Hsiakuan, Nanking’s port, four miles away.
At the upper right-hand corner of the entrance, there is a sign “Ch’ih-chow Yang’s Residence,” Ch’ih-chow being
the prefecture in Anhwei to which our original district Shihtai belonged.
Across the top is another sign: “The Chinling Buddhist Press.” For, along with his family, Grandfather moved
to the new place also the establishment for printing the Tripitaka and other Buddhist works he was editing. The
wood blocks for printing occupy a whole courtyard of rooms. Little spiritual foxes, beings intermediate between
gods and devils, haunt the courtyards and bring you nightmares by lying on your chest during your sleep.
especially since the house became old.
But it was a brand-new house when we moved into it in the summer of 1899. In fact we could not wait for the
lacquer and paint to dry—that is, Great-grandma could not wait. She was very sick that summer and wanted to die
in her new house. On a very hot summer day, she was carried on a reclining chair, or bed, through a tour of the
nice new courtyards. She was satisfied and happy.
Three weeks later, she passed on. Her life had spanned almost exactly the length of the nineteenth century.
There were the usual elaborate forms of mourning in the household. An altar in front of the coffin was set up in a
central hall. Mourning at home was divided, as usual, into seven times seven, or forty-nine days. This time I
understood why everybody wore coarse white eloth. Choruses of Buddhist monks said all-day and all-night
masses every seven days. Relatives and guests came at all hours of the day to kowtow to the altar and give
condolences to the family. The family, especially the women, had to cry whenever a guest kowtowed, as it would
mean bad luck to him to be received in silence.
As my grandmother had died before my great-grandmother, the duty of greeting by crying fell on my mother
and aunts. There were six granddaughters-in-law of the deceased to divide the crying schedule into three shifts.
Once, while Fifth Aunt was eating her lunch, one of us youngsters said:
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“Hurry up, Fifth Aunt! Here are some guests. It’s your turn.” Running over from the west courtyard in her
fluttering white gown, she started to cry, with a morsel of rice still in her mouth.
“Swallow your rice before you cry,” I said, as I stood beside the entrance to the main courtyard.
Thereupon she broke into uncontrollable laughter. Fortunately it was not real guests that were coming in.
Brothers and cousins had put on gowns two sizes bigger than their own to stage-set the whole thing. For this, Big
Uncle locked us all up for a whole day without food.
Otherwise, the funeral was a great success, as Mencius put it, in the passage about proper forms of mourning.
In China, when a person lives to a very old age (my great-grandmother was ninety-eight), the funeral takes on the
color of festivities. While our family wore white, guests presented us with draperies of red silk instead of the
usual blue cotton. This made the decorations in the receftion halls gay with colors of life. To us children, the
period of mourning meant also an unscheduled long vacation from school.
When I was nine, my mother was still childless. That summer, Fifth Aunt gave birth to a boy. As she already
had a boy, the boy was adopted by my father and mother as son. I called him Sixth Brother, being the sixth
grandson in the family. Because of Great-grandmother’s death, no celebration of birth or adoption was held until
my birthday in the autumn.
It was my ninth birthday, and I was ten years old by Chinese reckoning. I did not know why they gave me such
a big party. Why did I have so many new clothes? Why were there more guests than ever? Why were there so
many grown-up guests at a child’s birthday?
So Mother explained to me that, because I was engaged, it was not likely that I would have my next big tenyear birthday at home. She said that, unlike the women of Western countries Father told her about, who were free
to go about choosing their own mates, Chinese women had to obey the word of their elders to determine their
future for them and that, though she was opposed to the match, Grandmother’s orders had to be obeyed.
She wished that I would be more cooperative in ameliorating matters by learning more of the arts of women, in
order to be an acceptable daughter-in-law. Looking at the way Auntie, Big Sister, and Father, and especially
Grandfather, were spoiling me, she could not share Father’s confidence in my ultimately growing to be a sensible
person. She thought it a waste of money for Father to give me an education instead of concentrating on educating
the real son adopted, that is, Sixth Brother.
She did not say all this during that one day, but enough of it in that depressing tone to spoil my birthday for
me. I tried to argue back as usual. But the pressure of mores, especially in the form of such lively and festive
celebrations, was so overwhelming that even I felt helpless at the time. I suppose I would have succumbed if it
had been my wedding. My first big birthday was not a happy birthday to me.
*
I do not believe in behaviorism. I practice it. If consciousness means talking to oneself about oneself, then I
must have vegitated—or “animated”—for years before I attained consciousness. As Little Master Three, I had no
clear idea as to what it was to be a woman. My remoteness from women’s affairs could be seen from my surprise
when I heard that needles had holes in them. Stirring crises there had been, both emotional and physical, as I have
told you, but they had all seemed to be part of the events of the family, rather than inside myself. Even after I
began to think that I was thinking about myself, my thoughts about me continued to consist largely of echoes of
words of Mother, Father, Grandfather, Big Uncle, Auntie, sisters and brothers, Huang Ma, etc., etc., talking about
“Lan-sien,” “Ch’uanti,” or “Little Master Three.” When I thought about myself, there was little of “I” or “me”
about it.
But as I grew past my tenth birthday, I learned to behave and to make my own rules of behavior and my plans
for behaving. National events, sicknesses, family crises—they seemed to affect me more now than before, at least
differently from before.
One day, in the spring of 1900, I noticed that Grandfather was unusually angry.
“What a time for such nonsense!” he said gravely. “Never heard of people with such responsibilities trusting
affairs of the state to such an ignorant, superstitious lot of bandits! ‘When the nation totters, monsters rule.’ How
true are the words of Tso’s Chronicles!”
He was referring to the acts of the Empress Dowager and Prince Tuan in giving imperial sanction to the Boxers
to exterminate all foreign devils in the country. Armies of eight countries were converging on Peking. The court
was fleeing to Shansi.
Down in Nanking, we got only the tail of the storm. From our house, messengers were dispatched to the
crowded telegraph office to tell Big Uncle to hurry home from Tientsin and Father to turn back on his way to
Wuchang. We did not see any of the Boxers. But just to be safe, Mother put us to bed in the early afternoon every

416

day to keep us away from any evil spirit that might fly over to the Yangtze region. The servants put more trust
than we did in the devil-killing powers of the Boxers and their affiliates “the Red Lantern Shines” and “the Cult of
the White Lotus,” but they were afraid of them just the same. If any of the occult spirits should stray our way, they
could be struck down with the lid of a commode. For quite a while, therefore, the maidservants were unusually
diligent in keeping the commodes clean, so that they would have the lids ready if they saw any red lanterns or
white lotuses floating by.
It was the 15th of the seventh moon, the Chinese All Soul’s Night, when sacrificial alms were given hungry
ghosts and lotus candles were floated on ponds and long lines of incense were planted on the ground to help the
ghosts see. Not being satisfied with the special eggplant cakes eaten on this festival day and other things, Fifth
Uncle and brothers proposed to buy a roast duck—of equal if not greater fame than Nanking’s fresh-salted duck.
The news was bad, they reasoned, and we might not have another chance for a good feast in Nanking before the
Mid-autumn Festival a month hence, you know.
My fever could not have been from eating unclean duck bought from outside, since the incubation time should
have taken several days, and it started the very next day after the festival. After two relapses, caused once by
eating water caltrops and again by eating rice-hour dumplings, my fever was running into its third month, and,
when intestinal hemorrhage developed, my family got thoroughly alarmed. Because of the Boxer uprising, all
Western doctors had left Nanking and we had to go to old-style medicine, in which the treatment of typhoid fever
had had a history of eighteen hundred years.
My father consulted the doctor on the use of the cow-bezoar, a very potent drug, and concentrate of animal
glue, the former a Chinese typhoid specific and the latter something to help coagulation of the blood. These were
extreme measures. Besides being dangerous, the cow-bezoar was supposed to have the after-effect of a bad
temper. Aunt Ch’eng objected to the drug, because it would give her a bad-tempered daughter-in-law. This
angered Father.
“My dear sister,” he said, “the child’s life is the only thing that matters. If you don’t like the temper, I will keep
the child at home. You can call me disobedient to our mother if you like. But I will not permit you to put your
daughter-in-law’s sweet temper before my child’s life.”
So he allowed the doctor to give me the maximum dose. I was in a delirium. Seven or eight members of the
family kept continuous vigil for five days and five nights and did not go to sleep until they were sure that I had
passed the crisis. When I finally got up, after being bed-ridden for the whole autumn and winter, and started to
have my hair unsnarled, my pigtail came off in one piece. My present head of hair is a heavier crop, which started
to grow anew after that illness.
When I learned, during my convalescence, about the argument over the sulphur drug between Father and Aunt
Ch’eng, I was sure I would never want to be a member of the Ch’eng family.
I missed school for seven months. Both Father and Mother thought that I had grown enough to be taught as a
grown-up child. They differed a great deal, however, in their emphasis.
For Mother, the sooner I became conscious of being a girl the better. It was then that I started all the relatives
laughing when I thought it strange that every needle had a hole in it. Whenever one of their girls was poor at
sewing and embroidery, they would say,
“You are another Ch’uanti.”
My father, on the other hand, had other ideas. While he did not encourage any break with the Ch’engs, he was
not unaware of the growing likelihood of such an eventuality. Both Grand-father and Father often talked about the
freedom enjoyed by women in England—that was still before the days of Mrs. Pankhurst and the suffragettes. I
asked why our womenfolk shouldn’t start changing things ourselves by going out and meeting and speaking to
men of our class and why our sisters and aunts couldn’t take jobs outside. Somebody had to make a start some
time. But Father reasoned that it was no good to make a bad name for ourselves without helping the cause any.
There were too few of us.
It seemed all right to him, however, that if anything should happen between the Yangs and the Ch’engs—
marriage was always conceived in terms of families rather than individuals—it would be all right for the girl to go
into teaching. He had seen women teachers in England and when and if occasion should arise for me, the times
might have advanced far enough for a woman of good family to teach school. As he was out of a job at the time,
he started to give me some instruction in a few modern subjects. He taught me English, paper-and-pencil
arithmetic, as well as the usual arithmetic by abacus, and even a few sentences of French and German. But in his
pronunciation, the three foreign languages seemed to sound all alike. As soon as I learned to count in English, I
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said I had “two m-ma,” that is, two mamas. This was disrespectful, especially to Mother, and I was promptly
shushed.
You know thc common weakness of children. The more you treat them as adults, the more they have to live up
to their reputation. I never felt so proud as when Grandfather nicknamed me “Little Fairy Fair,” on account of my
insistence on dividmg things fairly.
In the summer of 1901, Grandfather proposed to divide his property among his children—no, I was too young
to help him in that. Rather, it was an occasion for me to learn. In China, the head of a family holds all its property
and all the earnings of grown-up children. He apportions the pooled income to various branches of the family
according to need. Division of property and income usually does not occur until after the death of the head of the
house, and even then it is considered brotherly not to divide the family too promptly.
But Grandfather had plans he wanted to see carried out during his lifetime. He had willed the house to the
Buddhist Press, with the condition that he and his descendants could live indefinitely in the courtyards not already
assigned to use for the Press. He divided his own farm ownings and savings in cash, out of which he had been
supplementing the income of the family, among his three sons then living—Big Uncle, Father, and Fifth Uncle—
with the injunction that they should subsidize the Press when they got well established themselves. From now on
he retired as the head of the household and was theoretically being supported by his sons.
I was still too young to understand about the property side of it, but it was fun to watch the masons and
carpenters remodel the row of seven big grass-fuel stoves into three separate parts and build three supplementary
coal ranges with bricks and mortar. Our original chef was assigned to serve the Press people. We three new small
families each employed a new cook.
The first morning for marketing, the three sisters-in-law, Auntie, Mother, and Fifth Aunt held a conference and
told their cooks to buy exactly the same things. Auntie had been at it for thirty years and all of them were used to
keeping house together. When the dishes were cooked, each “household” served a portion to Grandfather.
“Isn’t this nice?” he said. “Formerly, I had only one portion, now I have three portions of everything.”
After disposing of the important transactions concerning property, Grandfather took out a great array of
crockery, silver, glasses, bric-a-brac, blankets, which he had bought from abroad, and silk and formal robes he had
not worn for years.
“Little Fairy Fair,” he said to me, “you divide these things among the three houses!”
I had divided cakes and fruits and even dishes of food, but this was frightening. Fortunately, they were used to
me already. I had always advocated proportional representation. Of the people in the three households, ours were
the least numerous, as the only children in it were Sixth Brother and me, the two adopted children. Besides, Father
was earning more money than Big Uncle or Fifth Uncle. Therefore I had always assigned the smallest share to
ourselves. For this, Mother called me “big gun,” that is, a thoughtless person. Her logic was that since we had half
as many children, each child should get twice as much of everything as any of the other children.
After the family was formally divided, Grandfather told each of his sons that whoever was able to support his
family whilt working outside would be permitted to take his family along. Big Uncle was then in charge of the
Wuchang Arsenal, and since Auntie had toiled at home for thirty years, she had the best right to go out for a
change. This meant taking with them Big and Second Sisters, and Big, Second, and Third Brothers. Because
Second Sister had been attending to Grandfather about his personal wants, Big Uncle was going to leave her
behind, but Grandfather would not have it. Instead, he called Cousine Lang, Auntie’s own niece, to come to our
family and take care of him.
I was very sad because my (actual) brothers and my very motherly Big and Second Sisters were going so far
away—400 miles up the river was then a great distance. Just before sailing, when I was trying to be brave and
noisily cheerful, sisters whispered into my ears:
“Little Third Sister, you shall come to visit us in Hupeh at Big Brother’s wedding.”
I was already quite a big girl in 1901. I was almost as tall as I am now, which is not tall. But as I lacked the
enhancement of the weight which I have since acquired during the following forty-odd years, I appeared very tall
and thin, and was nick- named “Lamp-post.” I grew more awkward in the attire and under the title of “Little
Master Three.”
And I was conscious that I was a woman when I found that I could not romp as well on some days as on
others. Father was supervising the Iron Mines at Tayeh—he was always supervising things. One day, Mother got a
letter from him saying that I was too big to continue studying in the same school with the boys and that I had
better begin to wear women’s clothes. Auntie, who had gone to Wuchang, Hupch, scnt mc two very bcautiful
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dresses made of grass linen, for which that region was famous. Big Sister also often advised me to change into
women’s dresses.
So, on the 21st day of the seventh moon, I remember it was the day of Big Brother’s formal engagement, “little
Master Three” became “little Miss Three.” …
208.41 Excerpt from Last Chance In Manchuria: The Diary Of Chang Kia-ngau\fn{by Chang Kia-ngau aka Chang
Kung-ch’uan (1889-1979)} Chia-ting, Kiangsu Province (nr. Shanghai), China (M) 16
February 1, 1946
Today is the date for the Soviets to withdraw their troops from the Northeast. I am anxious to know Soviet
intentions and inclinations thus, at 1 P.M. I asked Vice-Chief of Staff Tung to call on the Soviet Chief of Staff,
Major General Trotsynko, to ask him about the actual conditions surrounding the withdrawal of Soviet troops.
Trotsynko replied,
With respect to the conditions surrounding the withdrawal of Soviet troops, by now Soviet troops in Jehol already
have withdrawn entirely into Outer Mongolia. Beginning January 15, Soviet troops in Mukden also began withdrawing;
as of today only 80 trainloads have managed to withdraw. Even these have encountered the greatest difficulties.
Because of the need to wait to replenish coal and change locomotives, many trains have had to stop along the way for
as long as two or three days. With respect to Soviet troops in the area of Hsin-min and Chang-wu, by now they already
have withdrawn entirely.

Then Tung asked whether he could give us the dates when Soviet troops will complete their withdrawal from
Mukden and when they will withdraw from Ch’ang-ch’un and Harbin. He replied,
“Right now, there still is no way to give you the dates.”
From this already it is very clear that the Soviets purposely and unilaterally are delaying the date for
withdrawal of troops from the Northeast.
At one o’clock I called on the Soviet economic counselor to sound him out. First, I discussed the question of
housing. He insisted that the Soviets cannot purchase again whatever housing they already have paid for in full. I
then allowed them to pay us a total sum. In the future, the two sides will settle all accounts at the same time. He
asked whether there will be obstructions when the Soviets have transactions with municipal governments. I
replied that there will be no obstructions. Then we discussed the economic question. He said Marshal Malinovsky
would like to talk with me. Immediately, it was arranged for me to see Malinovsky at 4 P.M.
Marshal Malinovsky and I talked for two and a half hours. Today’s talk with Marshal Malinovsky was
exceedingly important. Soviet views were fully disclosed. Our authorities suspect that even if we reach an
agreement on economic cooperation the Soviets still may not withdraw their troops. Judging from Marshal
Malinovsky’s tone, this really is not the case. On the other hand, the most important point is that the Soviets
acknowledge as units of the Eighth Route Army only armed irregular forces south of Fengtien and the area of
Jehol. Our talk went as follows: Economic Counselor Sladkovsky was present.
MALINOVSKY: I deeply regret that during Madame Chiang’s recent trip to Ch’ang-ch’un I was unable personally
to pay my respects. I express my deep gratitude for Madame Chiang’s visit.

I: I was delighted and grateful that in Ch’ang-ch’un Madame was received on your behalf by the chief of staff
of your army. It is too bad that Your Excellency happened to be away so that you were unable to meet with her.
This is regrettable.
MALINOVSKY: I hear that Your Excellency intends to take a trip back to Chungking.

I: I intend to go there during the Spring Festival\fn{The Chinese lunar New Year} holidays. There are many
questions that I must report on to my government and seek a solution to.
MALINOVSKY: When Your Excellency arrives in Chungking please convey for me to President and Madame
Chiang my gratitude for Madame Chiang’s visit to Ch’ang-ch’un.

I: I will. Just now, Counselor Sladkovsky mentioned that Your Excellency wanted to talk with me. I have not
seen Your Excellency for a long time. I also am very willing to talk.
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MALINOVSKY: Before Your Excellency leaves Ch’ang-ch'un, I wish to exchange with Your Excellency opinions
about the question of Sino-Soviet economic cooperation. For a long time Your Excellency and Counselor Sladkovsky
have engaged in negotiations on this question. The Soviet government has invested me and Counselor Sladkovsky with
full power to deal with this matter. Now much time has passed and much discussion has taken place. Yet, there has been
no progress at all. Now, let me first ask Counselor Sladkovsky to give us a report on the state of negotiations about this
case.
SLADKOVSKY: Negotiations began as early as November of last year. On November 20 the Soviets proposed an
inventory. In this inventory there was listed for joint management by China and the Soviet Union the various
enterprises formerly affiliated with the Manchurian Heavy Industry Company and the Manchurian Electric Company,
as well as a number of factories that formerly served the Kwantung Army and that were purely military in nature.
During the negotiations Mr. Chang indicated that the Chinese wish to manage a number of factories by themselves. So I
reported his views to my government. In the inventory that it proposed the second time, the Soviet government greatly
reduced the total number of enterprises to be managed jointly. I told Mr. Chang that the Soviets regard as war booty all
the aforementioned types of enterprises because they belonged to a military industry targeted on the Soviet Union. But
there are a large number of factories that, although they met Japanese military needs, the Soviets are still willing to
hand back to China. Mr. Chang indicated that the Chinese are unwilling to establish a large company suggestive of
having a monopolistic nature. Therefore, the Soviets proposed organizing eleven companies. In the second inventory it
proposed, the Soviet government reduced the number of coal mines from 22 to 9, the number of power plants from 54
to 16, the number of machine-building industries from 14 to 6, and the number of iron and steel industries from 3
complexes (Tung-pien-tao, An-shan, and Pen-hsi-hu) to 2 (An-shan and Pen-hsi-hu). But in their answer the Chinese
thoroughly eradicated the Soviet position on war booty. Actually, the Chinese have omitted all important enterprises in
the Soviet inventory. If we adhere to the Chinese proposal, we definitely will not be able to create companies having a
commercial value. I discussed this issue with Mr. Chang many times. Our specialists also discussed it once with Mr.
Sun Yueh-chi. Mr. Chang also said in their proposal that, when appropriate, the Chinese still can increase slightly the
number of coal mines. The Chinese omitted all power plants, on the grounds that power plants are public utilities.
Hydroelectric power plants were not listed on the grounds that in areas adjacent to dams, privately owned fields and
land had been flooded. Actually, there is no basis at all for all this. Furthermore, the Chinese allege that the reason why
many enterprises are not listed in the inventory is that these were formerly private property. The omission of the very
important An-shan Iron Mine is tantamount to refusing to cooperate with us in the iron and steel industry. Where other
types of industry are concerned the Chinese also have omitted most factories. Furthermore, the Chinese propose that
the organization of companies be changed into two types and that in enterprises having to do with national resources
China and the Soviet Union cannot be equal. I must draw a conclusion concerning this proposal: namely, the Chinese
proposal cannot be conducive to the success of the negotiations.

I: After discussions started, our side could not agree to the Soviet interpretation of war booty. Our circuitous
negotiations caused a delay of a number of days. Then, after I returned to Ch’ang-ch’un from Nanking, I indicated
to Counselor Sladkovsky that we must follow another path. But Counselor Sladkovsky said that the Soviets must
stand firm on the war booty issue. Consequently, I proposed to Counselor Sladkovsky that we temporarily set
aside the question of war booty, discussing instead the types of enterprises actually to be managed cooperatively.
Therefore, our Ministry of Economics made a careful study, resulting in the Chinese delivering to you their
counter-plan. The general spirit of this plan is as follows:
The Chinese maintain that the Chinese people attach great importance to underground resources, which cannot
be regarded as war booty. Therefore, if we place the majority of our mines under joint Sino-Soviet management,
our people will conclude that foreigners have been given all rights to our mines. That is why Mr. Sun Yueh-chi
indicated that we are willing to place a number of excellent mines under joint Sino-Soviet management, but we
wish to manage the rest by ourselves. Mr. Sun already has communicated to Counselor Sladkovsky the details of
our proposal. In the future, China still can provide you with products from mines managed by China and can
appoint Soviet engineers in these mines. As for the iron and steel industry, the Chinese must manage by
themselves one of the two iron works. If in the future we need to replenish machinery in the hydroelectric power
plants, we can purchase it from the Soviet Union. We may very well even appoint and employ Soviet engineers in
these plants. All in all, the Chinese government must take into consideration popular opinion among its own
people and the expectations of its young technicians. Therefore, we want, within the limits possible, to employ
various methods of cooperating with the Soviets, but we will not use only one type of method for joint
management.
If, after my return to Chungking, I discuss this issue with various circles I must be prepared to deal with not
only economic but also political opinions. Therefore, I would like to take advantage of this opportunity to discuss
with Your Excellency the political question. Politics and economics are intimately related. At present, the Chinese
government has been plunged into a very difficult situation because the general public reproaches our government
for spending several months taking over only a few cities. As for taking over provinces, this has been nominal.
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The reason is that in areas outside the provincial capitals there has been extraordinarily rampant activity by the
Eighth Route Army. This has created a situation in which the central government only shoulders obligations under
the Sino-Soviet treaty but cannot enjoy the rights it deserves. Therefore, in the opinion of the Chinese public, if
now we formulate measures for economic cooperation with the Soviets perhaps we still will have only obligations
while others enjoy rights. Now, I’ve stated this frankly. Then, respecting the question of withdrawal of your
troops: by now the date of withdrawal is already here. I wonder what are recent Soviet plans for withdrawing
troops.
MALINOVSKY: It seems that before the thirteenth of last month there was no difficulty in your taking over various
prefectures.

I: Recently our effort to take over Chiu-t’ai prefecture was frustrated, by local armed irregular forces.
MALINOVKSY: I will settle this problem on your behalf. Personally, I do not wish to stay here permanently. I
deeply desire to go back to my own country soon. We can temporarily set aside the war booty question and not discuss
it. Instead, we wish to speedily settle upon the measures for economic cooperation. Within Chinese territory all goods,
whether above or below the ground, sooner or later will belong to China. The Soviets have no intention of taking
possession of them. But in order to achieve dynamic economic cooperation, we must have a healthy, reasonable
organization. For example, if you omit He-kang from the coal mines and An-shan from the iron works, there will be no
need whatsoever to discuss economic cooperation. Nor must hydroelectric power plants be omitted. They must not be
regarded as public utilities but instead should be considered the foundation for the major source of power. I understand
well the state of mind that causes the Chinese to want an opportunity to run industries by themselves. But joint
management does not mean that all the enterprises will belong to the Soviet Union. Products of the jointly managed
enterprises still will meet the needs of the Chinese. As for the question of importing and exporting products, we will
formulate another agreement. You must know that the Soviets are not willing to let the nine northeastern provinces
again become a base for anti-Soviet activities.
This kind of plan for cooperation is merely a precautionary measure for our own safety and really does not imply an
ambition for economic aggression in the Northeast. Manchurian industry existed purely to meet military needs.
Furthermore, topographically Manchuria. is adjacent to the Soviet Union and protrudes a long way into Soviet territory.
Therefore, we must rely on economic cooperation to eliminate the threat that Manchuria poses to the Soviet Union. I
am deeply aware that China and the Soviet Union will never go to war. But I fear that a foreign power, a wolf in sheep’s
clothing, may encroach on Manchuria. Furthermore, although Japan has been defeated in the war, there is no guarantee
that in several years it will not again become a military factor. Japans imperial government and people differ from those
of defeated Germany, which cannot become again an integrated nation. This is why the Soviets are very anxious to
establish an organization for economic cooperation with the Chinese. In this we have not the least ambition. The sooner
this question is settled, the sooner an economic foundation can be reinforced and the greater the benefit for China.
With respect to the political question, I well understand what Your Excellency says about the difficult conditions in
taking over the various provinces and cities. But the Soviets really are not hindering the transportation of Chinese
troops or China’s taking over various places. On the contrary, they have given China all kinds of assistance. Moreover,
Soviet troops remain here precisely for the purpose of helping the Chinese complete the task. Certainly, three or four
thousand of your troops airlifted into Manchuria and your two divisions that have entered Fengtien will not be able to
consolidate China’s strength in Manchuria because the Eighth Route Army and other armed forces allegedly have
500,000 men. The Chinese should settle this by themselves. If you want the Soviet Union to settle this for you, then I
assert that we have no right to interfere in China’s internal affairs. The Soviets cannot take the blame for the
complicated political situation in the Northeast. Concerning the question of the withdrawal of Soviet troops, at present
they are in the process of withdrawing. Troops stationed in Chih-feng, To-lun, etc., as well as those stationed beyond
the railroad line, such as Hsin-min and Chang-wu, have already withdrawn entirely. However, in order to maintain our
line of communication, we have not been able to withdraw totally from along the railroad line.
In sum, if the Chinese continue to procrastinate on the question of economic cooperation, while engaging in
activities that smack of gambling and conniving, then industry will come to a standstill and continue to be destroyed;
the social order never will be restored. Therefore, we should seek a sincere and realistic settlement of this question. On
the other hand, certainly the counter-plan proposed by the Chinese will not settle the question.

I: The Chinese have no intention of conducting negotiations with the Soviets in a way that smacks of
gambling. They very much wish to find a path to a settlement on economic cooperation agreeable to both sides.
With respect to the political question, since for the time being our troops cannot arrive, we have no way of dealing
with armed irregular forces in various places. Even with respect to the takeover of the various provinces, in every
province the Soviets should assist us in taking over the various county seats around the provincial capitals.
MALINOVSKY: The Soviet Army has not hindered Chinese troops from entering. Your troops can go right ahead
and enter various places by way of Fengtien. Nor have the Soviets placed any restrictions on their number.

421

I: Formerly, there was no Eighth Route Army here. Therefore, the armed forces in various prefectures should
be regarded as armed irregular forces.
MALINOVSKY: According to our intelligence, the regular Eighth Route Army was south of Fengtien, and in Jehol.
As for armed forces north of Fengtien, they all were irregular troops. There even were troops who claimed to belong to
the central government of China. We hear that such troops all are secretly in liaison with representatives of your central
government. There is a man by the name of Kuo Ch’a-sheng (a transliteration), who calls himself commander in chief
of the Northeastern Army. Subsequently, the Soviets found out that he was chief of staff to General Tu Yü-ming. These
troops often made trouble for the Soviet Army, killing its officers and soldiers. The Chinese should find ways to
suppress them.

I: How are we to suppress them?
MALINOVSKY: You can issue orders disbanding them. The Soviets cannot interfere in China’s internal affairs. I
presume that eventually the Chinese and these troops will find a path to a compromise. Actually, Soviet troops are not
large in number, so we cannot send many troops to the various prefectures to assist China in its takeover. To sum up,
you cannot entirely fix on the Soviets the blame for your difficulties in taking over. Currently, you should speedily send
into the Northeast a large number of troops, and your takeover officials going into outlying prefectures should behave
more boldly.

I: On what date do Soviet troops intend to leave Ch’ang-ch’un?
MALINOVSKY: No definite date has yet been set.

I: After my return to Chungking, may I report to my government that Soviet troops beyond the rail line already
have withdrawn, that those in other places are in the process of withdrawing, and that only those stationed along
the rail line for the purpose of temporarily ensuring communications are postponing their withdrawal? Can I
report in this way?
MALINOVSKY: Yes. All in all, we hope that the two sides can speedily settle all questions, so that Soviet troops
quickly can withdraw. I also would like to ask why the Chinese have refused to discuss the issue of jointly managing
the Civil Aviation Company and the Sungari River Steamship Company.

I: Ours is not a permanent refusal. We cannot immediately discuss this matter because it involves
communications and has not yet been studied or discussed by our ministry in charge. Furthermore, our central
government’s policy with regard to civil aviation is to gradually manage it by ourselves. River navigation involves
the right to internal navigation. We must take time to study both these issues.
MALINOVSKY: We can manage the Civil Aviation Company along the lines of the Sino-Soviet Aviation Company
in Sinkiang. As for the Sungari River Steamship Company, the Sungari cannot totally be regarded as an internal river of
China’s because the river intersects with the Ussuri and the lower reaches of the Amur in the Soviet Union.

I: I also would like to ask Your Excellency how far the Soviets are willing to go in making concessions. For
example, the Soviets insist that the An-shan Iron Works be added. Does this mean that after we have added Anshan to the cooperatively managed enterprises, the Pen-hsi-hu Iron Works will be handed over to us, to manage by
ourselves?
MALINOVXSY (After reflecting a moment): It would be best for us\fn{The Chinese} to formulate another plan
representing the central government, just as the Soviet plan represents the Soviet government. Your current plan can be
regarded only as a plan of your Ministry of Economics. Let’s resume our discussion as soon as your side has proposed a
plan representing the views of your central government. (We adjourned and stood up.)
MALINOVSKY: I hope we soon can settle this question, so that before long Soviet troops and I can leave here.

This talk was tantamount to an ultimatum from the Soviets. We cannot procrastinate further or remain
irresolute. Therefore, I decided immediately to take a trip back to Chungking.
Today, Vice-Chief of Staff Tung negotiated with the Soviet chief of staff, Major General Trotsynko, concerning
the question of taking over Chiu-t’ai. There is a coal mine at Chiu-t’ai that can provide for the needs of Ch’angch’un. Furthermore, it is on an important road leading into Kirin. On January 30, when, together with
administrative personnel and five contingents of security maintenance police, the head of Chiu-t’ai prefecture
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arrived at the rail station, armed irregular forces of the local regime refused to let them get off the train. These
troops had surrounded the station. Someone calling himself head of the prefecture under the local regime
announced,
“We cannot hand over the prefecture before a conclusion has been reached by the Political Consultative
Conference.”
This demonstrates that, as far as the Northeast is concerned, not only has the Political Consultative Conference
become a shelter for the Eighth Route Army but other armed irregular forces can demand to exist under the shelter
of the Eighth Route Army.
In his talk with Trotsynko, Vice-Chief of Staff Tung called the local regime in Chiu-t’ai a puppet organization
and not an organization of the regular communist party. Major General Trotsynko retorted by arguing that this
regime cannot be called a puppet organization because when the Soviet Army entered the Northeast there were no
legitimate governments existing in the various places, so that in order to maintain local order, the Soviets had to
allow the people to organize their own provisional governments. Vice-Chief of Staff Tung replied,
“By puppet organizations we mean illegitimate organizations not recognized by our government.” Major
General Trotsynko again retorted saying,
“The provisional organizations of the cities of Mukden, Ch’ang-ch’un, and Harbin all have obeyed the Chinese
government and have been handed over without hindrance. According to Soviet interpretation, these organizations
should be regarded as provisional regimes organized by the people to maintain local order following the
overthrow of Manchukuo.”\fn{The name given Manchuria by the Japanese when they invaded and annexed the area in 1932:H }
On the basis of this situation, pending the withdrawal of Soviet troops, we must rely on Soviet assistance in
taking over various local administrations. Finally, Major General Trotsynko asked to be allowed to obtain from
the Soviet commander of the Kirin region a clear answer and then give us a reply concerning our taking over
Chiu-t’ai.
Today, in the morning there was a meeting of the board of directors of the Chinese-Ch’ang-ch’un Railroad.
Before the meeting I first consulted the Soviet vice-chairman of the board of directors about putting into the
minutes, as something on which the two sides failed to agree, the question of creating the additional post of
assistant vice-head of the Railroad Bureau. We first will settle all other issues. I obtained his approval.
Consequently, during the meeting we passed entirely the regulations for the Railroad Bureau.
February 2
Today is New Year’s Day according to the lunar calendar. One after another, my colleagues came to wish me a
Happy New Year. I talked separately with each of them. At 12:00 I went to the airport. At about 1:00, the plane
took off. At 2:30, it arrived in Chin-chou. My superior, Tu Yü-ming, came to the airport, and we talked for about
half an hour. Then the plane immediately took off, arriving in Peking at 4:00. I went to my residence for a brief
rest. Then I went to Chairman Hsiung’s residence for supper. We discussed in detail the various questions and
parted only at midnight.
February 3
In the morning I went visiting in Liu-li-ch’ang, Pei-hai, and other places. There were very few visitors. The
scene was different indeed from that of fourteen years ago. I went to the Liu Kuo Hotel in the Legation Quarter.
The hotel was occupied entirely by the U. S. Army.
At noon, I invited for lunch Shih Shu-teh, special envoy of the Ministry of Communications in North China. I
asked him in detail about railroad conditions in North China and about the transportation situation there. At 5, I
again went to Chairman Hsiung’s residence for a talk.
February 4
At 8:30 A.M. my plane took off from Peking. At 2, I arrived in Chungking. At 5 I went to President Chiang’s
official residence to report what had transpired during my talk with Marshal Malinovsky before leaving Ch’angch'ung. The president said,
“If the Soviets do not withdraw their troops, then we will not advance or discuss the issue of economic
cooperation. We will shelve it and see what happens.”
I told the president that I fear that, in the future, rivalry between the Soviet Union and the United States will
become an unalterable fact. Moreover, these two countries will compete with one another in expanding their
spheres of influence. In China, the Soviets certainly will utilize the communist party to expand their influence on
both sides of the Great Wall. If the Northeast becomes totally red, then North China also will become red, and in
the future China will be no more than a field of contention between the United States and the Soviet Union. At
present in the Northeast, by utilizing the Eighth Route Army, the Soviets can establish a local regime based on
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popular election, totally ignoring our central government. Therefore, I requested that the president reconsider our
guideline for making a decision: that either we absolutely no longer will discuss economic cooperation with the
Soviets or that we again propose a counter-plan, making the greatest possible concessions. Meanwhile, we also
will raise conditions, which hopefully the Soviets will implement. We will have one more discussion with the
Soviets. In order to avoid suggestions that diplomatic negotiations are becoming localized, this talk should be held
in Peking or Chungking. The president said that he will consider the issue and again discuss it with me.
Wong Yung-ni, vice-president of the Executive Yuan, came for a talk. I told him about my talk with the
president.
February 5
At noon, Foreign Minister Wang Hsüeh-t’ing invited me for lunch. We discussed Marshal Malinovsky’s
remarks, as well as ways of dealing with the Soviets in the future. We decided to ask the Soviets to send to Peking
persons to enter into informal negotiations with us. We will ask Wong Yung-ni personally to take charge.
February 6
Mr. Mo Liu-ts’un came to ask me about recent developments in our negotiations with the Soviets and decisions
of the central government. I gave him the general picture.
For a discussion of ways to disburse army pay in the Northeast, I invited the head of the Bureau of Military
Logistics of the Ministry of Military Affairs and the head of the Division of the State Treasury of the Ministry of
Finance.
February 7
President Chiang invited me to supper. Present were Foreign Minister Wang Hsüeh-t’ing, Wong Yung-ni, Vicepresident of the Executive Yuan; and Special Envoy Chiang Ching-roo. My brother Chang Chün-mai also was
invited to supper. Before and after supper we discussed the plan we will propose to the Soviets. We decided to
allow the addition to the list of jointly managed enterprises of the An-shan Iron and Steel Works and the He-kang
Coal Mine, as desired by the Soviets. Vice-President Wong of the Executive Yuan will formulate another counterplan. The Civil Aviation Company can be jointly managed in the same way as the China Aviation Company but
must not violate the International Aviation Agreement. These will constitute our final concessions. Reason dictates
that under such exceedingly urgent circumstances we should use the quickest way of beginning talks with the
Soviets. Because as long as we are paying the price of adding An-shan and He-kang, we may as well notify the
Soviets as early as possible with the aim of retrieving the situation, however miniscule the possibility. We should
not still go through the various procedures of formulating a plan, discussing it, and submitting it for approval and
instructions. In my capacity as chairman of the Economic Commission, how can I go beyond the limits of my
power and deal with matters under the jurisdiction of other people? In my innermost heart there is only a burning
anxiety. The president personally told me,
“Still there is no definite date for the withdrawal of Soviet troops; we temporarily will postpone sending the
Fifth Division to Ch’ang-ch’un.”
Immediately I wired this message to Vice-Chief of Staff Tung. This indicates that suspicion and distrust
between the Chinese and the Soviets are growing deeper from day to day. Because they fear being intercepted and
plunged into a trap, our troops dare not advance. The Soviets dare not totally withdraw their troops from Mukden,
for fear that we will take over the enterprises they wish to operate cooperatively.
February 8
Today at 10:30 A.M. Chou En-lai and Tung Pi-wu came for a talk. They asked about the state of negotiations
between the Chinese and the Soviets. I told them indirectly that there still exists a divergence between the Chinese
and Soviet viewpoints. They said that the problem of the Northeast should be settled politically. In other words,
all military problems should be settled right there in the Northeast by adding representatives of various parties to
the northeastern Political Commission and by organizing within the Northeast Headquarters a small team of
participants from the Chinese Communist Party as well as from the National government.
Their tone was decidedly different from when we met on November 30 of last year. I presume that they made
these proposals because their armed forces in the Northeast are sufficient to resist ours. Furthermore, they have
the truce agreement and the Political Consultative Conference to back them up. At 5 P.M. I discussed with Wong
Yung-ni, Vice-president of the Executive Yuan, our plan for the greatest concessions.
At noon, Lu Tso-fu\fn{One of the greatest industrialists of modern China and founder of the Minsheng Steamship Company }
hosted a banquet for the Canadian ambassador to China. The ambassador remarked that the Nationalist party’s
survival should be considered on a spiritual basis. It seemed he was reproving the Nationalist party for the
muddled political situation and for its lack of efficient administration.
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February 9
Summarizing my discussion with Yung-ni yesterday and taking into consideration opinions of the Foreign
Ministry, I discussed with Foreign Minister Wang and Vice-president Wong of the Executive Yuan the final plan
concerning economic cooperation that we will propose to the Soviets.
In the afternoon, a representative of the Society for Political Reconstruction of the Northeast came to see me.
He proposed that we first settle the question of the Northeast by political consultation and then achieve a breakthrough with the Soviets through diplomatic channels. I told him about what had transpired during the Sino-Soviet
negotiations and made the point that in cooperating economically we should not make excessive concessions but
take into consideration the interests of our own people.
I received from Vice-chief of Staff Tung a report saying that yesterday the Soviets notified us that on February
12 we can take over the prefecture of Chiu-t’ai. As for taking over the prefecture of Nung-an, Major General
Trotsynko rejected our request, made on February 1, that he send liaison officials to accompany our personnel
there. The reason was that there were no Soviet troops stationed in Nung-an. Yesterday, liaison officials suddenly
were sent to discuss matters with us. These officials said they were to listen to our orders and to await assignment.
So far as I can see, taking over these one or two prefectures really is not of much consequence.
February 10
At 5 P.M. President Chiang invited me for a talk. Also present were President T. V. Soong of the Executive
Yuan, Foreign Minister Wang Hsueh-t’ing, Vice-president Wong Yung-ni of the Executive Yuan, and Special
Envoy Chiang Ching-kuo. We discussed the plan, formulated yesterday, to be proposed to the Soviets. However, it
did not seem advisable for Vice-president Wong of the Executive Yuan to go to Peking to hold discussions with
the Soviets. We fear that the Soviet economic counselor will not be able to make commitments in Peking and still
will need to return to Ch’ang-ch’un to ask for instructions. This will cause a delay and prevent a speedy decision.
Consequently, we decided, on the one hand, to ask the Foreign Ministry to notify the Soviet ambassador in
Chungking about the proposed plan, telling him that this constitutes our final concessions, while, on the other
hand, I will take the plan back to Ch’ang-ch’un to discuss it with the Soviets.
The most important points in this plan are the following: We will add to the list the He-kang Coal Mine, but
the Soviets must hand back to China the Fu-shun coal mines. We will add the An-shan iron and steel enterprises
(including the Anshan Steel-tempering Plant, the Liao-yang Iron Mine, the An-shan Fire Brick Factory, and the
Kobe Mechanism Factory of An-shan). But Chinese stock must comprise 51 percent, and the chairmen of their
board of trustees and their general managers must be Chinese. Soviets can be employed to head the steeltempering plant and the mine field.\fn{ Presumably the author is referring to the Liao-yang Iron Mine } The Dairen Oil
Refinery can be jointly managed but must adhere to all decrees of the Chinese government concerning gasoline.
We also can permit joint management of the salt flats on the Liaotung Peninsula, as well as of civil aviation in the
nine northeastern provinces, but we will raise separate conditions governing such joint management.
Mrs. Chang Hsing-fu came to see me. I told her about what had happened during the murder of her husband.
Really, there were no words with which I could comfort her.
February 11
Simultaneously, Britain, the United States, and the Soviet Union promulgated the Yalta secret agreement. In it,
(1) Outer Mongolia should remain in its present condition. (2) Rights that formerly the Russian empire held in
Manchuria and that in 1904 were destroyed by Japan’s surprise attack should be restored to the Soviet Union. (3)
Dairen should be opened as an international port. The Soviet Union should be guaranteed priority in that harbor.
(4) Port Arthur will remain a naval base under rental to the Soviet Union. (5) The Chinese-Eastern Railroad, as
well as the South Manchuria Railway, which leads to Dairen, should be managed jointly by a company organized
by the Chinese and the Soviets. The Soviet Union should be guaranteed priority. (6) China should retain entire
sovereignty over Manchuria.
Without obtaining the consent of our government, Britain, the United States, and the Soviet Union entered into
this secret agreement, which has led to the signing, on August 14, 1945, of the Sino-Soviet Treaty of Friendship
and Alliance. Undoubtedly, when the Chinese people as a whole read about this agreement, they will be enraged.
February 12
At 11 A.M. I called on T. V. Soong, President of the Executive Yuan. I asked for his opinion concerning the
fixed remittance rate of one yuan of Northeastern circulating currency to thirteen yuan of national currency. He
said that, as for this remittance rate, we can allow remittances to take place freely in the market, at open prices.
There is no need for the government to regulate them, and thus the central government can be spared this
obligation. I then asked whether we can use enemy property as backing\fn{The text uses the term preparation,
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which makes no sense; thus I have translated the term as backing} for issuing bank notes. He said he feared the
Soviets will collect the circulating currency and then demand from us control of such property. He is unwilling to
make an open commitment. He went on to say that with respect to the Soviet request for economic cooperation,
he fears nothing will result from the negotiations. We might as well shelve them; continued negotiations merely
will plunge us into a deeper and deeper predicament.
At twelve o’clock I called on Foreign Minister Wang Hsüeh-t’ing. He said:
The U. S. State Department has addressed a communication to the governments of China and the Soviet Union,
stating that current negotiations between China and the Soviet Union concerning economic questions must not obstruct
the principles of the open door and of equal opportunity for various nations to have access to China’s raw materials and
markets. Furthermore, the question of Japanese reparations should be settled by the Reparations Commission. The State
Department hopes that both the Chinese and the Soviets will notify the U. S. government about the state of their
negotiations.

February 13
In the morning I called on President Sun Che-sheng\fn{ Sun Fo, the son of Sun Yat-sen} of the Legislative Yuan. I
asked for his opinion concerning our negotiations with the Soviets. He said,
“The Soviet government does not trust our National government. That is why they request economic
cooperation. If within a year or two the Soviet Union has confidence in our government, then they very well may
not make this request.” Then I asked him whether we should continue the negotiations on economic cooperation,
since political consultation still will take considerable time. He replied,
“We may as well continue with the negotiations.” He added,
“Formerly, the Japanese monopolized the economy of Manchuria. Today we may just as well give to the Soviet
Union a number of the enterprises there.” His opinions are totally opposed to those of President T. V. Soong of the
Executive Yuan.
In the afternoon Tai Li-an, head of the Division of Currency of the Finance Ministry, came to see me. He
maintained that in order to implement formally the exchange rate for Northeastern circulating currency, the
Executive Yuan must issue an order. Furthermore, we set up a Commission for the Control of Remittances to
oversee remittances of circulating currency; that commission must not depart from the system of the Four
Associated General Headquarters.
At noon I lunched at Special Envoy Chiang Ching-kuo’s. In the afternoon Mo Liu-ts’un came for a visit. I
exchanged with both of them opinions concerning our negotiations in the Northeast.
February 14
At 11:00 A.M. I again called on President T. V. Soong of the Executive Yuan to continue our discussion about
the remittance rate of Northeastern circulating currency. I told him about the opinion of Division Head Tai of the
Division of Currency of the Finance Ministry. Soong held firm to the opinion he expressed the day before
yesterday. He said he was very apprehensive about the central government shouldering the responsibility for the
Northeastern currency system and so is unwilling to get the central government involved by having it announce a
remittance rate. I then told him that this is merely a remittance rate and not a rate of exchange with the national
currency. He still insisted that if the banks will freely allow remittance at open market prices, the Executive Yuan
will not object to a remittance rate of one yuan of circulating currency to thirteen yuan of national currency.
Furthermore, with respect to the question of using enemy assets in the Northeast as backing for issuing the
northeastern circulating currency, I told him that since northeastern circulating currency actually will be nonconvertible, the Soviets will not be able to collect the circulating currency and then demand enemy property in the
Northeast. He said he is apprehensive and therefore cannot approve my proposal. Furthermore, he said that he is
very pessimistic about the negotiations in the Northeast and urged me not to go back to Ch’ang-ch’un.
At noon, I called on Foreign Minister Wang Hsüeh-t’ing. He told me,
Yesterday I received from U. S. Secretary of State Byrnes a dispatch saying, ‘Soviet rights in the Northeast must be
restricted to those stipulated in the Sino-Soviet friendship treaty. Now we hear that China and the Soviet Union have
been discussing control of the economy and industry of the Northeast. The United States government cannot
acknowledge such control if it violates the principle of the Open Door. If reparations are involved in the Soviet
demands then this should be settled by the Far Eastern Commission. We hope the Chinese government will continually
keep the U. S. government informed about what goes on in these discussions.

Today the various newspapers published a report from Washington, D. C., on the twelfth, of comments by the
U. S. secretary of state in response to questions from newspaper reporters:
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President Chiang has indicated that China and the Soviet Union already are negotiating about the question of
disposing of Japanese property and equipment in the Northeast. The United States requests that China continually keep
it informed about the state of these negotiations. By now we already have received from China one report. We hold that
this question should be discussed by the Far Eastern Commission (particularly by the Reparations Commission set up
within that organization).

The publication of this news will further restrain our diplomatic authorities when dealing with Soviet demands
for war booty, while those maintaining that we adopt a stiff attitude toward the Soviets will receive the impression
that we can resist the Soviet Union by relying on American support. This will add further to the difficulty of
negotiating.
February 15
At noon, Foreign Minister Wang Hsüeh-t’ing hosted a luncheon. Those who came were President Sun Fo of
the Legislative Yuan, former Foreign Minister Wang Liang-ch’ou, Shao Li-tzu (the Political Consultative
Conference), Ch’en Pu-lei,\fn{A very important figure in the Kuomintang and one close to Chiang Kai-shek } Wong Yung-ni,
and Chiang Ching-kuo. First, the host gave a report on developments in the Sino-Soviet negotiations, as well as
on the dispatch from the United States. President Sun of the Legislative Yuan spoke. He said that today’s situation
in the Northeast is comparable to that in Iran. Even if we present our case before the United Nations, nothing will
come of it. Mr. Wang Liang-ch’ou said we still should continue with the discussions. Mr. Shao Li-tzu agreed. Mr.
Ch’en Pu-lei said we must not take lightly the agitated feelings of the nationalists. Finally, the host said that we
will decide on a policy after he goes to Nanking for President Chiang’s instructions. What Mr. Ch’en Pu-lei meant
by the nationalists were largely cadres of the Nationalist party. The viewpoint of these cadres is that a dangerous
step is being taken by the Political Consultative Conference by including in future governmental organizations the
Chinese Communists and various other parties to share in the political and military power. In the first place, it will
be impossible for the Nationalist party to cooperate with the Chinese Communists; in the second place, Chinese
communist participation in the government will lead to political unrest. Today, witnessing Chinese Communist
ambitions in the Northeast has added further to the indignation of the Nationalists. How this will explode really is
worthy of attention.
February 16
In the morning I called on Wu Ta-ch’uan, chief of civil officials, to tell him about opinions from various
quarters concerning Sino-Soviet negotiations, which I recently have learned of, as well as the conversation
yesterday at Foreign Minister Wang’s luncheon. Wu remarked that we should go as far as possible in publicizing
the facts while at the same time continuing these negotiations. Otherwise, prolific speculations in various circles
will merely add to misunderstanding.
Today, our Northeastern compatriots in Chungking held a big rally to discuss the questions of recovering the
Northeast and the tragic murder of Chang Hsing-fu. A great number of people attended, and Mr. Mo Liu-ts’un was
invited to give a report on the situation in the Northeast. Of course, his report provoked sadness and indignation
among the audience. After the rally everyone marched to the national government to present a petition.
This is the first manifestation of popular dissatisfaction over negotiations in the Northeast. At the rally it was
resolved to demand that (1) our government send to the Soviets a communication demanding a precise
explanation of the real story of Chang Hsing-fu’s murder, (2) the Soviet government make amends for the loss
caused by Chang Hsing-fu’s death, (3) the Soviet government apologize for the murder of Chang Hsing-fu, (4) the
Soviet government guarantee that similar incidents will not reoccur, and (5) the Soviet Union withdraw its troops
in accord with the scheduled date.
Another matter arousing resentment among cadres of the Nationalist party, especially among people from the
Northeast belonging to the Nationalist party, are comments made by a spokesman of the Central Committee of the
Chinese Communist Party on the fourteenth concerning the general situation in the Northeast and published in the
Liberation Daily at Yenan.
His comments include the Chinese Communist positions regarding the question of the Northeast: (1) Now, at
various levels the national government’s organizations for taking over the Northeast are being monopolized by
one party, the Nationalist party. This is not in accord with the wishes of the people of the Northeast and the entire
country. Therefore, all organizations, from the Northeast Headquarters and its Political and Economic
commissions to the governments of the various provinces, should be reorganized. This reorganization should
include as many as possible of the democratic people in the Northeast and people who belong to various parties as
well as to no parties in our country. They must take part so that all democratic elements enjoy equal and effective
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representation. (2) The national government should recognize as well as reorganize the Anti-Japanese Democratic
Forces now in the Northeast and let them, together with troops sent by the Nationalist government, jointly
maintain local order, annihilating puppet troops and bandits and preventing military clashes. (3) The national
government should recognize the democratic autonomous regimes in the various prefectures of the Northeast. In
places where their foundations are not considered broad enough, the national government should take steps to
reorganize them through consultation or hold new elections; it should not refuse to recognize these regimes or
persist in the undemocratic practice of appointment, while opposing the democratic practice of a people’s election.
(4) At present, China and the Soviet Union are on friendly terms, the Nationalists and Communists have signed a
cease-fire, the entire nation is demanding a reduction in the number of troops as well as repatriation, and, in the
Northeast, there are local troops assisting in the maintenance of order. The national government should limit to a
certain number the troops it sends into the Northeast for the purpose of restoring sovereignty. This will lighten the
burden of the people and contribute to peace.
February 17
Today, the editorial of the Central Daily News refuted Chinese Communist demands, printed in yesterday’s
Hsin-hua Daily, with regard to the Northeast. In general, the editorial says, (1) At the time of the Japanese
surrender, Chinese Communist troops did not exist in the Northeast. Today, their self-styled armed force was
manufactured by them after the Japanese surrender through recruiting soldiers and assembling the masses.
Consequently, the independent troops and localities in the Northeast do not fall within the scope of issues to be
settled by the Political Consultative Conference or through military mediation. (2) The question of the Northeast
is a question of how the Sino-Soviet friendship treaty and its various appended documents should be
implemented. The aim of the treaty is to achieve a 30-year peace between China and the Soviet Union. This
differs fundamentally in nature from questions for political consultation.
In the afternoon I called on Odlum, Canadian ambassador to China, to ask about his view of the question of the
Northeast. He said,
I fear that Manchuria eventually will become a second Outer Mongolia. Because of current interests, President
Chiang should personally hold a discussion with the president of the United States and the prime minister of Britain so
that they mutually have a precise understanding about the way Britain and the United States should deal with the
Soviets and help China, in case the Soviet Union disregards what is right and grabs the Northeast. As for how China
should currently deal with the Soviet Union, it must on the one hand avoid frontal clashes while, on the other, not
recognize unreasonable Soviet demands. If this means letting them occupy the Northeast by force, China should do this
rather than make polite concessions. The question of the Northeast can await future settlement.

I was not in a position to tell him about the real state of Sino-Soviet negotiations. Furthermore, he did not
know that the Soviets really do not plan to directly occupy the Northeast by force but to let the Chinese
Communists occupy it. Nevertheless, we may as well adopt his advice that President Chiang personally have a
discussion with U. S. and British authorities. But, at present, political consultation is going on and there are
frequent clashes between Nationalist and Communist troops. How can President Chiang find the time to go
abroad?
February 18
At eight o’clock in the evening Foreign Minister Wang Hsüeh-t’ing came to see me, having returned to
Chungking after visiting President Chiang in Nanking. He brought a handwritten letter from the president, which
says,
February 17, 1946
Dear Kung-ch’uan:
Hsüeh-t’ing\fn{Hsüeh-t’ing is the alternative name for Wang Shih-chieh. In 1945-48 he was Minister of Foreign Affairs in the
national government} has arrived in Nanking so I have learned about everything in detail. Please make a final effort to put
into effect plans formulated by you and others. But under no circumstances add one more word; otherwise, not only
will your trip have been in vain but also from now on the other side will further assume that we still have room to make
concessions, which will more than double the difficulties we have had in the past. We must be determined that this is to
be the final step. This is imperative.
Chung-Cheng

Hsüeh-t’ing also said that, in the president’s opinion, measures for economic cooperation can be implemented
only after the Soviets complete the withdrawal of their troops and we have taken over political power. Then, with
Hsüeh-t’ing, I made a study of whether, in the final analysis, the phrase “the extent of the progress of the
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takeover” meant all prefectures in the Northeast or merely the provincial capitals. In the current situation, a
takeover of all prefectures is likely to be impossible. If we merely take over the provincial capitals, then the
takeover will be nominal. I said that, as a last resort, we could take over only the central places in each province
and leave the rest for a political settlement.
The Foreign Ministry forwarded a communication from the Soviet ambassador, signed and dispatched on
February 16. It says,
In accord with stipulations in the Agreement Concerning Dairen and in the Paper of Agreement with Respect to the
Agreement Concerning Dairen, signed on August 14, 1945, by China and the Soviet Union, the Soviet government
considers that now is the suitable time to begin negotiations leading to the signing of an agreement concerning the
following questions: rental to the Soviet Union of appropriate fortifications and equipment in the harbor of Dairen and
the control of Dairen harbor.
In order to carry out such negotiations, the Soviet government proposes that each side send three representatives, to
begin working in Dairen in the near future.
The ambassador will appreciate greatly Your Excellency’s speedy reply to the above proposal of the Soviet
government.

The Hsin-hua News Agency in Peking issued a news item saying,
In order to attack the people’s armed forces in the Liaotung plains, the nationalist New Sixth Army has entered the
area of Kou-pang-tzu, Ta-hu-shan, and Hsin-min in Liaoning province. This is a violation of the cease-fire agreement.

Clearly, the Chinese Communists already are indicating that they are prepared to fight battles with government
troops sent into the Northeast to restore China’s sovereignty.
Today in the afternoon [Tillman] Durdin, correspondent to the New York Times, came to visit me. He inquired
about the state of negotiations in the Northeast. I really found it difficult to give him an answer. I only could
answer in broad, general terms.
February 19
Today at 5 P.M. Foreign Minister Wang invited the Soviet ambassador to the ministry and told him,
He\fn{Foreign Minister Wang} already has made the greatest effort. We hope the Soviets soon will withdraw their
troops. As for the economic question, Chairman Chang and Special Envoy Chiang will return to Ch’ang-ch’un for one
more discussion with the Soviets. However, our counter-plan already contains the greatest concessions we can make.

Again, the Soviet ambassador brought up the question of war booty. He said that this comprises the nub of the
question, and if we do not settle this, nothing can be resolved. He then protested the anti-Soviet demonstration
that took place a few days ago. (I presume he meant that during the demonstration held by Northeastern
compatriots, there were anti-Soviet slogans.)
Tung Pi-wu came to see me. He resolutely maintained that to take over political power without hindrance in
the Northeast, we first must reorganize the Political Commission of the Northeast Headquarters. He meant that the
central government must settle politically, not through the use of armed force, the question of Chinese Communist
armed forces in the Northeast.
[Ch’en] Li-fu came to see me. I asked him to tell Chairman Hsiung that the Nationalist party headquarters
should begin activities in the Northeast.
Because, together with Special Envoy Chiang, I will return to Ch’ang-ch’un tomorrow morning, I packed my
luggage and forwarded it to the airport. At ten o’clock in the evening I suddenly received a long-distance call
from President Chiang in Nanking. He asked me temporarily to postpone the trip.
February 20
I presume that President Chiang called last night, asking me to temporarily postpone my trip, because he had
received a call from Foreign Minister Wang reporting on his talk with the Soviet ambassador, who indicated that
first the war booty question must be settled. I also learned that Special Envoy Chiang had asked Foreign Minister
Wang whether we shouldn't agree to the Soviet demands; otherwise, he feared it would be difficult to reach an
agreement. I presume that Minister Wang also has informed the president about these remarks and that as a result
the president has had to reconsider. Therefore, there has been this change.
In the evening I received a copy of a wire from President Chiang, forwarded to me by Foreign Minister Wang.
It says,
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To Foreign Minister Wang: Secretary Chou already has submitted for my knowledge the various points in your two
telephone calls yesterday. Kung-ch’uan\fn{ Here Chang Kia-ngau is referred to with a reverential form of address that does not
have an equivalent in English } and Ching-kuo temporarily should remain in Chungking until my return in two or three
days, so that we personally can discuss matters. Afterward, they can return to Ch’ang-ch’un. I urge you to please
respectively notify them of this. Chung-cheng

Personally, I feel that although legally and rationally war booty is a necessity for the Soviets, already we have
promised to replace it with a compensatory sum. Therefore, the discrepancy exists merely in words; in actual
practice there is no difference. What really matters is the expansion of Chinese Communist forces in the
Northeast. Already, during the past month Chinese Communist armed forces have acquired a foundation. Even if
we can negotiate an agreement with the Soviets, we will have to resort to armed force to take over areas outside
the various major cities. It follows from this that, although we have made great concessions to the Soviets, we still
are unable to take over most areas. People in the Northeast and the so-called Nationalists certainly will begin
attacking us. Not only will they revile those in charge of the negotiations, but it certainly will be difficult to carry
out the negotiations and reach an agreement. This is because a month ago, the Northeastern question involved
negotiating only with the Soviets, while today, military and political questions concerning the Chinese
Communists have become part of the picture. Already, there has been created a situation which there is no way of
settling.
February 21
Today I received a report saying that academic circles in Chungking are currently preparing to stage a big
demonstration to protest the question of the Northeast.
Today Vice-Chief of Staff Tung talked with the Soviet chief of staff, demanding that the Soviets speedily hand
over to our authorities the corpses of the tragically murdered Chang Hsing-fu, as well as the seven others, and
speedily arrest the criminals and all offenders involved. Major General Trotsynko noted that since January 16
there have occurred in Mukden and Harbin as many as six incidents in which officers or soldiers of the Soviet
Army were killed. I presume that these incidents were created by those opposed to the central government in
order to alienate Chinese from Soviets.
February 22
From early morning today students from various middle schools and universities in Sha-p’ing-pa, numbering
over thirty thousand, staged a big demonstration. Their slogans were (1) all Soviet troops withdraw from the
Northeast, (2) China’s territory must not be partitioned and China’s sovereignty not impaired, (3) the Soviets must
hand back looted material, (4) in the face of alien power, the entire nation must unanimously unite, (5) the Soviets
must adhere strictly to the Sino-Soviet treaty, (6) the central government must eradicate all illegitimate local
regimes, (7) the central government must eradicate all puppet governments, (8) we absolutely support our
government in taking over the Northeast, (9) we request that our government thoroughly investigate the
responsibility for the tragic case of Chang Hsing-fu, (10) we support our government adopting a stiff attitude
toward the Soviets, (11) the Chinese Communists must love and cherish their fatherland, and (12) we support
President Chiang’s leadership in peacefully reconstructing our country and saving our compatriots in the
Northeast.
The demonstration was rather orderly. Moreover, the demonstrators were prevented from going to the Soviet
embassy, the Foreign Ministry, or the national government. Fortunately no big incident occurred. However, the
demonstrators held up various kinds of caricatures, including one depicting Stalin being stabbed by a knife. The
same day, the site of the Hsin-hua Daily newspaper was demolished.
In the afternoon Mr. Mo Liu-ts’un came to visit. He remarked that he was deeply worried that today’s
demonstration might affect diplomatic relations between China and the Soviet Union, as well as recovery of the
Northeast. In his opinion, it is necessary that President Chiang decide soon on an overall plan and as speedily as
possible continue negotiations with the Soviets. Mo said the Soviet government always has stressed the practical;
if there are prospects for a settlement on a practical level, perhaps we can retrieve an unfavorable situation.
February 23
Special Envoy Chiang Ching-kuo came to visit and remarked that last night, following the big demonstration
by students yesterday, no one from the Soviet side attended a banquet held by the Sino-Soviet Cultural Society to
commemorate Red Army Day. He anticipates that the Soviet government certainly will make a gesture. The least
may be a protest and the most, a mutual severance of diplomatic relations and recall of ambassadors. Both are
possible. Our government soon must indicate that the student demonstration does not have anything to do with
our government’s attitude.
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I replied that since the question of the Northeast has developed in this way, it is necessary for President Chiang
to state explicitly the attitude of our government and for the Foreign Ministry to make a gesture of sincerity so
that relations between the two countries may take a slight turn for the better. Under present circumstances it will
be absolutely futile for the two of us to return to Ch’ang-ch’un. He agreed.
Mr. Li You-ch’un of the Youth party came to visit. He said,
From the vantage point of the Nationalist party’s anti-Communist strategy, yesterday’s demonstration fulfilled a
function. In terms of national strategy, it was unwise. Furthermore, it has placed President Chiang in a very difficult
position. He [Li] also learned that certain people in the Nationalist party even are saying that if the problem of the
Northeast can be exacerbated, it might provoke war between the United States and the Soviet Union, which perhaps
will benefit China. This is even more absurd.\fn{The last sentence in the quote may be a statement by Chang Kia-ngau}

At twelve o’clock I went to the Soviet embassy to extend congratulations on Red Army Day. A great many
people were there to extend congratulations.
At 6 P.M., accompanied by Mrs. Sun Yueh-chi, Mrs. Chang Hsing-fu came to say that she hopes she soon can
have the remains of her husband. I told her that I already have received a wire from Vice-Chief of Staff Tung that
he is actively negotiating with the Soviets about this matter.
February 24
I received from Ch’ang-ch’un a report concerning the reception given in Ch’ang-ch’un yesterday by the Soviet
Army general headquarters to commemorate Red Army Day. Thirty officials from our side were invited to attend.
During the banquet Marshal Malinovsky made a speech. Generally, he said,
China and the Soviet Union really have a relationship forged by adversity. Their friendship was formed on the basis
of blood shed in common. The two countries must not be swayed by the efforts of a third nation to provoke an
estrangement between them. Right now, there is stretched between China and the Soviet Union the hand of a third party
who wears suede gloves and has gold dollars in his pocket. Indeed, we must get rid of him by chopping off his hand.
The Soviet Union will only cooperate with China and not with any third nation. The temperament of the Soviet people
is true and pure, and they will maintain friendship even at the expense of shedding fresh b1ood. Recently, a certain
party has created public opinion that accuses the Soviet Union of red imperialism and of plundering material from
Manchuria. My economic counselor will reply Concerning this matter.

Then Economic Counselor Sladkovsky made a speech. He said,
The Red Army is the oldest son of the Soviet Union. The Soviet Union expects the most of its oldest son and
cherishes his achievements the most. It is all because of the blood shed by the Red Army that Manchuria has been
liberated, and it is only because of this that there is an opportunity for China and the Soviet Union to enter into intimate
economic cooperation. The Soviet Union never has raised demands detrimental to the interests of the sovereignty of the
Chinese people. The Soviets only demand economic cooperation on an equal basis. Their aim is not money but national
defense.

Major General Tevuchenkov, a member of the Soviet military commission, stood up and said,
The Red Army stationed in Manchuria is the vanguard defending Soviet territory. We will not allow encroachment
from any direction.

After the banquet, as we watched a play, Marshal Malinovsky, already half-drunk, again addressed Vice-Chief
of Staff Tung, saying,
Other countries have assisted you, China, for the sake of their own interests, while we, the Soviets, assist China
merely out of a genuine sense of righteousness. The leaders of your country are not clear in their thinking, and this also
is your mistake. If other countries should try to rupture our friendly relations and encroach on our interests, together we
should rise in resistance and teach them a lesson.

From the aforementioned speeches of various Soviet people, we can discern a general picture of the moods in
their breasts: indignation at the frustration of their wish for economic cooperation, as well as suspicion of and
jealousy toward the United States.
This morning Tung Pi-wu and Wang lo-fei came to visit me. They asked whether, in the final analysis,. the
crux of the Northeastern question lies in politics or economics. Tung thinks that we only need a democratic
political situation and then the Soviets will give in, while Wang weighed over and over again various possibilities.
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I told them that the focal point was economics. If we do not settle this point, the Soviet Army still may not
withdraw immediately. I also told them that before we can discuss political problems within our country, first all
we must achieve internal unity in the face of alien power so that Soviet troops will withdraw and so that the
central government definitely will not object to a political settlement.
But in Tung and Wang’s opinion, the Communists have already raised four big demands. If the Soviets do not
withdraw their troops, then the Communist armed forces will always be under the wing of the Soviets and unable
to attain an independent status. As a result, Tung and Wang are very anxious to know the Soviet attitude. From
this I gathered that the Soviets still have not indicated to the Chinese Communists the extent to which, in the final
analysis, the Chinese Communists can have influence in the Northeast and the area they can occupy there.
February 25
Today, at the weekly memorial service at the national government, President Chiang, having returned to
Chungking from Nanking, stated explicitly our attitude toward the Soviets. His main points were the following:
(1) He hopes the people of the entire country will believe in the government and that it certainly will reach a
reasonable settlement concerning the question of the Northeast. They must not be misled by groundless
speculations circulating outside the government and indulge in overly agitated speeches or activities. During the
current Sino-Soviet discussions concerning economic cooperation, the government has instructed the Northeast
Headquarters to adhere to the following principles: (a) the Soviets must conform with the laws and decrees of our
country, (b) the Soviets must honor the Sino-Soviet Treaty of Friendship and Alliance, and (c) the Soviets must
not abrogate general international agreements our country has signed with other countries. (2) Everyone must
know that friendship between China and the Soviet Union is necessary not only to both China and the Soviet
Union but also to peace and cooperation in the world.
Today’s Liberation Daily printed an editorial published by the Chinese Communist Party entitled “The
Chungking Incident and the Question of the Northeast.”
After the weekly memorial service, President Chiang invited me to talk with him in a separate room. He asked
me how people responded to the various points he had announced. I replied that conditions were good and secure.
He then said that in his speech he mentioned that we will move Sino-Soviet negotiations to the central
government to be dealt with. I told him that we can do this, but that, in order to avoid hurting the feelings of
Soviet officials in Ch’ang-ch’un, we need not openly announce it. After I left him, I found that President Chiang
had invited Mr. Ch’en Li-fu for a talk, during which President Chiang severely reprimanded him for arranging the
student demonstration.
Today, together with Special Envoy Chiang Ching-kuo, I sent a wire to Vice-Chief of Staff Tung:
Today, following his return to Chungking, His Excellency the president expressed the view that owing to various
recent developments, it seems the two governments first should exchange opinions candidly before we return to
Ch’ang-ch’un. Therefore, our date of departure has been postponed. Please convey this to Shu-jen, Chün-mai, Chiehchen, Cho-an, and the various provincial governors.

Today the Liberation Daily in Yenan published a lengthy editorial expressing opinions concerning the question
of the Northeast and the student demonstration.
February 26
In the morning I called on Foreign Minister Wang to present two points: (1) The government must send
personnel to investigate thoroughly, with Soviet representatives, the case of Chang Hsing-fu. Otherwise, we will
be reproved by public opinion. (2) On February 19, while meeting with the Soviet ambassador, Wang mentioned
that I and Special Envoy Chiang in a few days would return to Ch’ang-ch’un. Because it has been decided that we
postpone our trip and since President Chiang thinks that we should have Sino-Soviet negotiations handled by the
central government, should I explain this situation to the Soviet ambassador or wire Ch’ang-ch’un to ask the
Soviets to send their personnel to Chungking? Foreign Minister Wang thinks that, concerning my second point,
we should ask for instructions from the president.
Together we called on the president. The president’s opinion was that temporarily we will not discuss the issue
with the Soviets but see what the Soviet ambassador’s attitude is when he comes to the ministry today and then
decide on the next step. (The Soviet ambassador will come to the ministry some time in the afternoon.)
Subsequently, I proposed to Ching-kuo that we not immediately return to Ch’ang-ch’un, and we decided to
remain here.
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At 6 P.M. Minister Wang Hsüeh-t’ing phoned to say that already he had seen the Soviet ambassador and also
had received from him a personally delivered written protest. The contents are the following: (1) The big student
demonstration was an organized activity. Moreover, they insulted the highest leader of the Soviets. The Chinese
government must be held responsible. (2) With respect to delays in the withdrawal of Soviet troops, the Soviets
are not to blame; instead, there are various technical causes. (3) Chang Hsing-fu was killed by a mob.
February 27
At 10 A.M. the Society of Engineers held a memorial service for Chang Hsing-fu. I went to mourn, as well as
to give an account of what took place during the disaster.
Moscow has broadcast a defense by Trotsynko, Chief of Staff of the Soviet Army in Ch’ang-ch’un, concerning
the delay in the withdrawal of Soviet troops. It includes this remark:
The withdrawal of Soviet troops from Manchuria will be completed whenever the U. S. Army withdraws from
China. In any case, it will not be later than that date.

Furthermore, Vice-Chief of Staff Tung forwarded a wire to me from the TASS Agency, dated February 22 from
Ch’ang-ch’un, which raved wildly about reactionary elements in China and enumerated a series of criminal
activities in the Northeast.
Today, Vice-Chief of Staff Tung wrote a formal letter to the Soviet chief of staff pressing for an answer
concerning the Chang Hsing-fu case:
Now, in accord with my government's instructions, I wish to bring up the various following points: 1. That, within
the shortest period, you must hand over to the authorities of our country, irrespective of their condition, the corpses of
Chang Hsing-fu and the seven other tragically murdered men. The best course of action would be for your side to
escort our personnel, dispatched by the mayor of Mukden and carrying coffins, to the place where these men were
killed and where their corpses are. Our personnel will put the deceased into the coffins and transport them to Mukden.
2. That you adopt speedy and effective methods to continue investigating clearly the circumstances of the killing, as
well as all matters pertinent to this case. You must arrest the criminals and all suspects involved. You must constantly
send to our military delegation all data obtained from investigation of this case, so that I can transmit it to my
government, which needs to know how the case is proceeding.

Today the Foreign Ministry sent a reply to the Soviet ambassadors communication of February 16, which had
proposed that each side appoint three representatives to discuss the following issues: the renting to the Soviets of
appropriate fortresses and equipment in Dairen harbor and the management of Dairen harbor. The Foreign
Ministry replied,
The Chinese government already has asked Shen Yi, mayor of Dairen, to discuss and settle these matters with the
Soviets when he takes over administration of the city.

February 28
With respect to the case of Chang Hsing-fu, the Soviet Chief of Staff replied to Vice-Chief of Staff Tung’s
letter of yesterday.\fn{The following is the letter written by Tung Yen-ping}
To Chairman Chang Kung-ch’uan, Special Envoy Chiang Ching-kuo, Minister Hsü of the Ministry of Military
Orders, and Minister Wang of Foreign Affairs. On yi-kan-wei [date], the broadcasting station of Ch’ang-ch’un reported
a piece of news. The original text runs as follows:
Ch’ang-chun, wire of February 22, TASS Agency.
During the past few months, remnants of Japanese troops and puppet troops remaining in the Northeast have
become very active. In the first few months after Japan’s defeat only small groups of remnants of the Kwantung
Army were active in the Northeast, defeated but unwilling to surrender. Frequently, these troops attacked Soviet
troops, while at the same time disturbing and harming local inhabitants. At that time, the greater part of proJapanese elements went into hiding, biding time in order to engage in activities antagonistic to the Soviet
Union. Since November of last year, these remnants of the Japanese invaders have become more active, and,
moreover, their activities are larger in scale and better organized. They have carried out a propaganda campaign
against the Soviet Union and summoned armed forces to attack Soviet troops, as well as individual soldiers of
the Soviet Army. Later, it became evident that these remnants of Japanese troops in the Northeast, along with
their running dogs, were receiving assistance and leadership from reactionary elements in China Proper. These
reactionary elements dispatched their representatives directly into the Northeast to launch activities antagonistic
to the Soviet Union. These reactionary elements engaged in anti-Soviet activities, along with defeated troops of
the Kwantung Army and defeated Manchurian puppet troops. Circulars scattered in certain cities in the
Northeast by the aforementioned bandit groups revealed they had summoned their armed forces to annihilate
Soviet Army personnel as well as Chinese who cooperated with the Red Army. Beginning in the latter half of
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the month of November 1945, in many cities in the Northeast, Fengtien, Chia-mu-ssu, Lin-k’ou, etc., there
occurred incidents in which Soviet troops and individual personnel of the Soviet Army were attacked.
Moreover, many men of the Soviet Army were killed. In mid-January of this year around Sui-hua, a contingent
of armed bandits, riding in a car, attacked troops of the Soviet Army. In February, in the city of Harbin, there
were also several incidents in which bandits attacked Soviet Army personnel. These attacks resulted in the
deaths of several Soviet officers and soldiers. The murder by bandits of engineer Chang Hsing-fu (Chinese) in
early January of this year, while he and his retinue were returning to Mukden from Fu-shun, apparently was
aimed at creating a kind of provocation. Reactionary newspapers in China then made use of this provocation to
carry on their anti-Soviet movement, while, on the basis of rumors circulated by these reactionary publications,
the Chinese government also blamed the Red Army command for the murder of engineer Chang Hsing-fu and
his retinue. To begin with, the bandit units are composed of Japanese and former Manchurian puppet officers
and soldiers. Many bandits caught by the Soviet Army declared themselves to be members of the Nationalist
party, saying they had joined the Nationalist party in the autumn of 1945. Those caught also declared that they
had created these units for the purpose of waging a struggle against the Chinese Democratic Organization.
Furthermore, they declared they were under orders from conspiratorial central leadership to disseminate antiSoviet propaganda and organize attacks on Soviet troops and individual Soviet Army personnel. They also
declared that this central leadership is expressly directing these criminal activities. Progressive elements in the
Northeast are sincerely willing to consolidate the friendly relations between China and the Soviet Union and
bitterly loathe the criminal activities of reactionary elements in China who carry on such activities in concert
with remnants of Japanese troops.

And so forth. Respectfully, I submit this information. Tung Yen-p’ing. Ch'ou-kan-wu [date]. Seal.

[The following is the Soviet Chief of Staffs letter, which was interrupted by the letter from Tung Yen-p’ing.]
Concerning burial of the corpse of Chang Hsing-fu, now in Fu-shun, we will deliver the body to the mayor of
Mukden through the Soviet regional commander of Mukden. But we were unable to find the corpses of those
accompanying Chang Hsing-fu; the bandits burned all of them on the spot. I already have notified Your Excellency
concerning this matter. Meanwhile, I wish respectfully to notify Your Excellency of the following: the Soviet Army
command has taken measures to discover and arrest the criminals who killed Chang Hsing-fu and those with him, until
now without success. We have not apprehended a single one of the bandits involved in this case. An examination of
several Chinese, who some days ago were arrested because of this incident, resulted in their being found innocent of
killing Chang Hsing-fu or his party. Now, all of them have been released. Already I have issued to the regional
commander of Mukden the order to hand over the corpses.

Today I sent to my colleagues in Ch'ang-ch'un a wire, giving them detailed reasons why I have been so slow in
returning to Ch’ang-ch’un:
To Yen-p’ing and Shu-jen and to be forwarded to Ching-yü and Chün-mai: My present stay in Chungking is being
prolonged for the following reasons:
First, President Soong of the Executive Yuan was not in Chungking. Then, I decided to return to Ch’ang-ch’un
around the fourteenth. But it happened that the president\fn{Chiang Kai-shek} was going on an inspection tour. Before
he left, he asked me not to leave until he returned. Subsequently, the U. S. State Department published various speeches
that I feared would add further to the difficulty of negotiations with the Soviets. As a result, Foreign Minister Wang
went to Nanking to ask for instructions.
After he returned, I decided to go back north on the twentieth. Suddenly, students in Chungking staged a
demonstration. It included provocative statements that also affected the negotiations in Ch’ang-ch’un. Because of this
the president wired, asking me to postpone my departure. After returning to Chungking a few days ago, His Excellency
the president. made a speech, generally stating that we must enhance Sino-Soviet friendship and resolve the
negotiations in the Northeast.
With regard to the negotiations in Ch’ang-ch’un, he said they were carried out in accord with three big principles
already stipulated by the central government: (1) that the Soviets must give full consideration to Chinese law, (2) that
the Soviets must adhere to the spirit of the Sino-Soviet friendship agreement, and (3) that the Soviets must not violate
international agreements.
This somewhat mollified public opinion. However, yesterday the Soviet ambassador delivered to the Foreign
Ministry a written protest having the following contents:
1. The students’ demonstration was an organized activity. Moreover, they insulted the supreme leader of the Soviet
Union. The Chinese government must take the responsibility.
2. The reason for the delay in withdrawing Soviet troops does not lie with the Soviet Union. Instead, it is the result
of technical reasons.
3. Chang Hsing-fu was murdered by a mob.
His Excellency the president feels that it would be best to wait until Soviet misunderstandings somewhat dissipate
before I return to Ch’ang-ch’un. Furthermore, since the Second Congress of the Nationalist party Central Committee
soon will convene, the president asked me to return to Ch’ang-ch’un after the Congress.
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To sum up, during these twenty days there have occurred unfortunate incidents, one after another. First, there was
the promulgation of the secret Yalta Agreement and the murder of Chang Hsing-fu. These were followed by the speech
of the U. S. secretary of state and the Chinese Communist Party’s four big demands concerning the Northeast. These
culminated in the explosive student demonstration, creating the present situation.
Fearing that my colleagues in Ch’ang-ch’un may feel uneasy, I have written this account. Please comfort them for
me. Pray and constantly wire me concerning your worthy opinions.

I also sent to Chief Secretary Chang Ta-t’ung a wire:
Just now I sent a wire recounting in detail the reasons for my slow return. If my two secretaries, Keng Chiehchih\fn{Apparently an alternative name for Keng K’uang} and Mi Hsin-min, see Counselor Sladkovsky, they may as
well transmit to him the gist of my wire. In this way Sladkovsky will know that, in spite of my painful efforts, there
have arisen complications beyond anyone’s expectations. Keng and Mi can observe Sladkovsky’s reactions. Then, with
respect to the request of members of the Commission for the Formulation of Regulations for the Chinese-Ch’ang-ch’un
Railroad that they hold their meetings in Chungking, this can be done.\fn{ Preceding this month, the editor of Chang’s
diary printed the following synopsis of what happened during this month: “On February 1 Chang Kia-ngau confers
with Malinovsky and Sladkovsky in what will be their last meeting. Sladkovsky and Chang review their previous
negotiations on Sino-Soviet cooperation for Malinovsky. A major obstacle is that each side has drawn up different lists
of Japanese enterprises they want included under Sino-Soviet management. But the Chinese side also objects to the
continued use of the term war booty, whereas the Soviet side refuses to withdraw that term from discussions. Chang
then asks Malinovsky when the Soviet armed forces plan to withdraw from Manchuria. Malinovsky replies that no date
has been set to leave Ch’ang-ch’un but that Soviet troops are withdrawing from southern Manchuria. He urges the
Chinese side to include the He-kang coal mines and the An-shan iron and steel enterprises for Sino-Soviet management.
Malinovsky also wants joint Sino-Soviet management of the Civil Aviation Company. He then admits for the first time,
in the presence of Chang Kia-ngau, that Chinese Communist military forces may number as many as 500,000 troops,
that they are everywhere in southern Manchuria, but that the Soviet Union has no intention of intervening in Chinese
affairs. Malinovsky finally suggests that the Chinese side should formulate another plan for Sino-Soviet economic
cooperation so that an agreement can be reached before Soviet troops leave Manchuria. Chang Kia-ngau interprets
Malinovsky's remarks as an ultimatum, and he decides to depart for Chungking the next day, flying first to Peking and
then on to Chungking, arriving on February 4. Chang Kia-ngau immediately reports Malinovsky’s views to President
Chiang Kai-shek. After some discussion, Chang finally suggests to the president that the Republic of China (ROC)
government should either terminate discussion with the Soviets on economic cooperation or propose a new plan that
would offer some major concessions. Chang Kia-ngau continues to meet with leading officials as well as with the
president. He learns that no more Chinese troops will be sent to Ch’ang-ch’un until an agreement on a Soviet troop
withdrawal from Manchuria is reached. On February 10 Chang Kia-ngau meets with President Chiang, T. V. Soong,
Chiang Ching-kuo, and Wong Yung-ni to draw up a new plan for Sino-Soviet economic cooperation. The ROC will add
the He-kang coal mines to the list of enterprises to be jointly managed, as well as the An-shan iron and steel enterprises,
but will insist that the Soviets return the Fu-shun coal mines. More rounds of visits with top officials follow for Chang.
On February 10 there is a huge public demonstration in Chungking to protest the recent murder of Chang Hsing-fu in
Manchuria. On February 18 Foreign Minister Wang shows Chang Kia-ngau a letter from President Chiang Kai-shek
stating that economic cooperation can only be carried out after the Soviets have withdrawn their troops and the ROC
government has recovered Manchuria. On February 20 Chang Kia-ngau learns that Chiang Ching-kuo has asked
Foreign Minister Wang if the ROC government shouldn’t agree to Soviet demands; otherwise it might be impossible to
agree on Soviet troop withdrawals from Manchuria. Chang Kia-ngau confides to his diary his fears that if an economic
cooperation agreement is not quickly negotiated with the Soviet Union then the Chinese Communist troops will have
become so strong in Manchuria that the Nationalists will have to use great force to take over areas outside the major
cities. Chang also fears that the more nationalistic members of the ROC government will begin to criticize their leaders
for their inability to recover Manchuria. With Chinese Communist troops already in Manchuria and secret negotiations
with the Soviet Union being leaked, Chang fears that there will be no way to recover Manchuria. Just as Chang Kiangau fears, on February 22 some thirty thousand people demonstrate. They criticize the Soviet Union, demand that
Soviet troops be withdrawn from Manchuria, and call on the ROC government to eliminate all puppet governments. At
the end of February Chang wires his colleagues in Ch’ang-ch’un explaining why his return to that city has been
delayed. The Soviet embassy in Chungking lodges a formal protest with the ROC government over the recent public
demonstration. The ROC leaders now decide that Soviet anger should cool before Chang Kai-ngau returns to Ch’angch’un to resume Sino-Soviet economic cooperation negotiations.” }

197.125 The Christian Message To The Chinese Farmers\fn{by Chang Fu-liang (1889-1984)} Shanghai, China (M)
6
China is an agricultural country not only because 89 per cent of her population live in hamlets and villages, but
also because her economy is fundamentally rural. If the harvest is good, the whole countryside is prosperous and
the people are happy. If the harvest is only 50 per cent, the purchasing power of the people is greatly reduced and
the prosperity of market towns and cities much affected. If there is a calamity either pf nature or of man such as
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flood, drought, locust, or war, the whole countryside faces want and famine, and near-by towns and cities are
crowded with refugees and beggars.
Whether prosperity or adversity, whatever befalls the millions of small farms in the rural hinterland, towns and
cities, being trading centers of the country, cannot escape the consequences.
These small farms are cultivated by millions of small farmers and their families who live in hamlets and
villages. Such centers of population are scattered throughout the length and breadth of the country, dotting the
landscape like islands in a sea of fields and hills, lakes and streams. The village is, therefore, the unit of the rural
life in China. Studies on the life of the Chinese village made by students of sociology, agriculture, and religion
reveal varied conclusions.
The Chinese village presents two very different pictures to the student. In the one, life is rather difficult,
monotonous, and isolated. Poverty, disease, and ignorance are rampant. In the other, life is simple, peaceful, and
practically self-sufficient. Contentment, simple pleasures, and a sense of solidarity characterize the countryside.
Either picture may be true but it does not give the whole truth. If the student is a propagandist of the Western idea
of efficiency or of the modern sense of cleanliness as typified by the American bathroom and kitchen perhaps he
will find the Chinese village a hell on earth; if the student is disillusioned by the materialistic trends of modern
civilization, perhaps he will romantically hail it as the Shangri-la of his dreams. Either approach gives a distorted
picture. But to understand rural China as lived by some 80 per cent of the Chinese population, is very important in
the present world of decreasing distance. One needs to know the present situation of the village life in China
today, its strength as well as its weakness. What are the results of the impact of the Western civilization upon the
Chinese village life? What is the Christian message to the vast rural population in China? How can the Christian
movement of the West help China in her national reconstruction? Before answering the questions raised above, let
us consider the make-up of the Chinese farmer.
*
The Chinese farmer is industrious in work and thrifty in habit. His patience is proverbial, amounting to a virtue
as well as a vice. In a modern sense he does not farm, but only gardens his few acres. The average amount of land
he and his family cultivate is not more than five acres, and often but one to two acres. During the planting and
harvesting seasons he and his family work long hours. However, for a larger part of the year he putters about his
farm and has a great deal of forced leisure. In olden times during the leisure period the farmer milled his rice and
pressed his seeds into oil. His wife spun, wove, and made clothing for the whole family. With the introduction of
modern machinery and mass production a great many home handicraft industries have been replaced and there is
much forced leisure in the countryside. While some agricultural improvements have been introduced in recent
years, the effect has been rather limited. The old-time economy has been destroyed, and a new one, able to fully
utilize the surplus manpower for production, is yet to be found.
During the years of war and internal strife the farmer has been given a lion’s share in the making of
contributions and sacrifices to the government. His taxes have been heavy and varied, and some of them must be
paid the government in kind. If he is a tenant, the rental for the land he cultivates is very high, amounting to half
ef the crops he harvests. In some cases the landlord pays the taxes to the government and provides the tenant with
seeds and fertilizers and in bad years with food. According to the usage in some provinces the surface soil with its
fertility is the property of the tenant farmer, while the landlord has title to the subsoil only. Such farm lands cannot
be sold without the consent of the tenant. Recently several laws have been promulgated by the government for the
benefit of the tenant farmer, such as a universal reduction in rental to 25 per cent of the harvest and loans made
available by the government so that the tiller of the soil may own his own land. With the exception of a few
districts these measures have not been observed.
The land that the farmer cultivates is not only small but also fragmentary, often of many small parcels at
considerable distances from one another. The farmer must bring his buffalo or ox and tools from place to place
and this takes time and increases his cost of production. Many farmers do not own their working animals;
sometimes two or three jointly use one animal. Very good care is taken of the animals insofar as proper care is
understood; nevertheless, prevention of disease by prophylactic inoculations and by quarantine are beyond the
farmer’s ken and experience. He addresses his working animal as “Elder Brother” and often values it above any
member of his own family. The death of his wife or a child would not entail as much hardship as the loss of his
working animal.
The farmer seeks ways and means of using his forced leisure by earning additional income. If he can exchange
it for gainful occupation, his income can be increased. Hiring out as a laborer, transporting and marketing his
agricultural products, engaging in home industries—these are some of the ways he profitably utilizes his forced
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leisure. As a farmer from childhood he knows how to use his farm land to the best advantage. The yield per acre is
quite high. Through introduction of improved seeds and more adequate use of fertilizers the yield may be further
increased. But the law of diminishing returns soon puts an end to this effort. Agricultural lands are limited,
estimated to be about 20 per cent of China’s total area; with an increasing population the acreage per capita is
decreasing. The only way to get more out of the earth is from the non-agricultural lands, which are four times the
area of agricultural lands. Forestry, horticulture, animal husbandry, grazing, upland crops are some possibilities.
*
The farmer's home is usually a mud hut with straw roof and mud floor. In more prosperous districts it is built
of bricks with a tile roof and a few wooden floors. In either case it has a few conveniences and amenities of life.
In summer, flies bother during the day and mosquitoes and other vermin at night. In winter, with no facilities for
heating, people are bundled with many layers of clothing. Animals often sleep underneath the farmer’s bedroom.
Windows are small if there are any at all. Doors are firmly bolted. These precautions are necessary for safety.
How does the farmer get married? Does he choose his own wife? Free love and free choice of one’s own mate
may be the fashion among the city folk, but in the vast rural areas of China parent-arranged matches are still the
order of the day. In spite of the obvious defects of the latter plan, unhappy marriages and divorces are rare in the
country districts. Perhaps rural folk know better! Do the husband and wife love each other? They certainly do,
although not in the manner of American motion pictures. They also quarrel at times. This, nevertheless, does not
lead them to a divorce court. Simple country folk do not worry about all sorts of evil; they sleep away their
troubles. To them time is the healer of all their conjugal discords. The following is a rural song, suggestive of the
simple life and simple love in the country:
Ask no quarter, when rooster fights against rooster, head to head;
But the quarrel between husband and wife is soon forgotten, indeed;
In the morning they wash their faces out of the same basin of water;
And at night on the same pillow their heads lie in peaceful slumber.

The farmer may have his father or mother or both living with him. With his wife and one or two children he
has four or more persons to feed. He loves his children and often spoils them. His parents may not do much
physical work, as filial piety is considered the highest of all family virtues, but they still have a great deal of say
in the family. The farmer works hard from sunrise to sunset, especially from April to October, and at other times
he hires himself out as a laborer or peddles his farm produce to market towns so that he may earn enough to
support his family. His wife works even longer hours, for she needs to get up early before dawn to prepare his
breakfast; and in the evening, in the dim light of a vegetable oil lamp, she sews and makes clothing for all the
members of the family.
The relationship between mother-in-law and daughter-in-law is the chief source of family trouble in the
village. According to social custom the younger woman is expected to wait upon the parents-in-law and attend to
their daily needs. Her duties are rather onerous and exacting, because the family cannot afford outside help and
work on the farm has no end. The time of her liberation comes when, after her mother-in-law dies and her own
son marries, she becomes a mother-in-law herself. A popular rural song describes just such an occasion; three
days after her death, the spirit of the mother ascends the “watchtower” and takes a last look at her home, when all
the mourners are supposed to make a concentrated effort at loud weeping and lamentations.
On the edge of the grave a photinia tree is growing,
Shining dark green leaves on green branches are sprouting;
Up to the watchtower the spirit of the departed mother climbs.
A last look at the home which she had ruled she now takes.
The deep mourning of her two sons over her death are plainly recorded;
Weeping in front of the spirit tablet her daughter refuses to be comforted;
Loud lamentations eloquently hide the feelings of the daughter-in- law;
But listen: “two more years, and in the third I shall be mother-in-law!”

The Chinese nation has stood the changes of forty centuries mainly because of the family system upon which it
is built. Family loyalty has proved a great stabilizer in times of political turmoil and economic depression.
Governments may change but family heads continue to guard the well-being of their families and maintain the
peace of the countryside. In times of economic stress, one needs not beg bread from strangers, nor apply for dole
from government, as long as one has a kinsman who is well-to-do. Wherever there are Chinese who reside and
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prosper in any of the big cities in China or abroad, the flow of remittances to their native villages never ceases.
These are sent for the support of the immediate members of their families and also for the welfare of their distant
relatives. The Chinese people as a nation practice the saying that charity begins at home almost as a religion.
Filial piety manifesting itself in love and support of one’s parents with provision for their material needs, is a
social demand upon every Chinese. To be unable to support one’s parents is considered a great shame; but to
refuse to support one’s parents is regarded as worse than a crime; it is an antisocial act, universally condemned in
China.
However, the Chinese family system has its weak side as well, in its small loyalties. In a number of rural
districts there have been clan feuds lasting over long periods. Their origins may be long forgotten but the feuds
continue from generation to generation, resulting in loss of untold lives. The Tong Wars in Chinatowns in America
are a well known example of clan warfare.
Another evil of the family system is the common practice of nepotism. The Chinese conception of the family is
rather broad, consisting not only of parents and children, but also of first, second, and third cousins on both sides
of the parents, and often for the sake of business or political influence family ties may be even further extended. A
leading political figure or a successful businessman may be claimed to have family ties with all the members of
his village. Because of loyalty to one’s family or kinsmen, public welfare is sometimes sacrificed. The relatives of
a successful man and his wife seem to lay claim upon his success and ask for a share of his prosperity. When such
claims are backed up by the pressure of the whole family, it takes a man of more than ordinary determination to
refuse.
Despite these small loyalties there is a lack in the feeling of social responsibility. While rural folk do help their
distant relatives in need or even former schoolmates or those from the same village, their concern often seems to
stop there. When a boat is sinking and people are drowning, when a house is burning and people are crying for
help, or when a car is overturned and people are dying, there is a lack of spontaneity on the part of onlookers to
rush to the aid of those in distress. This is, however, due more to superstition than to lack of pity in the Chinese
heart. According to the superstitious belief in rural districts a person who is killed in an accident becomes a ghost
wandering through the countryside; when he has found someone else who has been killed in a similar accident to
take his place, his wandering will then come to an end.
*
The Chinese farmer may be crude in appearance and uncouth in manners, but he is courteous by social instinct.
His social upbringing is such that certain simple rules of courtesy have been ingrained in his make-up. These,
however, may be quite different from the courtesies as they are understood in the West. The essence of his
courtesy is being humble. In his contact with others he always considers himself as inferior in standing or junior
in age, standing and age being two important criteria for respect and influence in the village. But he may commit
outrageous acts in the eyes of the so-called polite society. He stares at an outsider with both eyes and mouth wide
open and sometimes he feels with his fingers the clothing of a visitor. He may laugh aloud at something strange,
something outside the range of his experience. Fundamentally he is goodhearted and well meaning. The story has
been told of how some missionaries, having lost their way in a bandit-infested district, went to the nearest farmer
and invited themselves to be his guests, asking for his protection. The farmer took them under his care and finally
led them to safety. If the outsider gives a present to the farmer, he feels that he must return the courtesy,
notwithstanding his poverty. To country folk in general, courtesy works both ways; it receives and it gives.
“Face” is often considered something peculiarly Oriental. To the Chinese it is an expression of human dignity.
No one likes to lose his dignity and the respect due to his person. In the same way no Chinese likes to “lose face.”
In fact, sometimes people would rather lose their lives than “lose face.” To give “face” to himself as well as to his
neighbors, he does not carry things to extremes. If there is an argument, he tries to “talk reason.”
Take for example a quarrel in a Chinese village; it is always accompanied by much shouting and crying but it
rarely resorts to a fist fight. When a crowd is gathered the case is put before them. Sometimes, if the elders of the
village are present, they will give an impartial decision. In any case, should any party choose to use force, he
automatically loses the dispute, because by resorting to force he invokes the popular verdict that he refused to
“talk reason.” Saying that a countryman refused to “talk reason” is considered in the peaceful village life about
the worst possible slander. It indicates that he is unreasonable and antisocial beyond the pale of rural culture.
Sweet reasonableness is, therefore, esteemed the highest social virtue in a Chinese rural community.
“Face” when mistaken for vanity has its evil side. Villagers will sometimes go to extremes for the sake of
“face.” Expenses in connection with weddings, funerals, and birthday celebrations beyond the financial ability of
the participants to pay, are often gladly incurred for the sake of “face.” A great deal of rural indebtedness is
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incurred under such circumstances, so that loan sharks find easy victims. Folks who stint themselves in their daily
meals to the extent of undernourishment will give a feast of many courses in honor of an outside guest for the
sake of “face.”
The doctrine of the golden mean, as taught by Confucius, is well grained in the social consciousness of the
Chinese race. It is a key to the understanding of the Chinese mind. To the Chinese mind, excess or going to
extremes is almost as bad as lying is to a Westerner. Our victors never demand the pound of flesh from the
vanquished. Defeated opponents, political or otherwise, are usually given an opportunity for graceful retreat.
Before the imminent fall of a besieged city, one city gate is always left unguarded by the victors, so that the
vanquished may escape. Battles in China are fought by manipulation for position. Strategy more than force often
decides the fate of a campaign.
*
The Chinese farmer is indifferent to the government. He has only respect and fear for government officials. His
feeling toward them is very much like his reaction on the rare occasion when he receives a telegram; at such a
time his heart drops within, for he knows that the message brings him no good news, but knowledge of calamity
or death that has occurred to some member of his family. Similarly, when a government official visits his home,
he expects calamity to his family in the form of conscription into the army or some extra taxation levied locally.
The less one has to do with the government, the luckier one feels. The attitude of the rural populace toward
officialdom is like what Confucius taught his disciples to observe concerning spirits, namely, to respect them but
to keep away from them!
Country folk are peace-loving individualists. They are inarticulate, patient, and stand a great deal of abuse and
exploitation by those who are better off. However, there is public opinion in the village, although not voluble, and
also some form of democracy—not the democracy by ballot but that by popular will or mob spirit. The Chinese
people have been taught from time immemorial that when a ruler is good to his people, he should be considered as
their mother and father. If he misrules, he is considered a tyrant; and whoever delivers the nation from the hands
of a tyrant is regarded as the savior of the people.
The right to revolt, is therefore, clearly recognized in Chinese history. The magistrate is called the “father and
mother official.” But if he misrules, he may have a riot or revolt on hand.
There are over 1900 administrative units of self-government in China, known as counties or hsien, each of
which is divided into districts or hsiang. A district or hsiang may have a number of villages. A village is a cluster
of houses, a few or several hundreds, forming an island surrounded by fields and hills, lakes and streams. These
are geographic divisions. Divided according to population, a family under one roof is called a Hu, ten such
families form a Kia and a one hundred family unit is known as Pao. A village usually has one or more Pao.
With the exception of the county magistrate, who is still appointed by the provincial government, the heads of
one hundred family and ten family units are elected by the people and serve as honorary officials. In general
practice, few good, honest farmers are elected to such official positions and if elected, are often unwilling to serve
in such offices. To begin with, the officials must be literate, for they have a great deal of official correspondence
to attend to, and most farmers are illiterate. The officials form an important link between the government and the
people, and their influence is considerable. The vested interests and the gentry in each locality usually serve as
such officials. Local taxes for education and the preservation of public safety are commonly divided pro rata.
Thus the poor pay more than the rich in accordance to their ability.
*
The Chinese farmer is a silent man, patient and inarticulate. But his mind ponders upon many issues that seem
to him conflicting and puzzling. During the war he was asked to fight for his country and to feed his countrymen.
Although he dislikes soldiery yet he endured it for the sake of his ancestors as well as for the sake of his children.
He was promised many things by the government as a reward after the defeat of the enemy. The promises he
looked forward to were a peaceful life, a full bowl, freedom from conscription, and freedom from paying taxes in
grain.
The Japanese were defeated about twenty months ago and have since been repatriated, but conscription into
the army and requisition of food have continued; a full dress civil war is going on. The farmer is not interested in
the civil war or any war and wishes to have no part in it. He wants to return to his good earth, to till his land, and
to enjoy his family life. He has been told by the government agent the reasons for fighting the Communists, but he
does not understand. He does not care for democracy, whatever that may mean to him. To him, heaven is far
beyond and the central government is a long distance away in Nanking. He only hopes that the soldiers who pass
by his home will leave him and his family alone, and not take away his grain and fodder.
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His brother who lives in the Communist area was at first quite pleased to have more land to cultivate, after
some of his rich neighbors had been liquidated, and thought that the Communist and Santa Claus might be the
same person. But he dislikes to attend so many meetings at which he is told so many things to do and so many
other things not to do. The thing he dislikes most is that he has to report on his neighbors and members of his
family. This scares him. Above all, he dislikes to be conscripted into the Red Army. He knows little of Communist
“liberation” and cares even less than his brother on the government side of “democracy.” Wherever civil strife
leaves its trail, disorder, banditry, disease, and famine spread into the countryside. Those who escape from the
fighting area become refugees and paupers, crowding into near-by towns and cities.
The farmer works hard. His grain brings to him more paper money than ever, yet so much money in notes buys
so little! He remembers the days when one silver dollar would buy a lot more than a basketful of paper notes in
fives and tens. The government also forbids him to sell his grain for more than the ceiling price. He seems to be
always in debt. The harder he works, the more frustrated and hopeless he feels. He often wonders what future
there is for him and his family.
Before the war the farmers in China produced 80 per cent of the cotton, tobacco, silk, and other raw materials
used in the nation’s industries. After eight long years of bitter resistance and one year and a half of peace, an
industrial boom is long overdue, which should utilize all agricultural raw materials. But instead of the boom, civil
war, inflation, high taxes, and the dumping of cheap foreign goods have caused an industrial depression that
greatly affects rural prosperity. Only industrial prosperity that demands raw materials from the country and that
provides surplus manpower with gainful occupation, will enrich the rural people. The farmer does not understand
economic principles, but he does ask why he is so poor.
*
The Chinese farmer is a hero-worshiper. By studying the objects of worship at the wayside shrines and the
temples in the countryside that the farmer holds in reverence and in awe, one finds the interests and needs, fears
and hopes of the rural people. At every village there is a wayside shrine to Tu Dien, represented by an old man
and an old woman, corresponding to the village elder and his wife, who look after the safety and health of the
villagers. They are not spirits potent against great calamities or powerful evil gods in the minds of rural people,
but they are homely ones and give the simple folk a sense of security as intercessors.
Water, an essential element in agriculture, particularly for rice-growing regions of South and Central China, is
controlled by the dragon king or dragon spirit according to popular belief. For those who live on banks of rivers
and shores of lakes, which are liable to be flooded, the dragon spirit is held in awe. When there is a cloudburst,
accompanied with dark clouds, thunder, and lightning, the country folk imagine they are the pranks and whims of
the dragon spirit, or some wild dragon running away from its confinement. In some temples there are also altars to
the cow spirit and to the horse spirit, which have control of the health of farm animals.
The most popular object of worship is a deity of human welfare known throughout the country as the “goddess
of mercy,” who is worshiped under the name of the Virgin Mary. She is always ready to help people in distress.
Travelers on rivers, lakes, and seas pray to her for a safe journey. The sick and their families entreat her for cures
and recovery. The childless pray for the blessing of a son.
Next in popularity is the “goddess of heavenly flower” who has the control of smallpox, the most dreaded
disease in the country districts. Especially in spring, worship at her altar is widely celebrated throughout rural
China. In recent years, however, because of the wide extension of vaccination by government health authorities,
worship at her altar has begun to decline.
The theater, home, and school also help build into the lives of the people those common moral standards by
which China reached social stability. The toys of the home, the history lessons of the school, and proverbs of
common speech all carry their moral teaching.
A number of provinces in China have their respective patron saints, whose human origins are still remembered
and who are held in sacred memory because of what they did during their lifetimes. Their temples are usually
located at beautiful spots on famous hills or mountains. To these, country folk make their annual pilgrimages as
thanksgiving for the harvest, or in fulfilling a vow for some dear one who was sick and has now recovered. Not
far from Nanchang, the capital of Kiangsi Province, is a beautiful spot on the famous Western Hills, where is
situated the Wan Shou Kung, translated as the Palace of Ten Thousand Ages, the temple of the True Hsu. Some
750 years ago in the Chin Dynasty the True Hsu was the magistrate of the district. As the father and mother
official he looked after the people’s welfare by building dams and controlling the flood, and by his knowledge of
herbs he cured the sick. He maintained the peace and safety of the district by his just dealings with all people.
After his death the people built a temple in his memory and made him the patron saint of the province.
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Today not only in Kiangsi province alone, but everywhere Kiangsi people go and prosper, they build a Wan
Shou Kung in his honor as a guild or clubhouse. To the first Wan Shou Kung on the Western Hills, farmers in
groups of ten or more from within a radius of one hundred miles make their annual pilgrimage after the harvest, to
pay homage to their patron saint, the True Hsu. After having paid their homage, each group lights an incense stick
from the altar fire in front of the True Hsu's image. They keep the incense stick alight throughout their journey
home. As soon as they reach their home village, they call together all their relatives, friends, and fellow villagers,
each to light an incense stick from the one brought from the Western Hills, so that all may share the blessings of
their pilgrimage.
*
We have tried to present objectively a few facts of the rural life in China today, so that they may serve as a
background for understanding the present conditions and probable future changes. The results of the impact of
Western civilization upon Chinese rural life are rather few, and they are not as wide, deep, and evident as those
left upon urban life. Cheap machine-made goods have taken the place of some of the products of home industries.
The farmer and his family have more forced leisure on hand. Artificial fertilizers have made inroads into some
more prosperous districts along the coast. Kerosene has displaced the vegetable oil for the lamps of China in a
large number of villages. Cheap cigarettes and matches are two common articles of trade at the village store. A
new-style village school looks after the education of the children. A newspaper from the near-by city or one
written by the teacher is posted in front of the school. Smallpox vaccinations and quinine tablets may be bought at
market towns. These signs of Western influence were absent half a century ago. One wonders what one will see in
the village fifty years hence.
In the 130 years of the history of Christian missions in China the results of the impact of Christianity upon the
rural life are similarly disappointing and meager. One wonders how much, or rather how little, the Christian
message of repentance and eternal life means to the rural millions in China. After all, if one’s whole time job
during the twelve waking hours of the day is to eke out a living from the earth, one has no time for anything else.
Certainly one has little interest outside life’s immediate problem of getting a living.
The things that are vital to the Chinese farmer are his crops, health, peace, security, family relationships, and
neighborhood problems. Has Christianity any message for him applicable to anyone of these vital interests?
Certainly! Christianity is interested in the whole of his life, in his health, in his government, in his family life, and
in his brotherly relationships with his neighbors. Unless Christianity leads him and helps him to enjoy an
abundant life in all its fullness, through a gospel fitted precisely to his needs, to be or not to be a Christian will
mean very little to him.
To the Chinese farmer, Lao Tien Ya is an omnipotent and mysterious god who gives sunshine and rain at will,
who doles out abundance to one district and scarcity to another, and who decides the fate of man and beast
seemingly with no rhyme or reason. He is the god of heaven and earth. He is whimsical at times; his whims are to
be respected and his wrath is to be feared.
How can the religion of Jesus correct, redirect, and enrich such inadequate religious concepts? Why do not his
messengers preach more often as did Paul to the Athenians of the Unknown God? Lao Tien Ya of the Chinese
farmer is much more like the Christian God of Jesus than was the unknown god of Greek philosophers. Beginning
with such religious concepts, can we not enrich and develop the idea that God’s love is as broad as heaven and
earth and that he has no respect for distinctions of class, country, and race? What we have mistaken for his whims
are really nature’s laws, like the changes in seasons and the growth of plants, some of which we are only
beginning to understand.
He is, nevertheless, a cooperating God, fair in his dealings, giving sunshine and rain to the just and the unjust
alike. He is anxious that we should succeed in raising good and abundant crops. He suffers with us in floods and
droughts and in our failures. He looks on all the children of men as his own children. In fact, he is our loving
Father in heaven.
Introducing Christ our Saviour to the Chinese farmer cannot be done in mere words. After all, Christ’s own
way is the only effective way for his followers in proclaiming his gospel. He taught the waiting crowd, he healed
the sick, he fed the hungry, he drove away demons of all kinds, he lifted the loads of those heavily burdened, he
blessed the children, he befriended publicans and sinners, he drove away profiteering money changers, and he
championed the cause of the common people against their selfish rulers, the Pharisees and Scribes. Finally, he
willingly gave his life on the cross.
To put these into modern terms, the Christian message to the Chinese farmer should consist of more and equal
opportunities for education, a full rice bowl, gainful work for a decent living, healthful living in a healthful
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environment, security from fear, freedom of worship, and sharing life’s blessings with others. The messengers
must be devoted followers of Christ who have specialized in the services of teaching and preaching to rural
people, in rural health and recreation, in improving agriculture and rural industries, and in rural organizations such
as cooperatives.
Certain adjustment of material standards of living and attitudes toward the underprivileged are required of the
messengers. Our standards of living, our attitude towards others, our unwillingness to come down to the place
where the farmer is, and our lack of imagination and appreciative understanding are stumbling blocks in making
Jesus known. These make the farmer suspicious of us, and our message unacceptable to him. After all, to live the
message is most important. No sermon is as eloquent and no message is as effective as personal example. We
must be willing to serve all kinds of men, to meet all their needs, and to share incessantly all of life’s gifts with
others. The indwelling Christ, the dynamic of our very being, is our message to the Chinese farmer. When the
Word is truly made flesh and incarnated in the lives of his disciples, humble folk will understand and gladly
follow him who is the Way, the Truth, and the Life.
In 1931 Dr. Kenyon L. Butterfield of the International Missionary Council visited China and studied the rural
problems in the field. His report, entitled the Rural Mission of the Church in Eastern Asia, sets forth the following
fundamentals of rural work: a convincing message to village folk; educational evangelism; a rural community
parish as the central feature; a community-serving church; a trained Christian leader; Christian lay helpers; local
self-support of the community church; a rural service staff; comprehensive studies; cooperation among agencies
of rural reform; a program of immediate steps; and an adequate plan of cooperation from the peoples of the West.
As a result of his visit and that of Ralph A. Felton in 1937 the churches in several provinces organized
Christian rural service unions and began to serve the Chinese farmer in every phase of his life. The North China
Christian Rural Service Union working in Changli, Tungchow, and Paoting, suspended in the wartime but revived
now, and the Kiangsi Christian Rural Service Union in Lichwan are two notable examples. Nanking Theological
Seminary has set up a special department on the rural church. Christian institutions of high learning such as the
University of Nanking and Cheeloo University have given a major emphasis to the training of rural workers.
These attempts are mere drops in the vast ocean of rural needs in China. But every little drop is helpful! Like
the man of Macedonia who appeared in Paul’s vision, the Chinese farmer is calling to the Christian church,
“Come and help.”
1890

73.38 The Confidence In The Game\fn{by Zhu Shouju (c.1890?- )} Shanghai, China (M) 9
On your finger, a diamond is really the tiniest of objects. But its demonic power is beyond all imagination. You
may be the handsomest; you may be the smartest. Such qualities might have brought you status and acclaim in
times gone by. These days, though, regale yourself as you would with the fanciest of clothes; if a diamond is not
gracing that little digit of yours, all you can ever hope to attain is some label like “slick young man.” Dress more
plainly and you would not likely escape being dubbed a “poor fellow.” Conversely, should your hand sport a
diamond of even four or five carats, “slick” would instantly become “classy;” and “poor fellow” would then be
perceived as the scion of a wealthy household.
Let’s think about it. A four- to five-carat diamond is only slightly larger than a cherry pit, and not nearly the
size of an almond. Yet it can actually determine a person’s worth. And to an even greater extent than a man’s, a
woman’s appeal is most intimately connected to these jewels. Is she pockmarked with missing front teeth? Does
she have a face that brings on a three-day retch? Never mind! She becomes an instant center of attention once she
puts on that glittery, sparkly diamond. Far from suffering nausea, those who see her will drool all over themselves.
Psychologically, though, we can’t say that every one of these people actually covets another’s diamond. It’s
just that once in its presence, their attention is drawn directly to the gem, much as sunflowers to the sun or iron
shavings to a magnet. Maybe physicists should look into the principle behind this.
Why am I not getting to my story, but going on and on with this bloated preface? Well, I have my reasons.
Here in Shanghai, what’s on the surface remains of paramount value. Time and again, people who do not have so
much as a day’s worth of food in the house are eager to dress themselves properly, in expensive finery from head
to toe. They would rather exchange their winter furs for summer silks at pawnshops, claiming all the while that
they are saving themselves the trouble of storage. People like that are known as embroidered pillows or, most
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popularly, con artists.
One such was Wang Sanxin, though his “pillow” was stuffed with much more than just straw; while his family
did not exactly qualify as “well-heeled,” there was always enough food on the table. On the other hand, he was
not at all as well-off as he looked in full regalia. He wore a hat of silver-tipped mink, a fur-trimmed gown of dark
blue silk with circular patterns, an embroidered vest of dark satin brocade, and dark green satin slip-on shoes with
light soles. The attire was matched to a pale-complexioned face smeared regularly with Snow Blossom cream and
adorned with two bushy eyebrows and a head of jet-black hair. What was most eye-catching about him, though,
was the diamond on the ring finger of his left hand, a stone of perhaps four carats. Seeing that, who would doubt
that he was heir to a family fortune of at least forty or fifty thousand?
No third person ever knew the origin of Sanxin’s diamond ring. Of the two who did know, one was Sanxin
himself; the identity of the other remained locked in Sanxin’s heart. He never told a soul, and there was no way
for anybody to find out. So we might as well say that only Sanxin knew.
Because of that ring, Sanxin was able to close a number of deals. Some people would swear that the hat on his
head and the clothes on his back were all obtained through the diamond. But since the ring continued to be in his
possession, how on earth did he manage to acquire the hat and the clothes? That was the question that baffled one
and all.
Armed with his impressive ensemble and the eye-catching diamond, Sanxin could not very well pass up
spending three dollars an hour for a taxicab to show himself off a little during the New Year’s festivities. The day
was the fifth of this lunar year, when every family was feasting in honor of the god of wealth. Most of the
pedestrians on the streets had a trace of ruddiness on their cheeks, as if in competition with the dark-faced
immortal. Sanxin’s cheeks, however, retained the color of Snow Blossom cream. He was not about to welcome
the god of wealth in the ordinary way. The god other people were greeting was dark-complexioned. The human
person he aimed to meet up with would be decidedly fairer.
That day, after dinner in some restaurant or other, he emerged to hail a cab for a spin around town. It occurred
to him that he’d been spending quite a bit of money on taxis the last few days without getting anything out of it.
He’d heard that “Pug-Nose” Mao Lin and “Tea Leaf” Xiao Lu had rented a room in the Hotel Europa; they were
getting a large group together for dominoes. With the twenty silver dollars he had with him, he thought he’d go try
his luck. His winnings could pay for all that taxi fare, or else he could just chalk up any losses as a business
expense. So why not?
Having thus made up his mind, he ordered Ah Liu the driver to take him to the Hotel Europa on the boulevard.
It was a familiar destination. Taking the elevator to the sixth floor, he knocked lightly three times on the door of
room 99 and announced his name on cue. As the door opened, he saw that the place was already packed. He
exchanged greetings with a few of the people he’d known well from similar gatherings. Most of the others he
recognized as rather prominent folk—stockbrokers, managers, agents, and such. Having skimmed off money from
everyone as part of their jobs, these people were there to redistribute their wealth. In that sense at least, they were
living up to their fancy professional titles.
Then he noticed Xiao Lu, one of the hosts, presiding over a metal box full of chips. Mao Lin was seated next
to the dealer to lay down the tiles. The dealer was a large fellow with a pockmarked face as red as a pig’s lungs.
Because he was having tremendous success, raking in a lot and giving out very little, he became extraordinarily
exuberant. Because he was too occupied to mop up the sweat running down his brow, the pearly beads settled
naturally into the flaws in his countenance. Too bad the temperature in the room was too high for the flow to stop;
otherwise, it might have turned out to be a rare cure for facial pits.
After purchasing twenty dollars worth of chips from Xiao Lu, Sanxin positioned himself next to the gaming
table. But he did not place any bets; he was waiting for the right time. It just so happened that the burly dealer,
after winning for a while, began a bad run with consecutive losses. Taking advantage of the downturn, Sanxin
threw down five dollars worth of chips on the upper tile, which showed a washout for all bettors when it was
turned over. The people there grumbled about his impulsiveness costing them money. Sanxin well knew that
especially among gamblers, there was the common tendency to blame somebody whenever money was lost. The
best way to handle the situation was to ignore it. Or else, if disputants were hotheaded enough, an actual altercation would follow. For this reason, he kept his mouth shut, responding to all comments with a smile. He put down
ten more dollars—and won. More success followed until he was up fifty against the big man. Then the dealer
rallied, taking back twenty. The thought occurred to Sanxin that the thirty dollars left to him was gotten after
expending much effort and suffering everyone’s disdain; he was not about to give the money back. Thus deciding
to beat a retreat, he cashed in his chips with Xiao Lu and got out of the place.
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At the elevator shaft, Sanxin saw the counterweight dangling below; the car was still taking on passengers up
on the seventh floor. He pressed the button and watched as the car slowly descended, coming to a stop in front of
him. Sanxin stepped in as the operator opened the gate. Then he saw something flash before his eyes.
Inside, there was nothing especially dazzling, just a girl of perhaps twenty. She had on a beige leather padded
jacket trimmed with a border of silver and black, a skirt of dark, glittery silk, and a pair of patent-leather highheel shoes. Her coiffure was styled into a bun. The tendrils over her temples did not require any eau de cologne or
pomade to enhance their sheen. There was a diamond-studded hairpin on one side of her head, a pair of hoops
with tiny diamonds on her ears. On one wrist was a gold watch, on the other a greenish “imported gold” bracelet.
The name aside, this type of bracelet was actually combustible, costing less than a half-dollar to buy. Still, people
who were eager to keep up with the latest fads were fond of wearing one. They liked the idea that something so
cheap could look so bright and sparkly, especially on a person with whitish arms. (I need hardly mention that the
girl’s arms were like tender lotus roots in a shallow pond.) It was too bad that she also had on a pair of light-gray
silk gloves that shielded all of her slender fingers from view. But her face was powdery and translucent, with
shining eyes and gleaming teeth, a nose delicate as jade, and lips like cherries—in every way the very incarnation
of an illustration from one of those books on ideal beauties. Even as Sanxin stared at her, she did not stop shooting glances his way. For it appeared that, in both age and appearance, Sanxin and the girl were a perfect match,
neither one finding anything to dislike about the other. The attraction, as they say, was mutual and immediate.
Each pair of eyes locked onto the other; electric sparks flew in both. Good thing the wooden and expressionless operator was standing between them in the elevator, becoming a kind of porcelain insulation board blocking
the passage of any direct current. In that way, the inevitable combustion which occurs when a negative yin spark
meets a positive yang spark was avoided.
Soon they were at street level. Sanxin let the girl get out before him. He was thinking that she was someone
unfamiliar, someone he had not seen before in any of the pleasure spots he frequented. Maybe she wasn’t a local.
It would be hard to figure out where a local might be headed once she left the hotel. Then another thought
occurred to him. The seventh floor was where they held those foreign-style banquets for the filles de joie; perhaps someone had just taken her there. But, no, he ought not to be thinking uncomplimentary thoughts about such
a fine-looking person. From the way she carried herself, she was evidently from a prominent household. But he
shouldn’t be so hasty. He should see what type of vehicle she got into before jumping to any conclusion. If she
hailed a rickshaw, for instance, he could then invite her to share the ride. That could turn out to be a great
opportunity for a tète-â-tète.
Next to the Hotel Europa was an alleyway reserved for parking. Numerous automobiles, horse-drawn carriages, and taxis lined up there all hours of the day and night, Sanxin’s rickshaw among them. A red sedan from a
cab company was there as well. The driver inside had his feet propped up on the dashboard and his head resting
on the opened window as he napped. It was difficult to fault the man for doing so. He had only five dollars to
show for an entire day’s work the day before. Feeling the itch last night, he’d gotten himself into a round of
dominoes with his fellow drivers. Not only did he lose all the money in his possession, but he also wound up six
dollars in arrears. That he forfeited an entire night’s sleep in addition goes without saying. Because he was on
duty today, he had to take the car out, but fortunately for him, his passenger had gone inside for dinner, allowing
him to catch his forty winks. Anyway, by his napping for an hour, the company would be getting three dollars of
income, certainly a nice profit in view of his recent loss of eleven dollars plus a night’s sleep after a whole day’s
work.
But his sweet dreams were less than half over when they were interrupted. Opening his eyes, he saw that it was
his woman passenger. He stretched his arms back to open a rear door for her and gave his eyes a quick rub. Then
he started up the motor.
Watching the woman get into the car, Sanxin could not help letting out a silent cheer. This time, he assured
himself, he would surely snare his prey. Still, there he was in a rickshaw and she in an automobile. Not only
would that make her impossible to tail, but she might also form a bad first impression of him, making it difficult
to get to first base. No, he would not give up his quest merely on account of some motorized vehicle! He jumped
into a cab of his own posthaste, barking at Ah Liu behind the wheel to hurry after the red car.
It was just after ten o’clock. The night was very young, Sanxin was thinking. If he could just catch her and get
her to a theater, he need not worry about an opportunity for a chat. It would be perfect if he could get her to the
Rainbow District for a movie, where he might get to fondle her in the dark. What’s more, with his knowledge of
smatterings of different foreign languages, she might welcome his ability to fill her in on parts of the plot. Then it
would be even easier to get close to her.
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Although he had the details mapped out in his head, the girl seemed bent on going against them. She did not
take any circuitous cruise, but headed directly west. Her cab turned at the New World Cinemas and then went
south along the racetrack straight to Unyin Road in the foreign concession area beyond the West Gate. It stopped
at the front entrance of a spacious two-story row house. The woman got out to rap at the door as the driver turned
the car around and, with a few honks of his horn, sped off to find his companions for yet another round of dominoes.
When he saw the cab he was tailing come to a stop, Sanxin told his driver to follow suit about two and a half
houses back. He watched as the cab door opened, and the girl walked out, head held high; then it slammed shut
again. Sanxin could not help feeling distressed that she never looked back, seemingly oblivious that anyone was
following her. He got out of the cab to examine the door of the house under the street light. On it was a small
brass plaque, engraved in black with Residence of the Zhou Family of Xuancheng. So this really was a prominent
family! Sanxin could not help talking pleasure at his own prescience. So what if the girl had yet to show any
interest. As the old saying went, “The cure for a proper woman is an ardent man.” Besides, she did make eyes at
him. It merely remained for him to put out a little; the rest would happen on its own. But since she had already
gone inside, he shouldn’t be waiting around like a dope right then. Tomorrow evening he’d be back to stake her
out.
Having thus settled on his course of action, he took the cab home.
At dusk the following day, Sanxin did indeed turn up at the door of the Zhou residence, where he kept watch
for over two hours. Not only was there no sign of the girl; the front door did not open even once. Anyone else
standing out there all that time would surely have lost patience and gone off. But Sanxin had learned from his
experiences over the years. He had developed a remarkable maturity. Sure, he had to be on his feet out there for a
long time, but he remained unfazed. The neighbors, though, must think it strange for a well-dressed man to be
standing under somebody’s eaves like that. Several came out to stare at Sanxin, causing him some discomfort.
There had to be a back door to the house, he thought. Perhaps she went out the back way. In that case, wouldn’t it
be pretty stupid of him to wait out there like that?
He wandered down a little alley off to the side to explore. Sure enough, pasted on the door of the first house
was a red slip of paper with Zhou Residence, Rear Entry written on it. The door was ajar, with the glare of light
bulbs beyond it. Inside, there was the sound of crackling oil and the pervasive aroma of meat sizzling in a pan.
This had to be the family’s kitchen.
Sanxin felt his stomach gurgling as he stood there. He had started out without any dinner. Even though he had
been so intent on his mission that he’d forgotten about the need for food, the smell of the cooking made the
roundworms in his belly cry out against their unjust neglect. The cries became so formidable that Sanxin could
hardly ignore them. Too bad he did not know the Zhou woman well as yet, he was thinking. Otherwise, he could
have been a drop-in guest and shared in the family’s gastronomical delights.
The alley dead-ended, much like the intellect of an illiterate. Sanxin went all the way down it before realizing
that he had to retrace his steps. The mouth of the alley was next to the front door. He had been standing across the
street, so how on earth could he have missed her had she actually gone out? Perhaps she left earlier, or else she
was not going anywhere that day. With nothing in his stomach, he could not very well remain there. He might as
well get home, have some dinner, and come back earlier tomorrow. With enough determination, a steel pole can
be ground into a needle. He need not doubt that, in time, he would succeed.
Sanxin kept up his watch four days in a row, getting to his post earlier each day. On day four, he was there
right after lunch and waited until nine-thirty at night without catching so much as a glimpse of her. His inner
resolve began to waver: this was one needle that might never be ground. He would come back again the next day,
bringing along some kind of snack so that he need not go home for sustenance. If nothing came of it, then he must
have been mistaken in his calculations. Maybe this was the house of her relatives; she might have gone back
home after an overnight stay. If he went on looking for her here, then his effort would become a big joke in the
history of his amorous adventures.
Now, Wang Sanxin was a man of determination. He got up bright and early the following day, just as he’d
planned. Then he spent thirty cents at the Wing On Company for a box of tea snacks and went back to the side of
the street across from the Zhous, where there was a little store selling cigarettes and dry goods from Peking. The
proprietor had gone away on business and his daughter was manning the counter. While hanging around the last
three days in order to carry out his noble resolve, Sanxin had become acquainted with her, occasionally going in
for cigarettes and casual conversation. When she saw him there once more, she thought that the plainclothes
policeman had come back again.
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“You’re even earlier today,” she said as she greeted him with a dimpled smile.
Sanxin nodded as he returned the smile.
“I have something to leave with you,” he said, handing her the box of snacks for safekeeping even though he
had no intention of venturing beyond the immediate environs of the Zhou residence.
This time, the old adage that all good things come to those who wait finally came true. He had been there since
early morning. Around five in the afternoon, he saw someone who looked like a servant come out of the Zhou
house to get rickshaws. The man hailed five in all, lining them up in front of the house. Sanxin’s heart throbbed
even as he feigned nonchalance with the shop girl. Who were the people across the street, he was asking her. Why
would they order so many rickshaws? The girl was not at all dense and had by then guessed what Sanxin was up
to. She gave him the straightforward answer that she knew he was looking for.
“The Zhous moved here only last year, so we don’t know much about them. I heard that the head of the household works for the government in Peking. His immediate family includes quite a few women—daughters and
concubines, all really pretty. They are fond of going out for movies and other kinds of amusement. I don’t know
why they haven’t left the house these last few days. The rickshaws mean that now they are about to go out again.”
Before she finished, seven or eight females in heavy makeup emerged from the house, looking like flowers
draped with brocade. It goes without saying that the group included the someone who had occupied Sanxin’s
every thought for an entire week. Seeing her now, he could not contain himself and bounded out of the shop, no
longer interested in what the shop girl was telling him. The larger women sat alone in the rickshaws; the slimmer
ones shared. That girl was paired with a fourteen- or fifteen-year-old. As she was getting in, her gaze drifted in
Sanxin’s direction until she caught sight of him. Her face instantly took on a startled expression. She shot him a
glance, and then another. Sanxin never bothered to acknowledge her eyes with his own. He was too occupied with
getting a rickshaw for himself, to go after the entourage as if his life depended on it. He didn’t hear the shop girl
calling after him about the snack box he was leaving behind.
As they sped along, the girl turned her head again and again to look at Sanxin—unmistakable evidence of her
interest. Sanxin’s joy knew no bounds. The pullers ran extremely fast, and Sanxin momentarily forgot he was in a
rickshaw. Instead, he felt he was flying on a cloud, chasing after a coterie of immortal maidens. Only when they
reached the entrance of the First-Class Fragrance Restaurant did he regain his orientation. Realizing that the
women were going in as a group, he quickly paid his fare and followed them upstairs. They had evidently
reserved a private room. A placard with The Family Zhou written on it was hanging on the door. The rooms
immediately adjoining had also been spoken for. Fortunately, the hour was still early, well before the arrival of the
dinner crowd.
Well acquainted with the waiters in the main dining hall, Sanxin was able to get them to slip him into a room
right next door. He ordered his meal, all the while listening to the scattered sounds of happy chatter from the other
side of the wall; he could not tell which of the birdlike chirps came from her. All he could do as he ate was wait
for the women to finish and leave the restaurant—whereupon he tagged along as before. This aroused the suspicions of those in the girl’s entourage. One after another they turned in their rickshaws to look at him. The most
suspicious of them was the girl’s young seatmate, who was aware that she was turning to look at him time and
again. Now she was saying something to the girl, who Sanxin could see was shaking her head. Obviously, the
younger girl was asking whether she knew the person following them and was getting a negative answer. He
smiled to himself at the thought that most young ladies nowadays loved to meddle in someone else’s business,
even while worrying that someone else might meddle in theirs. How ludicrous they were!
Soon the rickshaws arrived at the Second Theater, coming to a stop in front of it. Sanxin could not help letting
out a moan. Business at the place had really picked up the last few days, and the women undoubtedly had
reserved seats. Having come unprepared, all he could hope to get after queuing up would be a hard seat high up
among the rafters; he would not even be able to have eye contact with them. What was he to do? Well, since he
was already there, he would make the best of the evening. He was acquainted with a number of the functionaries
at the theater. Still, he got the expected answer as to available seats: There were none. He walked around on the
second level, from where he saw the women filing one by one into the seats ofa reserved box up front. Sanxin was
beside himself and urged one of the ushers to think of something. But while people like him might have done all
they could to accommodate customers during bad times, the bustling business they were now enjoying had given
them inflated opinions of themselves. The man kept shaking his head. There was nothing he could do; Sanxin
ought to get there earlier tomorrow. At his wit’s end, Sanxin could only say:
“I don’t want a seat anymore. Just tear off a ticket stub for me.”
The man did as he was asked, and Sanxin found a square foot of space for himself among the hired help. He
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was indeed far away, but there was nothing cutting off the line of sight between him and the reserved box with the
women seated inside. That girl had no inkling that Sanxin would be situated up where he was, and even though
she looked around again and again, her gaze never turned in his direction. Unable to call to her, Sanxin could only
agonize in silence.
Things remained that way for over an hour before a minor opportunity presented itself. The girl, having had
too much tea, needed to visit the restroom. She was leaving her seat by herself! At last, thought. Sanxin with glee.
He would wait for her by the ladies’ room. Before she could go in, he would invite her to come by herself for a
performance the next day. But alas, even before she started off toward her destination, her young partner from the
rickshaw suddenly told her to wait up; she, too, was going along.
Seeing all this, Sanxin could only curse his luck. Nevertheless, what was transpiring was not really unlucky for
him after all. For even though his location was remote, anyone going from the reserved box to the ladies’ room
had to pass by it. The two women, their heads down, were talking to each other as they walked along. When they
got to where he sat, nothing in the world could have made him forgo the chance for personal contact. He let out a
loud cough. Startled, the girl turned and could not help betraying a bit of elation on seeing him. She smiled
broadly, as if to say that she was delighted to find him. Sanxin felt extremely fulfilled at this. He was particularly
glad that the other girl, who was walking very fast, had gone on ahead without noticing the exchange; no one else
could know what passed between them. It was only after the two girls were on their way back that the younger
one saw him in his seat, wedged between two old, unwashed amahs. She chuckled, then said something to her
companion, who turned around to look again at Sanxin, flashing him another smile and a quick wink. Sanxin was
in seventh heaven. The misery he had been feeling for the past hour or so quickly vanished into the clouds.
Now that the girl knew his location, she kept looking up at him, her eyes full of tender feelings. Sanxin could
tell that she was still inexperienced, that it would not be difficult to win her over. It was just that there were too
many people around her; he would be wise not to be too rash. For the moment, there remained the chance of
getting to her when the show was over. If he somehow failed to take advantage of it, his only recourse would be to
play stakeout detective again tomorrow—in which case, he could not guess how many days would go by before
he’d get to see her again. After the performance, however; he’d have to rub shoulders with the crowd, and with
everyone looking on, he couldn’t very well speak freely. He would be forced to hand her a written note and hope
his luck would hold out. He did not know whether she could read, but from all indications, she should not be
illiterate. Anyway, he’d at least make the attempt and then see what would happen. So he took out a cigarette
wrapper and scribbled the following message on it with a pencil:
Please come here by yourself for the matinee tomorrow. If you are not interested; then don’t bother Otherwise, do
not miss the appointment under any circumstances.

The message was brief and simple. He crumpled it into a ball and hid it in the palm of his hand. When the
show was over, he stationed himself at the top of the stairs, where the girl quickly spotted him. She deliberately
let her companions get ahead while she lagged some distance behind. Sanxin could hardly contain his joy. Then,
noticing that she carried a fox-fur muff, he knew what to do. He waited until she drew near before walking down
the stairs alongside her; then he slipped the balled-up message surreptitiously into the muff, his finger-tips
brushing against her jade-like wrist as he did so. She made no sound. Sanxin would have encouraged her to say
something, but that younger girl up ahead was looking back and urging her to catch up.
At that, Sanxin lost his nerve. He kept silent as he made straight for the front entrance, pretending to wait for a
taxi, while keeping his eyes fixed on the girl’s every move. He watched her come down the stairs, take out the
note, flatten it out, and read it under a light; then she stuffed it nonchalantly back into the muff before any of her
companions noticed. Sanxin could only be impressed by her cool composure. Since she did not throw the note
away, he was sure she would not reject him. Anyway, everything would come out in the wash the following day.
As she got into her rickshaw, he saw her roll her eyes flirtatiously at him before going off. The happiness this
brought Sanxin is beyond anything the storyteller, have ever felt; I cannot therefore describe it to you.
First thing the next morning, Sanxin went to the Second Theater to reserve a couple of seats, then returned
there right after lunch. He also bought generous quantities of melon seeds, pastries, and fruit. How pleasant it
would be to munch and chat together, once the girl showed up! His anticipation was so keen that he never expected to have to wait and wait. From twelve-thirty to four o’clock—a couple of lifetimes—he waited, before he
concluded that she was not coming. That in itself might not much matter. He had clearly written on the note yesterday that she should not bother to come if she was not interested.
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But wasn’t she interested in him after all? The thought that all the emotional turmoil of the last few days was
going for naught was just too much to bear. He was becoming greatly distressed, when suddenly from behind him
came a fragrant breeze. He spun around and saw the girl, standing outside his reserved box with a grin on her
face. For Sanxin, that moment was like coming upon a rare treasure. He jumped up quickly and escorted her to
her seat. When he asked her why she was late, she only smiled. Her fragrance invaded his nostrils in waves,
working like an anesthetic. He had a whole slate of questions ready for her, but now nothing escaped his lips. To
tell the truth, Sanxin was, as the old Shanghainese saying goes, like a soft clay Buddha in a jar of hot water. He
was already falling to pieces.
*
They remained there from four o’clock until the play ended. It was not an especially long time, but long
enough for them to have had a good conversation. Sanxin learned that she was the eldest daughter in the Zhou
family. The girl with her yesterday was her youngest sister. She had another sister living in Peking. The other
women were all her father’s concubines. Little wonder they all seemed so coquettish, with their shiny hairdos and
powdered faces. Sanxin noticed that she seemed less than experienced when she talked. Then he remembered how
difficult it was to get her there. He knew he could not just let her off his hook or she might be gone forever. So he
decided to abandon his false mask of propriety and asked her directly to get a room with him at the Hotel Europa
afterward.
Miss Zhou replied that she wouldn’t go to the Hotel Europa—there were many who’d recognize her. They
might tell her father, and then there would be hell to pay. Sanxin suggested several alternatives, all of which she
vetoed. A place was either too shabby or too likely for her to bump into someone she knew. But these were the
most prominent hotels in Shanghai, Sanxin thought, even though none seemed satisfactory. The only other possibility would be Paradise Villa on Bubbling Well Road. He didn’t know if she’d be willing to go way out there, but
he made the suggestion anyway. Miss Zhou appeared to be somewhat persuaded.
“Let’s just do that,” she said as she flashed him another smile.
The Villa was a place frequented by persons of status and wealth, as its extraordinarily steep prices indicated.
For an overnight stay, including food, the tariff always exceeded twenty dollars. Sanxin of course knew this, but
in the discussion, his sole concern was to secure Miss Zhou’s assent. Cost was not something he remembered to
take into account. Now that she’d said yes, however, he naturally began to think about what he must spend. Whatever that would be, since he’d asked her, he had to grin and bear it. It’s like going out to catch rare crabs with a
golden hook: You had to put up the capital. He then thought of the great distance between where they were and
the Paradise Villa. It just would not look right for them to go by rickshaw. No way could he save the three-dollar
cab fare. As long as he had to spend all that money, he ought to do it right. So he asked an usher to get him a taxi
from the company next door and to have it wait for them at the theater entrance. When the play ended, they got
into it together and ordered the driver to head toward the Paradise Villa.
As to the propriety of getting a room at a hotel under those circumstances, it does not really matter whether or
not you readers understand. I’m not going to take the trouble to explain it for you. In any case, the two of them
had a scrumptious meal, then confessed to each other the anguish of their passion in recent days.
“That diamond ring on your finger is really rather impressive,” said Miss Zhou to Sanxin as she leaned against
a pillow. “Won’t you take it off and let me have a look?”
As filled with happiness as he was at that moment, Sanxin could never have refused the request; he slipped the
ring right off. Taking it in her hand, Miss Zhou examined it over and over before asking Sanxin how many carats
the diamond weighed. Sanxin actually did not know: his answer was that it was roughly four-and-a-half carats.
“Then it could be worth one thousand eight hundred dollars?” she wanted to know.
“A good guess,” said Sanxin. “Even at four hundred dollars a carat, it would be worth that much.”
Miss Zhou nodded, then quickly slipped the ring on her own finger. Smiling, she asked Sanxin whether it
looked good. The question made Sanxin’s heart skip a beat. He was concerned that if he answered yes, she might
very well then have just asked him to let her keep it. That would be catastrophic. As for no, it was more than the
fact that he simply could not bring himself to say it. There was no reason in the entire universe for someone to put
on a diamond ring and then disapprove of its looks. In the current situation, he could only swallow hard and tell
her that it looked fine.
Luckily for him, Miss Zhou did not respond to the remark. She merely pressed her powdered cheek against his.
“Are you cold?” she asked as he shook his head. This should have been their supreme moment, their time of sheer
ecstasy. For Sanxin, however, the inner happiness that should have filled his being had left him, along with those
four-and-a-half carats, settling now into Miss Zhou. All he had left was a wildly beating heart.
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Miss Zhou became greatly animated. She prattled on and on about one subject or another. Sanxin did not know
where she found so much to talk about. Of all she was saying, however, not a word touched upon the subject of
the diamond ring. In his anxiety, Sanxin could manage only vacant responses. The ring was securely around her
finger; he didn’t dare tell her to take it off. As if in a trance, he waited for her to return it to its rightful owner.
Neither of them made a move until long after midnight.
“Aiya, it’s gotten late,” Miss Zhou exclaimed with a glance at her watch. “They’ll be questioning me when I
get home. I still have lots to talk to you about, so let’s just keep the room another day. I’ll see you here again in
the evening. You have to take me home now; I live so far away and it’s so late. The way back is frightful.”
When he heard all this, Sanxin saw another twenty dollars fly out the window. But she had the diamond ring,
which she might return to him at the next meeting. This, therefore, was money he could not avoid spending. He
also heard her asking him to escort her home. What could he have done but tell the bellhop to phone for a taxi to
do just that? The taxi came shortly thereafter, and Sanxin got into it with the girl for the long trip outside the West
Gate. All along the way, he said nothing. He was still thinking she might just return the ring to him when she got
home. How really wonderful that would be! But she was oblivious to his thoughts as she left the cab, merely
reminding him not to forget their appointment. She knocked on the door, smiling at him again before going into
the house. With eyes wide open, Sanxin watched as she took the four-and-a-half carats in with her. The door
slammed shut, leaving him alone on the roadside with the cab. The scene was not unlike that of a week ago, when
he’d tailed her to that very spot.
Sanxin returned to his own house with a heavy heart. He kept his left hand hidden in his sleeve, as if it had
committed some sort of crime; he did not dare let his wife see it. Luckily for him, she did not notice a thing. In
any case, she could never have imagined a wise veteran like him suffering a setback like that. The night passed
quickly, and Sanxin had no choice but to go to the Paradise Villa the next evening and wait for Miss Zhou. A dark
fear continued to gnaw at his insides. What would he do if she simply went off with the ring and never showed
up?
It was a good thing then that Miss Zhou proved to be a woman of her word: she was there before it got dark—
even interrupting his dinner—and treated him with great affection. The diamond ring was indeed on her finger.
She acted as if she’d forgotten about it, however, making no reference to it at all. In spite of his deep anxiety, Sanxin could only carry on with her as if nothing had happened. This rendezvous was identical to that of the night
before. Around one-thirty, she again wanted Sanxin to take her home, as well as to hold on to the room for another
tryst the day following.
The same story repeated itself for nearly a week. The ring aside, Sanxin’s total expenses now exceeded one
hundred dollars. Poor man. In the very beginning, he was spending the money he had won. By the second day, he
was already digging down to where it hurt. After that, he became completely broke and had to pawn his dark
brocade vest and his mink hat for the necessary funds. It was fortunate for him that the weather was cooperating.
The February temperatures remained mild, and so he could get away with wearing a gown and a small chapeau
without anybody suspecting anything. Still, this little adventure of his was turning out to be the costliest of his
life. But even though he now felt regretful and resentful in the extreme, the diamond ring was still in the girl’s
clutches. He had no choice but to continue expending capital to keep her happy. None of this bothered Miss Zhou,
who asked to see him day after day without so much as thinking about returning the ring.
At his wit’s end, Sanxin now sought out a friend of his, a Mr. Resourceful, for a solution to his problem. Mr.
Resourceful let out a guffaw when he heard about all that had transpired.
“I never thought I’d see the day when you, thirty years a midwife, would wrap a baby butt-side up. This
woman’s a real schemer. She saw that you were rather openhanded when she got hold of your ring. She thinks that
she can get more out of you, not minding getting together with you day after day. To her, you’re a steady bank
account. She never suspected that you’d turn out to be someone with zero reserves. Now that things have come to
this pass, there is no way out for you except to use her own scheming against her. But don’t ever, under any
circumstances, let her see through to what you’ll be doing. I have a friend in town who’s a jewel merchant. He
told me the other day that there is now a kind of pseudo-diamond made from chemicals. While new, the stuff is
indistinguishable from the real thing, losing its coloring only with time. It’s not cheap, either, retailing for ten
dollars a carat. Didn’t you tell me that your diamond weighs four-and-a-half carats? Well, then, let’s make a
chemical diamond of a little over six carats and set it onto a ring.”
Then he gave Sanxin the details of the plan.
“You’ll also need to have seven hundred dollars in bills available at a moment’s notice. If you can’t come up
with that amount, I’ll lend it to you for the short while we’ll be needing it. If we carry out the whole plan, as

449

greedy a female as she is, there is no way she can help taking the bait. When everything’s over, don’t forget you’ll
be owing me a few gourmet foreign meals in posh restaurants.”
Sanxin clapped his hands together in delight upon hearing this. He begged this Mr. Resourceful to go with him
into town, find the jeweler friend, and set up everything according to plan. All that happened subsequently will be
revealed as the rest of the story unfolds.
Three days later, Sanxin again had dinner at the Paradise Villa with Miss Zhou. They had just entered their
room to relax and chat when the bellhop brought in a name card.
“Someone here to see Mr. Wang,” he announced.
Sanxin gave the card a once-over.
“Do you know who this person may be?” he cheerfully inquired of Miss Zhou. She saw the name Huang
Hucheng on the card, along with Huang-Hu Company, Jewel Merchant in small print in the right corner; she
admitted that she was not acquainted with the person.
“The man owns a jewelry firm which does a lot of business,” Sanxin said. “Even my wife buys from him
regularly. This is about the diamond ring I gave you the other day. It belongs to my wife, who was letting me wear
it for fun. A day or so ago, she saw that it was missing and demanded to know its whereabouts. I almost let the cat
out of the bag then, so I had no choice but to ask the boss of this company to get me a ring with a slightly larger
stone. If it suits your fancy, I’ll just make a present of it to you. Let me take that smaller one back to my wife to
save myself a lot of explaining. I’ve been meaning to tell you all this before. Now that he’s here to look for me, I
guess he’s got the goods with him.”
At that, he nodded to the bellhop.
“Ask Mr. Huang to come in.”
Miss Zhou was quickly impressed by Huang Hucheng’s resplendent attire and by his elegant demeanor. He
surely looked like the head of a jewelry firm. Once in the room, he showed unusual deference to Sanxin, repeatedly inquiring about his health. He also wanted to send his regards to the young madame at the Wang residence,
asking why it had been so long since she had been to see them at the store.
“It’s the New Year’s holidays,” smiled Sanxin. “She’s been busy playing games for petty stakes or going to the
theater. She simply hasn’t the time to go shopping for jewelry. Have you got the stuff with you?”
“I’ve got it here! I’ve got it here!” Huang Hucheng repeated as he fished out a small, brocade-covered box
from his pocket. He handed it over with the cover open.
Sanxin took out the ring to inspect it with Miss Zhou. The “diamond,” large as a fingertip, dazzled the eyes
with its sparkle under the lights. The other stone on Miss Zhou’s hand not only appeared smaller; it also seemed to
be less brilliant. Huang Hu-cheng then took out an invoice, showing that the stone weighed 6.2 carats and had a
value of $2,480. It took Miss Zhou no time at all to remove those four-and-a-half carats and to return them to
Sanxin without waiting for him to ask. Then she put on the new stone, which glittered and glowed as if on fire.
Huang Hucheng put in a few words of praise as Miss Zhou’s countenance betrayed her joy.
“Now that you’ve decided on the purchase, I must beg your forgiveness concerning an unpleasant matter,” said
Huang to Sanxin. “Because our company has benefited from doing so much business with your wife in the past,
we should not be concerned even with a sum of twenty or thirty thousand, much less ten percent of that amount.
But this is the beginning of the year, and the first entry on our ledgers. Also, this is not a transaction with the
young madame herself. Then, too, speaking frankly, this piece of merchandise is not from our company, but is
something taken on consignment from another firm. We’ve had to put down some deposit money on it. Even so, I
cannot presume to ask you to settle the entire amount right away. But please remit a thousand dollars to me first,
so that I can begin to take care of my immediate expenses. As for the remainder, I can easily put it on the young
madame’s account and bill her at the proper time.”
Sanxin appeared to take offense at this.
“Is it possible that you distrust me?” he asked, the anger evident in his voice.
Huang Hucheng tried to be conciliatory.
“I would never, never dare do that,” he said. “As I was saying, the merchandise is not ours, but taken on consignment from elsewhere only after we paid a deposit. If you don’t believe that, then consider why I would be
asking for only a thousand for something worth over two thousand dollars.”
This calmed Sanxin down.
“In that case, just wait a while,” he said. “I’ll go home and get you the thousand dollars.”
He rushed off, telling Miss Zhou to stay put. A half-hour or so later, he was back with a fistful of paper
currency. “It’s late right now, and the banks are all closed,” he said to Huang Hucheng. “I have no more than
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seven hundred dollars cash in the house. I simply cannot come up with the whole amount tonight. So how about
just taking seven hundred for now? Come back tomorrow. I’ll withdraw another three hundred from the bank for
you.”
Huang Hucheng kept shaking his head.
“I must beg your pardon,” he said. “My firm is strapped for cash at the moment and we cannot advance the
difference. The choice is clear: if you want to take the merchandise, you’ll have to put down the thousand and not
a dollar less. If you’re short right now, I’ll have to take the diamond back. We’ll see about the deal on another
day.”
Sanxin’s face showed hesitation. Without saying anything, he looked over at Miss Zhou. Having listened
intently to the exchange, Miss Zhou was thinking that she would not give back the ring in a million years, now
that she had it in her possession. Recognizing Sanxin’s problem with the seller, she interjected a solution.
“No problem,” she said to him. “The pair of diamond earrings I have on cost five hundred dollars to buy. Just
tell him to hock them for three hundred, and then redeem them for me tomorrow.” As she spoke, she unhooked the
diamond-studded hoops from her ears to hand over to Sanxin. Sanxin then handed them over to Huang Hu-cheng,
telling him to get to a pawnshop.
Huang Hucheng was not shy. He went off with the jewelry, returning with four hundred and fifty dollars. He
turned the pawn ticket and the cash over to Sanxin, who then took out three hundred to combine with the seven
hundred he had with him for the thousand dollar total, which Huang Hucheng accepted. As for the invoice, Sanxin
struck a match and burned it up. Taking out the one hundred fifty that was left, he asked Miss Zhou whether she
needed any cash.
“Fifty dollars will be enough for me,” Miss Zhou said. “You keep the hundred and the pawn ticket with you.
That way, you won’t have to go through much trouble tomorrow getting my earrings back.”
*
From that day on, the Paradise Villa never saw another trace of Sanxin. Miss Zhou did show up quite a few
times to look for him there. Some time afterward, she went searching around the various theaters without knowing
what she would say to him if she found him. At the very time she was doing that, Sanxin was dining tète-â.-tète
with his wife.
“Diamond earrings are the rage right now,” his wife was saying. “I want to get myself a pair to wear around.”
“That’s easy enough,” said Sanxin, smiling. “I’ve had my eye on a pair costing four hundred fifty at a
jeweler’s. Too bad I only have a couple hundred on hand right now. Wait until I scrape together another two
hundred fifty. I will definitely get them for you to put on and show off.”
73.73 The Windmaster\fn{by Zhang Mingfei (c.1890?- )} Hunan Province?, China (M) 6
When Wang Mengxian of Pu City was about twenty, he accompanied a tea merchant to Xinjiang on business.
He was gone for three years before the merchant notified Mengxian’s family by letter that he had run into a windstorm in the desert and disappeared. Inevitably, his mother and wife wept bitterly at the news, certain that he had
died.
Now the desert was nothing but dust and sand for who knows how many hundreds of miles. Not only was
there no sign of human life, there was not even water or greenery. The road the merchants usually took traversed
its narrowest part, which was still over thirty or forty miles wide. To get across took at least a day. As the sand
was soft and deep, footing was difficult. Any heavily loaded horse or mule cart would roll halfway back for each
advance. Whenever the wind whipped up, the vehicles had to be linked together and drawn into a large circle,
while the people and livestock had to hug the ground in order not to be swept away. When a windstorm was about
to start up, those familiar with the area all seemed able to predict what would happen.
Methods of forecasting were many. The simplest was to feel the temperature of the sand beneath your feet.
Should that be going up, then the storm would be there within a half hour. Or if you encountered an unusual gust
and saw the sand at a distance rise up to form a hill, then a gale would be upon you in a matter of seconds. For
this reason many travelers, helpless after noticing the phenomenon, were hurled halfway up the sky, where they
either died from asphyxiation right away or from the fall back to earth soon after. Even if they somehow survived,
they were likely to succumb subsequently to hunger or thirst. Wang Mengxian’s family concluded therefore that
he had to be dead, even as they continued to hope against hope that he had somehow survived. This kind of
immediate psychological reaction was natural. But then one day turned into two, two days into three. Before
anyone knew it, nearly eighteen years had gone by.
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Mengxian’s mother, Madame Sheng, was then turning sixty and took the occasion of her birthday to arrange a
wedding for Mengxian’s son Jingcheng. Their house was packed with well-wishers and guests; almost everyone
in the district was present.
While they were drinking and feasting, a stranger suddenly came through the door asking where the old lady
was. Everybody assumed he was there to tender birthday greetings. The person in charge of hosting the guests left
his seat to thank him and invite him to join them at the head table. The man merely nodded, mumbled an inaudible response, and headed for the inner rooms. His host had no choice but to follow. Madame Sheng was
exchanging toasts with several elderly women neighbors when the host burst in and announced in a loud voice:
“A gentleman’s here to give birthday greetings!”
Madame Sheng could barely turn around before the man rushed over to her, got down on his knees to hug her
around the legs, and called out, “Mama!” Then he burst into tears. Everyone was startled. Recoiling from the
shock, Madame Sheng managed to tell him in a trembling voice to stop crying.
“Could you really be my boy Mengxian?”
“I am none other,” sobbed the man as he looked up at her. “You probably don’t recognize me any more. I’ve
been gone for all of eighteen years.”
Madame Sheng brushed away her tears to scrutinize the man’s face. She saw that it was worn out with age, its
emaciation giving much greater prominence to the bones. The bloom of youth had long since departed. Still, the
features were identical to those of a younger face she had known. Not daring to make up her mind right then, she
told the man to get up. Then she asked her daughter-in-law, Madame He, to come forward, along with a few of the
older neighbors.
By that time, the news had spread to all the guests, who now crowded into the room to gape. The man greeted
the older neighbors one by one, recalling with them shared conversations and events of long ago. To a person,
they believed he was Mengxian. Madame He kept silent for a long time, uncomfortable with the situation. Then
she whispered into Madame Sheng’s ear:
“Don’t you remember? There was a dark mole on Mengxian’s chest, with hair growing out of it.”
Thus reminded, Madame Sheng turned again to the man.
“Your bearing and looks are indeed those of my son Mengxian,” she said to him. “It’s just that Mengxian has
been gone for so long without any communication. For me to take you as my son even if you are not is a small
matter. For my grandson to consider you his father by mistake would make us a laughingstock. I remember that
my boy Mengxian had a mark on his person. So remove your upper garments and let me have a look.”
The man then bared his chest.
“You probably want to see the mole,” he said as he pointed to it.
Tears flooded Madame Sheng’s face.
“My son,” she wept. “Why haven’t we seen you or had any letters from you for so long? Did you forget you
still have a mother in the world?”
“How could your son ever forget his mother?” said Mengxian. “But for going on twenty years, I passed my
days in the uninhabited valley of a desolate mountain. For as long as a year sometimes, I did not encounter
another human being. So how could I have gotten any news to you?”
“Where on earth have you been?” Madame Sheng wanted to know.
“It’s a very long story,” said Mengxian.
*
“The year I went off, I took a shipment of tea over the desert in a caravan of fourteen mule carts. As we went
along, I saw a hill of sand growing ever taller off in the northwest and knew that a wind-storm was coming. So I
linked up the carts and formed a circle with them as everyone threw themselves on the ground. Before we could
blink, a whirlwind was upon us, showering down sand and rocks until we were half-buried. After the initial gust,
everything appeared dark and gloomy as we began to scramble to our feet. The shadowy storm, now a mile or so
away, looked much like a mushroom, broad at the top and thin at the base. We thought the danger was past and
began to pitch our tents for the night, intending to set off at first light. The swirling sand continued to rain down
on us, making rattling noises against our tents. We ate some of our provisions, drank some water, and were
making relaxed conversation with each other when we heard what sounded like a thousand hoofbeats thundering
toward us. We went outside to look and saw that half the sky to the southeast had turned black. The windstorm
was coming back at us, hurtling sand and pebbles like arrows shot from bows. There was nothing we could do but
cower in our tents, covering our heads with our sleeves as we lay there. In a split second, everything before my
eyes turned black. Then I felt myself flying through the air. The swirling sand prevented me from opening my
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eyes. I took breaths only with the greatest effort because my nose was so plugged up. Each time I inhaled, my
nostrils would fill up with sand. My skin was blasted raw, and I felt extremely cold.
“I had been flipping about in the air for quite some time when I felt someone grab hold of me. By then the sand
had so battered my eyes I couldn’t get them to open. My senses were completely disoriented. But I could still feel
the person carrying me to another location, and my nasal passages gradually cleared up. The person also brought
water to wash out my face and eyes. The splash of coldness cleared my head. I realized I was lying on a mountain
slope with tall, precipitous peaks in every direction, but without a single bit of vegetation. There was only the
brown earth with boulders strewn about. The sky was a dull yellow, the setting sun a lifeless white spot in the
darkening gloom. I wanted to get to my feet, but my limbs were so numb I was unable to do so. I just lay there on
the ground, resting. How could anyone have rescued me from such a fierce windstorm, I was thinking. What kind
of place was this? Was.I dreaming? In touching my head and face, I realized I was still wet from the cold water
the man had sprayed on me with his mouth, trying to wake me up. What kind of person could he be?
“I was wallowing in my depression when I caught a glimpse of a shadow fleeting past. A man was then standing beside me. He was perhaps thirty, with a youthful build. His features were delicate and sharp.
“‘How are you feeling now?’ he asked, smiling slightly.
“‘Not bad,’ I said, ‘except that my strength is sapped. I can’t get myself to stand up.’
“‘That's fine,’ he said. ‘So all the trouble I went through today was not for nothing. I’ll take you to a place
where you can rest up before worrying about anything else.’
“As he spoke, he extended his arm and tucked me under it. He seemed to be flying as he sped with me from
one mountaintop to another before coming to a small thatched hut in the middle of a clump of trees. He pushed
open the door and set me down inside.
“‘Sleep here for a while,’ he said. ‘When you get thirsty, there’s water in the crock. Help yourself to the
steamed bread in the jar when you’re hungry. Your basic needs will be easily met. But there are tigers and leopards and strange wild beasts roaming these parts. Never set foot outside by yourself.’ Even as I was acknowledging these instructions, the man was already out the door.
“When I lay down, the ground felt soft as a quilt. I probed at it with my hand and realized that it was covered
with four or five inches of fine grass. I also found the water crock and drank a large gulp. I shut my eyes to relax,
and fell asleep before I knew it. The nap revived my whole body, even though my skin still stung. I ate some of
the bread, then felt the urge to defecate. But, remembering what the man had said about going outdoors, I held
myself back.
“After what seemed to be a long while, morning finally came. I got up, opened the door, and picked out an
empty spot behind the hut, where I could relieve myself. From the gurgling sound of water, I found the creek and
washed my hands. My spirit thus lifted, I slowly walked back toward the hut, studying the lay of the land as I
went along. All around, the mountain peaks were jutting into the clouds. Numerous ancient pines grew up to the
timberline, forming dense layers of lovely verdure. Squirrels leaped from one branch to another among the pines
as I watched, standing very still. When I heard the sudden howling of the wind, however, I hurried to the hut,
afraid that a tiger was about to appear. That was when I saw a figure seemingly descend from the sky, landing in
front of me. It was none other than that thirtyish man.
“‘So you’ve recovered your spirits,’ he concluded. ‘Excellent, excellent.’
“I bowed down to him in thanks for saving my life. He took my hand to help me up, and we sat together on a
large, flat piece of rock. He took out wine and dried venison for me to eat and asked me my name, place of origin,
and occupation. I told him everything in detail before asking the same from him. He merely smiled, giving no
answer.
“‘I now have a favor to ask of you,’ he said as I finished the meal. ‘I don’t know whether you’d be willing to
help me.’
“‘I owe you my life,’ I said. ‘Just tell me what you want. I will spare nothing to carry it out.’
“‘The job’s not difficult to do,’ he said. ‘Only, it might be hard on you to have to remain here day after day.
Tell me, can you see yourself living here for ten or twenty years? Please think it through before giving me your
answer.’
“I did ponder the matter for a while. ‘As long as it helps you out,’ I told him resolutely, ‘there is no reason I
couldn’t be here for the rest of my life.’
“The man was delighted. ‘I am most grateful to you,’ he said. ‘Now come with me to my place.’
“He stood up and, taking me by the upper arms, began to fly through the air straight toward a mountain with
many pines. All I heard was the wind whistling,past my ears. Before I realized it, we were standing on a crag. He
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released me and asked me to follow him. We went around to the other side of a huge pine, where I saw the
entrance to a tunnel. It was only three feet high, and appeared pitch-dark inside. Ducking his head, the man went
in as I tagged behind. The path was very uneven. I stumbled along for perhaps a half-mile, bracing myself against
the walls. Then we saw a shaft of light off to one side. We turned toward it to find ourseives before a small, round
opening, perhaps a foot across. The man leaned over and squeezed himself through. I did the same and found that
we were now ringed by mountains that reached up to the sky. In the middle was a flat piece of ground perhaps
sixty or seventy acres in size. The area was overgrown with trees; lush greenery sprouted everywhere. A patch of
sunlight was visible in the middle of the forest. The man headed down a slope toward it as I followed.
“Going through the trees, we came upon a very large pond. On one side of it was a house surrounded by a sixor seven-foot hedge of vines. The roof consisted of large pieces of bark, upon which grew moss and shrubs. He
led me through the hedge and into the house, where he indicated that the room to the left was the sleeping
quarters. Behind that was a pantry area where food and utensils were stored. A library was off to the right, with
the kitchen in back. There was a small shed behind the kitchen with a door but no windows; the door was sealed
with multiple locks.
“‘What I am asking you to do for me is to guard this shed: he said as he pointed to it. ‘If I don’t let you see it,
though, you’ll surely become curious after a while and maybe think of a way to get into it. Should you do that,
you’ll come to harm, and what good would that do me?’
“He opened up the locks one by one, then pushed open the door to reveal an utterly empty place. Nothing
whatsoever was inside.
“‘I have my own use for this shed, which you cannot know about,’ he said. ‘After I leave you, do not under any
circumstances come in here. If you do, it will cost you your life.’
“He refastened each of the locks even as he was speaking. Turning left as we emerged from the kitchen, we
came upon a vegetable plot that extended all the way to the edge of the pond. Half of the plot was planted with
vegetables, the other half with wheat.
“‘The land here is extremely fertile,’ the man told me. ‘There’s also a water source nearby. The weather’s
neither too hot nor too cold. You’ll be able to grow what you need easily, so food won’t be a problem. As for what
to wear, the trunk there contains clothing for all seasons, sufficient for eight to ten years. I will definitely come
back every five or six years and resupply you.’
“We then walked back to the library and seated ourselves.
“‘You think about it yourself,’ he said. ‘What else might you be needing?’
“‘It seems everything’s supplied,’ I told him after giving the matter some thought. ‘Let me live here a few days
to see if there’s anything I may be running short of.’
“The man nodded his agreement. The two of us remained together there for ten days. Each day, I chopped
firewood, cooked, ground wheat, fished, and tended the vegetable plot, becoming thoroughly familiar with all the
chores. I needed nothing else.
“‘I’ll have to be going today,’ the man then told me. ‘I can’t reveal my name to you, but you have to call me by
something. From now on, just refer to me as “Windmaster.” Now you’ll have to excuse me.’ He had hardly
stopped speaking when he pushed off with his feet and rose into the air. Like a gust of wind, he was quickly gone.
“Every day after that, I went on cutting firewood, making meals, grinding wheat, fishing, and gardening. In my
leisure time, I’d walk about outdoors until I became tired. Then I’d go back to the library to sit and rest. The
Windmaster had quite a collection of books, which I read for enjoyment. I was careful about keeping the lamp lit
for too long, aware that once I used up the oil, I would be in trouble should I need to do anything after nightfall.
“A good number of years went by this way, until I noticed with concern that the salt was almost used up. As I
was fishing in the pond one day, I heard a low whistling of the wind blowing by. Before I could look up, the
Windmaster was standing at my side clutching a large bag. I stood up quickly as the man patted me on the
shoulder.
“‘It’s been six years since I left you here, and you seem to be well,’ he said with a smile. ‘I calculated that you
are about to have bland meals, so I’ve brought you some salt.’
“‘Are you leaving again right away?’ I asked.
“‘I want to stay around for ten days or so before I go,’ said the Windmaster. ‘I very much respect you for your
dependability and loyalty. These last six years, I was able to carry out just one of a number of tasks. For this
reason, I’ve been feeling uneasy day and night and don’t want to waste time dallying here. Even though my
actions have been bizarre, just don’t take me for some kind of weird demon. Understand that someone has owed
me a blood-debt for over two decades—ever since I was twelve years old—and I have only recently been able to
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finish him off. I can give you an account of the whole story, but it’ll be a long one. Let’s have our talk in the
library.’
“So I put away the salt and brewed a pot of tea; then we went to the library to sit down.
*
“‘I may look to you like a formidable person with extraordinary abilities,’ the Windmaster told me with a
painful sigh. ‘But actually I’ve been through more suffering than anybody. You should know that I’ve become
lonely and alienated in the world. Who brought me to my present state? It was that dastardly man!
“‘My father operated a ranch in Yutian in Xinjiang province. The property was worth several hundred thousand silver dollars. The family owned a piece of pink hibiscus jade with a rich, smooth translucence and weighing
more than twenty catties.\fn{1 catty = 1 pounds.} It was indeed a priceless possession.
“‘Now, my father was a friendly sort. He never failed to offer hospitality or to render aid to any visitor to the
area, be he an official or a hireling—or even a political exile. That particular year, a dismissed official was sent
there from Shandong; it was said that he received his sentence for having embezzled funds from a conservancy
project on the Yellow River. The man was a Manchurian called Jide. Because he came to us for protection, my
father gave him the usual assistance. From then on, Jide came often to our house. Those Manchus were always
clever with words, and my father took everyone at face value. Finding that the man could talk up a storm on any
topic, my father developed a strong admiration for him as someone with an unlimited store of knowledge. After
some time, they became the best of friends. In a discussion on objets d’art one day, the man was shown the
hibiscus jade. That was what triggered his evil intentions.
“‘At the time, the regional official of Xinjiang was also a Manchu. His name was Hengchang, and he was the
brother of some imperial concubine or other. Because it was the empress’ fiftieth birthday, he was gathering gifts
together, looking around for rare treasures to send to the court. Jide went bragging to Hengchang about that piece
of jade in my family, telling him that it would make enough of a pleasing tribute to the empress to assure him of a
promotion. Hengchang then asked Jide to broach the subject with my father, offering to buy the jade for ten thousand dollars. My father was unwilling, explaining that the jade had been in the family for two generations, that it
could not be sold under any circumstances.
“‘Hengchang was willing to let the matter rest, but Jide was not. He cooked up an evil scheme, bribing a man
to accuse my father of the high crime of treason for having offered horses to Muslim rebels. With no warning they
came, confiscated our property, and threw the whole family into prison. The hibiscus jade naturally fell into
Hengchang’s hands, from where it was sent off to Peking as tribute. Many in official circles knew the injustice of
the case against my father. But because Hengchang was related to royalty, they just dragged the case out.
“‘Heng-chang did win the empress’ favor for the gift, though, and was promoted to provincial governor. With
his new status, Hengchang was able first to obtain a pardon for Jide, then to make him principal prefect of the
provincial capital. My family all rotted in prison for over three years without any hearing.
“‘Then Jide went to Hengchang to urge him to finish the job they had started, so that there wouldn’t be any
future. problems with survivors. Hengcheng then ordered Jide to interrogate my father. Knowing my father would
never confess to anything, Jide resorted to devious means. Without ever questioning my father in open court, he
readied the written confession he wanted, while plying my father with food and drink for days on end. Whenever
the case was brought up, he would slap his chest and swear that he’d take care of everything; then he would
change the subject. This went on for months as he complained daily about the difficulty of settling legal matters,
or what a person needed to go through to obtain a pardon for a crime. Anxious to get out of prison, my father had
no choice but to discuss his options with him. It was then that he took out the prepared confession, reading each
sentence out loud to my father, making up changes as he went along and suggesting different ways to make the
legal problems disappear.
“‘My father was illiterate. How was he to know that what the man was reciting and what was on paper did not
mesh? He was thus tricked into signing the confession, whereupon everyone in the family was quickly saddled
with the label of “traitor” and sentenced to die.
“‘Fortunately, the sitting provincial judge, a Guangxi native named Cheng Liang, was an honest man. He knew
from the first that my family was falsely accused, and spoke out several times on our behalf. But since my father
was never tortured and had already signed the confession, there was nothing he could do aside from commuting
the death sentence for my mother and me. We were sent to the Amur region in the northeastern frontier, to be
camp slaves for soldiers there. I had had two elder brothers, sisters-in-law, and nephews and nieces, all of whom
became ill and died in prison. At the time, I was just twelve.
“‘Along with my mother, we made our way with great difficulty to the Amur. Under the weight of her trials
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and tribulations, my mother then passed away. Still a child, I was all alone. Under those forbiddingly frigid
conditions, I had to feed horses and run errands for Manchurian soldiers. When I became deathly ill from the cold,
the hunger, and the fatigue, the soldiers merely left me in the stables to fend for myself.
“‘I guess my life was not fated to end there. A Mongolian lama, who subsequently became my teacher,
suddenly showed up and spoke with the vice-commander about me. He helped me recover, then took me to some
mountains by the steppes of Inner Mongolia, where he taught me many skills. I waited until my teacher passed
away before moving the remains of my parents and family here to be buried. Because my teacher had charged me
to finish a task for him, I lived here for over ten years. It wasn’t until you came to watch the place that I was freed
to seek my own vengeance.
“‘When I left you, I went looking for Hengchang and Jide. I learned that Hengchang had died some time ago.
Jide, on the other hand, had become the commander at Zhapu in Zhejiang and had then retired; I couldn’t find his
latest whereabouts. It was after almost five years of looking that I learned he’d become a monk on Mount Wutai
in Shanxi, to do penance for the transgressions of his life. He was keeping the strictest of monastic vows. Since I,
too, am a disciple of the Buddha, I would not venture to kill anyone who had really dedicated himself to his
truths. I watched him for more than two years without seeing him violate any of the precepts, so there was no way
I could act against him.
“‘Then, the day before yesterday, he became tempted by the sight of a couple of young nuns on pilgrimage.
Presuming on his seniority, he took advantage of the time set aside for meditation to flirt with them. Only then did
I recount his past sins to him and take his life in revenge. As I was coming back here to visit the graves, it occurred to me that it’s probably time for you to be running out of salt. That’s why I brought some along for you.
“‘The next thing I have to do is look up our benefactor Cheng Liang. As soon as I’ve repaid his good deed, you
can go home, since I’ll then be able to handle my affairs on my own.”
*
“His story startled and touched me. I looked around the place and wrote out for him a list of everything I
needed. One after the other, he brought me everything; then in about a fortnight he went off again. This time, it
was eight years before he reappeared, seemingly blown back by the howling wind.
“‘I can now take you back,’ he told me. ‘Only, you shouldn’t be leaving empty-handed. Recently I acquired a
load of tea from a tea merchant I encountered on the steppes. It’s worth tens of thousands. I’ll just hand it over to
you.’
“I was overjoyed at this, but then became saddened by the thought of home. After such a long absence, I didn’t
know what had become of you all. The Windmaster knew what was troubling me. He told me he had visited you a
number of times, each time leaving cash by mother’s pillow. Did that really happen?”
“It did happen—four times altogether,” said Madame Sheng. “Each time, the amount was between three and
five hundred dollars. I was uncertain at first, so I put the money away, not daring to spend it. I started using it only
after a long time, when I saw that all was well. Most people thought it was money I’d saved from before.”
“The Windmaster comforted me,” Mengxian then continued, “talking with me through the night. As it happened, his former benefactor Cheng Liang incurred the ire of Hengchang for commuting their sentence. The latter
soon trumped up a charge to dismiss him from office. Cheng had never been wealthy and had many mouths to
feed. Before he could get all the way back to Guangxi, he got stuck in Jiujiang, where his situation was becoming
desperate. The Windmaster found him there. He joined his household disguised as a servant, then concocted
different schemes to quietly provide him with cash to meet the family’s needs. He also found the means of setting
up an estate for the man during the seven years in his service. Only at Cheng Liang’s deathbed did the
Windmaster reveal his identity and I purpose. He did not leave Jiujiang until after Cheng liang's funeral.
“Then when he was on the Henan Circuit, he ran into a tea merchant from Hubei who was surrounded by
robbers and about to be killed. The Windmaster rescued him, then escorted him all the way to the steppes. The
merchant gave him half his cargo, which he accepted to give to me as severance. When I traveled by the steppes
on my way here with the Windmaster, the merchants there had already sold the tea for him to a Russian for a
hundred thousand rubles, which amounted to over sixty-seven thousand silver dollars. The Windmaster then told
me to get on home, that he would bring the money along after me.”
“If, as you say, the Windmaster is so powerful, why would he have needed you to guard his house?” Madame
Sheng asked.
“I’ve asked him that myself,” said Mengxian. “Since we were about to leave each other, he told me the reason.
He’s someone who’s practicing to achieve Diamond Impermeability. His teacher, who died before achieving it
himself, had charged him to continue the attempt. It is said that this state is reached by someone only once every
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sixty years. That empty, consecrated shed about which he was so secretive had to be perfectly spotless and
hermetically sealed. He’d had to recite a purgative chant in it eighteen thousand times. Even though the Windmaster had already attained the proper level of training, he still needed more seasoning. Meanwhile, he was
concerned that some evil spirit or wild animal would defile the place, and so entrusted me with the job of watching over it. It was all in accordance with his teacher’s instructions. His teacher had also told him that he would
succeed only if the person helping him had lived through a life-threatening calamity. Accordingly, he had previously rescued a hundred and ten persons out of windstorms in the desert, all of whom had died almost as soon as
they were taken out. I was the only one who managed to survive. That was why he entrusted me with everything.”
“How could he possibly have gone into the swirling sand and rocks of a windstorm to save someone?” said
Madame Sheng. “It’s hard for me to believe it.”
“The uncanny powers of Diamond Impermeability are even more incredible,” said Mengxian. “Consider when
the Windmaster brought you cash. How was it that you never detected so much as a trace of his comings and
goings?”
Madame Sheng had .no answer for this. Many of their friends and relatives also marveled at all the events, unable to fathom how they could have occurred.
*
That evening everyone took the occasion of the birthday feast to celebrate Mengxian’s return. The boisterous
merrymaking lasted till dawn, when a sudden breeze blew past. When the people opened their sleepy, bloodshot
eyes, they saw in the hall sixty-odd barrels of silver bars lined up in neat rows, each with the paper seal of the
Hundred Rivers Monetary Exchange. All this happened between the twelfth and thirteenth year in the reign of the
Qing dynasty emperor Guangxu [1886-1887].
China 3.108 Falanxi Wen Xue\fn{by Yuan Chang-ying (1890- )} Liling, Hunan Province, China (M) 45
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293.84 On Atheism\fn{by T’ai-hsü (1890-1947)} Ch’ang-an Township, Hai-ning District, Chekiang Province. (M) 5
Atheism is [a belief in] the non-existence of a lord of creation, in the non-existence of the soul, and in the
notion that all things ultimately come into existence spontaneously.
Men of learning in the modern would take their stand on the truths of freedom and equality, and the great
majority of them advocate atheism. There are some, however, who base their principles of freedom and equality
on a belief in God. Western theologians are such men
Now contemporary men of learning wish to cleanse the world of its traditional customs, and to achieve real
freedom and equality by following [the principles of] Nature. The theologians of the West, however, regard all
men on the planet as the beloved children of God, for whom there is neither class nor boundaries; and the
blessings of freedom they offer are invariably accompanied by the theory of equality. This is the outcome of a
monotheistic religion in which a deity is the lord of creation, who, by binding all mankind to himself as his
servants, eliminates all classes and boundaries.
But there are also those who equate deity with their souls. Such a theory is capable of encouraging human
progress and of urging the world towards the Grand Unity.\fn{ Found in the Book of Rites, this is defined as the ideal Chinese
society—a kind of Chinese utopia, envisioned as the inevitable goal of world history, the culmination of the evolutionary process, and a
vision of a perfect world foreseen by Confucius. It has also had Buddhist, Christian and Marxist interpretations; and was perhaps most fully
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defined by KL’ang Yu-wei in his book Ta-t’ung Shu, published in full in 1935 and translated (1958) with introduction and notes by
Lawrence G Thompson under the title Ta t’ung shu: The One-world Philosophy of K’ang Yu-wei .} there are two significant points

to be noted in such a view:
*
The theory of the soul can dispel cynicism and pessimism. Cynics and pessimists find no joy in life. Because
they believe that the frustrations of life far outnumber its satisfactions they develop a hatred of the world. This is
the affliction which results from failing to recognize the existence of the soul.
If they had sure and certain knowledge that we possess souls, that the soul is not subject to birth and death like
the body, that all the good and evil karma we create as individuals produces a chain of cause and effect, and
serves as the vehicle of unending change in conjunction with the communal karma of all living beings, and that it
is not destroyed along with the body, then they would realize that the world cannot be hated, indeed, must not be
hated. They would naturally strive with unwearied effort to discipline their bodies and minds and to seek to
improve society. They would hope that individual and communal karma would together advance towards all that
is good and perfect, so that all might enjoy eternal contentment.
*
The theory of the soul is capable of destroying strongly held views concerning the reality of the ego. Those
who believe in the existence of the soul, but whose belief is weak and uncertain, argue that although there is a
soul which is reborn in another life, since the individual cannot recall who he was, he is to all intents and purpose
another person. One should therefore seek to satisfy one’s heart’s desires and exert all one’s powers to win a few
years of happiness for oneself. What use is there [these people ask] in feeling universal compassion and in
planning for the peace and security of this vast old planet so that the Grand Unity can be realized?
However, the idealism of those who hold a firm and unwavering belief in the existence of the soul is vastly
different. [They will say:] Since I cannot remember who I was after only one rebirth or after the passage of a few
years, I can know with even more certainty what has taken place over ten thousand kalpas\fn{Eons} and over a
thousand previous existences. Since I am to all intents and purposes another person when I view my future life
from the standpoint of my present life, it follows that whether I view my present self from the standpoint of my
past existence or my past selves from the standpoint of my future selves, I am in all cases tantamount to being
other people.
*
If I divide my life into past, present, and future existences, and regard my past and future existences from the
standpoint of the present, I find that I am invariably other people. Since I can be other people, other people can
also be me, and the view that every man has a soul is both upheld and refuted at the same time. Chuang Tzu, in
his chapter entitled Discussion on Making All Things Equal, said:
“Everything has its ‘that’, everything has its ‘this’. From the point of view of ‘that’ you cannot see it, but
through understanding you can know it. So I say, ‘that’ comes out of ‘this’ and ‘this’ depends on ‘that’—which is
to say that ‘this’ and ‘that’ give birth to each other.”
This is confirmation of what I have been saying, and is there any reason why one should not believe it? It is an
argument which favors theism. But theism is merely a theory of convenience. If one is to speak in terms of the
fruits of truth, one must finally arrive at atheism.
And why should this be so? The fact that sages have appeared among men has not only been a misfortune for
men, but also a misfortune for the sages! The fact that Buddhas have appeared among sentient beings has been no
less a misfortune for the Buddhas than for sentient beings! Genuine sages are bound, daily, to hope that the time
will finally come when mankind no longer produces sages; and genuine religions are also bound, daily, to hope
that the world will not have religion as its final goal.
And how can mankind cease to produce sages? Only by all men becoming sages; for when that day comes,
mankind will lack the grounds for producing sages. And how can the world cease to have a use for religion? Only
by all sentient beings becoming Buddhas; for when that happens, the religions of the world will naturally become
redundant.
But not all sentient beings have been able to become Buddhas, and not all men have been able to become
sages. This is why mankind has had its sages and worthies; and this is why the world has religions. If this is truly
the case, how can I refrain from saying that the existence in the world of sages, worthies and religions is a
misfortune for mankind and all sentient beings, and that sages and Buddhas have themselves fallen into
misfortune?
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Thus, theism is an expedient specially devised to serve as a guide in a certain set of circumstances.\fn{ I.e., the
the World Honored One\fn{An honorific title of Buddha, usually applied to the
speak of reality, to open the gates of expedience to truth, and finally to
proclaim the doctrine of atheism.
I, therefore, unconditionally advocate atheism.
*
Does the world have a creator?
This is a very difficult question, and the more one studies it in the rational way, the more difficult it becomes to
answer it. The benefits of theism are only evident when it is based on a firm and unyielding faith. But if one
cannot resolve one’s doubts, how can one’s faith be strong? And if one does not believe in the existence of a lord
of creation, will one not come to doubt in the arguments concerning freedom and equality based on such a belief?
Thus, [the teaching that there is a lord of creation] is not only inadequate as an aid to human progress and as a
guarantee that the world will achieve the Grand Unity, but is on the contrary, an obstacle in the way of mankind
and the world.
This is the first reason why mankind should be rid of the theory of a lord of creation.
*
Now when the principle of equality reaches its highest potential, it is repudiated by the upholders of the
traditional duties of man who support the theory of a lord of creation. Such people say that the authority and
power of the lord of creation are unlimited, and that life and death, reward and punishment, all rest in the palm of
his hand; that no matter who a person might be, he must venerate him and love him respectfully, waiting on his
pleasure and seeking to gladden his heart, otherwise, that person will be regarded as defiant and wicked, and
deserving of eternal punishment in hell, where he will be deprived of his freedom.
Now what can be a more extreme example of inequality than [that God] should cause man to be deprived of
his freedom and independence? To praise God as a compassionate father in such circumstances is really no
different from prostrating oneself before the despotic Prince of Evil whilst addressing him as a “Sage”! A world in
which the Grand Unity has been achieved and in which equality flourishes can certainly do without
compassionate fathers and sages!
This is my second reason for asserting that the world should not accommodate the theory of the lord of
creation.
*
Now if we confine ourselves to the doctrines of freedom and equality and refuse to countenance any theory of
a lord of creation—or we make it quite clear that the doctrines of freedom and equality cannot exist side by side
with the theory of a lord of creation, people will say that we advocate freedom and equality based on atheism.
Those who uphold the theory of a lord of creation may then set themselves up in opposition as theists devoid of
freedom and equality, and it will then prove impossible to cause their minds to submit. Unless one can solve the
problem of whether or not the world really does have a lord of creation at the most fundamental level, the doctrine
of atheism will end up as nothing more than an empty proposition. It would merely be an “arrow which fails to
reach its target.”\fn{The theist solution to this problem is that “creation at the most fundamental level” was a simple matter,
present organization of the world:H} But
Shakyamuni Buddha} had eventually to

accomplished in a millisecond by the nature of omnipotence itself, at the beginning of existence, and accomplished by That which existed
before all beginnings—which is the only way it could have happened in the first place. If atheism sees itself as an empty proposition,
perhaps it is because it is:H}

Have the countless stars, planets and moons in the heavens been created by a lord of creation? Are the
innumerable animals, plants and minerals on this globe the creation of a lord of creation? I shall put these
questions to one side for the time being and speak only of man.
*
If the bodies and souls of men have been created by a lord of creation, why did he not limit himself to creating
intelligent, upright, healthy, and good people, equal in physical and intellectual endowments, all having perfect
freedom, and everyone enjoying the blessings of peace and contentment, instead of making some good and some
bad, some wise and some stupid, some strong and some weak, thereby causing man to engage in all kinds of evil
and to suffer all kinds of trouble and distress? If all men are the beloved sons of God, why does God not
accommodate them all in his heavenly kingdom and allow them to roam at will in paradise, instead of causing
them to be born into a sinful and distressing world, and forcing them to suffer every kind of affliction; expecting
them to turn to him in reverence in order to be taken up into the Kingdom of Heaven, and at the same time
punishing them by consigning them to hell should they fail to do so? If God wants man to turn to him in reverence
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and is willing to take him up into the Kingdom of Heaven, why does he not create all men with minds which
naturally turn to him in reverence rather than wait for people to be persuaded to do so?
These questions are so profound that they cannot be answered!\fn{ On the contrary: it is our parents who are responsible
for our physical creation; it is the Divinity who is responsible for the soul within that creation; and it is we, in tandem with the Divinity,
who work out our own salvation, individually, and on a one-on-one basis. See the discussion below:H }

*
I have also heard it said that there is a so-called devil; that he has the power to resist God, and that he
constantly opposes him. Those who do not turn reverently to God but put their faith in the devil must fall into hell.
Now was this devil created by God? If you say he was not created by God, then, since there is something he
cannot create, there must be a limit to what he does create, rather like the artisans and master-craftsmen who
merely create according to their ability. If one such as this can be called a lord of creation, then artisans and
craftsmen may also be called lords of creation.
If the devil was not created by God, then he must have been created by someone else; and if the devil has the
power to resist God, then the power of the one who created the devil must be greater still than that of God. How
can one be sure that mankind and god were not both the creations of the one who created the devil?
Should it be said that the devil is self-existent and was not created, then why is it not possible for all things to
be self-existent instead of having to be created by God?
But if one says that the devil was created by God, then, since God was able to create him, why is he not able to
control him? And why only punish those who put their faith in the devil by consigning them to hell and refrain
from punishing the devil by putting him in hell? Or could it be that God has the power and authority to punish this
devil at hand to trouble mankind? Here, indeed, is a riddle within a riddle. One may confront those who advocate
the theory of a lord of heaven with these questions, yet not one of them knows how to answer them; they simply
remain mutely glum!\fn{The standard orthodoxy on this subject is that Satan was originally created by God, but that he and other
angels like him rebelled against the authority of God because God created man in God’s image, and Satan and his minions could not accept
the idea that imperfect man could be granted the perfection of angels if God so judged them to be worthy; that Satan has the role in creation
of tempting imperfect humans to do evil; that God allows this so that man may train himself up, as it were, to fill the role originally
designed for him by God, which is to love the perfect love of the Divinity and worship that forever, by becoming as much like the Divinity
as possible; that the imperfect world is thus a vast proving ground wherein everything is subject to being used for good or evil, but that
man, with Divine assistance when necessary, is endowed with the instinctive ability to be able to steer himself through this minefield
successfully; but that being imperfect all created sentient beings fall short of the glory of God and so cannot ultimately save their own
souls; that some form of hell exists to purge them of their imperfections so that they may be worthy of ultimate salvation; that the key to the
amount of time the soul spends in this purgatorial isolation from the perfection of the Divinity is the strength of their good deeds committed
while they were still in their bodies; and that ultimately even Satan, at the end of Time itself, is destined to rejoin God, his duty having been
fulfilled, together with all those souls still remaining in hell, their evil having finally been perfectly purged. Thus God is not some form of
divine torturer, the Devil—the principle of evil, if you will—is controlled, and at the same time man is a responsible entity endowed with
the ability to keep his portion of the pathway to Heaven as clean as possible, while recognizing that he will always fall short and thus
require his ultimate salvation to be in Divine hands rather than his own. Why all this should be, of course, is quite beyond my
understanding, but I accept its mystery, since the alternative suggested by T’ai-hsü appears inhumanly purposeless, suspiciously automatic,
and (at least for a few really cool souls) unnecessarily continuous, treating the human condition as sort of inevitable inanity in which
human individuality—the core of every soul, upon which each one of us labors all his days to craft into a posture acceptable to God—plays
no part at all in its own salvation. T’ai-hsü appears to see everything in a perpetual and sterile relationship of B follows A while not
allowing for the presence of the incongruous, even though he must be aware that inconsistency is as much a part of our makeup as is the
herd instinct. We can set aside, if necessary, a lifetime of foolishness in a second; but this author and others like him see the human
condition as an inevitable and perpetual treadmill which does not allow for the irrational, when it seems self-evident that his world is a
world of illusion tied to logic, when the reality of existence appears far more complex than he and others like him are willing to allow:H }

We may go further and ask whether this world, which God has created in such a way that it is lacking in
freedom, equality, and contentment, and which is ugly and like a prison or fetters or a pigsty, or which is like hell
itself, replete with evil and distress—whether the creation of such a world is to be regarded as a meritorious or
criminal act? Has this creation, in fact, been beneficial or cruel to man? The psychology of God in his dealings
with man seems to be: “If you will reverence me, I will give you peace and joy; but, if you do not reverence me, I
shall cause you suffering and distress.” It is like an earthly monarch who enriches and ennobles those who carry
out his will, but who destroys all who oppose him. Thus, the English philosopher I-kuo\fn{ A note here reads: I have
been unable to determine the English name of which this is a transliteration } has said:
“To those who are steeped in falsehood and believe in God I must say, with all vehemence: It is Evil!”
Viewed in this way, the world cannot have a lord of creation; it has no room for a lord of creation, not a need
for a lord of creation; and we can say positively and without any doubt, that there is absolutely no creator God!
*
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But we have not yet exhausted the problem since, if there is no lord of creation, where, in fact does the world
come from?
There cannot be any final answer to this question. Worlds are due to the inexhaustible conditions found in “true
nature.” There are bright and glorious worlds and there are worlds full of darkness; there are worlds of suffering
and distress and worlds of peace and joy; there are splendid and imposing worlds, and there are ugly and mean
worlds; there are worlds of purity, and there are worlds which are foul and unclean. Worlds of brightness, peace
and joy, splendor and purity, have enlightenment as their prime cause, whereas worlds of darkness, distress,
ugliness and uncleanness have ignorance as their prime cause. The world that we men are placed in today is a
world of darkness, distress, ugliness and uncleanness, and ignorance is its prime cause.\fn{ Of course, all worlds
evolved from the same primordial matter and in the same way; but this essay was written in 1913, fifteen years before Georges Lemaître
first suggested that it might be possible to trace the origin of the universe back to an original point in time and space, and 55-57 years
before Stephen Hawking, George Ellis and Roger Penrose published their findings extending Einstein’s theory of general relativity to
include measurements of time and space which, together with other discoveries, seem to favor the creation of the universe at a time some
13.8 billion years ago, and in the manner of a gigantic explosion—hence the name known as the Big Bang Theory. There is nothing to
suppose that the cause of this was not God; but the author is speculating from a viewpoint which is ignorant of these matters, and by the
time Hawking, Ellis and Penrose published their findings, he had been dead for over 20 years:H }

But what do we mean by ignorance? Well, it is as if an elephant were standing here which, if we looked at it
with our eyes open, would appear to us as an elephant. There would be no reason to dispute the fact. But if two
blind men suddenly appeared who wished to discover what the elephant was really like by passing their hands
over it, the one who felt the elephant’s ear would insist that the elephant was like a winnowing basket, whereas
the one who felt the elephant’s tail would insist that the elephant was like a broom. Separating and going their
own ways, and passing on their notions of the elephant from one blind person to another, everyone is finally
misled.
Ignorance arises from a failure to be fully aware of reality; and the result of ignorance is that we endow man
with an ego.\fn{The author’s use of this term is religious in nature, and defined by his Buddhist theology—he was an abbot of the
Buddhist faith. In 1913 he would have been ignorant of its psychological construct, for this was first explored by Sigmund Freud in 1920
(in Beyond the Pleasure Principle) and formalized in 1923 (The Ego and the Id)—ten years after this essay was written. What he seems to
be saying here is that man is endowed with individuality, his true nature being but one sheep among many, and he being eternally in the
grip of the supposedly illusory nature of existence (or maya); but I am very ignorant of matters concerning Buddhism, and in any event,
this is his essay, and not mine:H} the asserting of our separate egos gives rise to the potential to kill. When a distinction

is made between love and hate, and this distinction is persistently held, robbery and covetousness arises. When the
distinction is made between male and female and this is uncompromisingly maintained, sexual passions arise.
Now these three distinctions are fundamental, and when they are firmly asserted, the world is kept in existence; there is continuity of cause and effect among all sentient beings, the wheels of karma are set in motion and
an incalculable number of conditions is provided whereby everything comes into existence: distant and immediate
causes, multitudinous and single causes, akin and continuous; one person, one family, one organization, one
world. All these strands converge and diverge unendingly.
But, if the fundamental causes are severed, and if he ceases to hold on to distinctions,\fn{ To my way of thinking, if
he ceases to hold on to reality:H } then the man who is steeped in ignorance can turn from his ignorance to enlightenment; and darkness, distress, ugliness, and filth can be transformed into brightness, contentment, splendor, and
purity. Then the unconscious world and conscious beings will all move within that true\fn{ I.e., Buddha} nature of
all-pervading clarity like illusory thoughts. They will create illusory karma, come into experience as in a dream,
and become extinct as in a dream.\fn{In short, they will all become religious psychotics:H}
What need is there to avail oneself at all of divine power? A so-called God whose existence is the result of our
being steeped in falsehood is also an object produced as if in a dream; and how can such a one be adequately
described as the creator of all things? If people are forced to believe a principle which is necessarily non-existent,
will not such believers be engaged in superstition?
Alas! lord of creation! You are no lord of creation! Are you not the supreme expression of ignorance? For the
deceptive and non-existent to be regarded as true and existent is truly to be subject to the greatest of illusions.
Because this illusion has not been destroyed, and because enlightenment has not been established, I shall never
spare myself in controverting this notion.
*
Do we in fact have souls? My answer is “Yes.” But not only do we human beings possess souls; even animals,
plans, birds, and fish have them. Nevertheless, these souls are illusory and lacking in substance; they are fantasies
held on to through force of habit. It is not that there is genuinely an object which can be described and called a
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soul.\fn{But that does not mean that the soul does not in some other manner exist; still, this is not my essay:H } The wise man must
explain this by means of parables and metaphors before attempting to discuss it.
Let us suppose there is a person here who has no likes, no ideas, no hatreds, and no loves, and who is so
isolated and secluded that he is totally without thought; then, suddenly, one morning he has a desire to recite
poetry; fantasies arise in his mind, and one thought leads to another until this way of thinking becomes a habit
with him. Everything he hears and sees becomes material for poetic expression; sounds of poetry flow from his
mouth and nose,\fn{This I don’t understand at all; but so the text:H } and the sole occupation of his mind and brain is with
poetic thought. When others see him they will think him to be mad or drunk: a man unaware of reality, full of
habitual fantasies. When fantasies arise they are followed by habit, and when habit has become deeply ingrained
the fantasies fill the whole mind.
Now it is fantasy and habit which are the soul. Because fantasies are firmly held on to they are not dispelled,
and because they have become a habit of mind they are not severed; like waves which stimulate each other, the
movement of the first brings about the movement of the second, until there is unending movement and an
inexhaustible stimulus [to the creation of further waves].
The soul is like the motive power which causes the interaction between the first wave and the succeeding
waves. Now is there really an object which can be pointed to and can be said to be the motive power causing the
waves to interact?
The fact is that it is only the fantasies and habit, undispelled and unceasing, which are at the basis of rebirth,
which are at the root of the process of birth and death, and which serve as a vehicle for the transformation of all
things and their unending succession.
Now the true\fn{By which the author means Buddha } nature is quiescent; but then, unwittingly, a though disturbs the
stillness; the disturbance persists, causing fantasies to arise which, held on to with determination, become a habit.
Ever since there have been fantasies (which, in fact, have no beginning), they have been held on to with every
increasing firmness, the habit growing ever deeper. The more they have been transformed, the more removed have
they become [from reality]; and the more changes there have been in them, the more complex they have become.
Phenomena have therefore become complicated and confused, appearing in accordance with their karma, reaching
maturity, becoming stable, declining, and finally becoming void and, in consequence, non-existent.
Anyone able to destroy these fantasies and break these habits of mind is totally indistinguishable from true\fn
{I.e., Buddha} nature and its quiescence. Nevertheless, true nature cannot be said to be lacking in consciousness and
thought as are wood and stone, for it is especially brilliant and luminous, absolute and final, unthinkable,
unnamable, and incapable of comparison with fantasies and the habit of mind which accompanies them. It is like
that man who loved poetry and who, one day, was suddenly able to sever his attachment to poetry and break his
habit of fondness for it. It cannot be said that the man ended up totally lacking all power of perception. But this is
not all, for although he may have severed his attachment and broken his habit, there is now nothing he may not
do, and nothing he is unable to do. No longer infatuated with poetry, what is there to stop him from continuing to
chant poetry?
Thus, the soul is merely a verbal expression and is entirely lacking in substance. It only exists for the deluded,
and is non-existent for the enlightened! When delusions are destroyed the illusory soul also ceases to exist. When
there is no lord of creation, no soul and no deity, all that is left is the eternally quiescent true nature. This is what
we mean when we speak of the true doctrine of one’s own nature saving itself.
But students of religion assert that religions, in all cases, accept the existence of a mysterious world which is
spiritual and eternal and which is necessary to the relationship between gods and men, whereas I, on the other
hand, describe Buddhism in atheistic terms so that there is no room for a creator of the soul.\fn{ Although that does not
mean that the author’s description is correct:H} Does that mean, then, that Buddhism is not a religion?
*
The reader may not be aware that what I have chosen to describe as Buddhism is the supreme teaching of the
highest vehicle in Buddhism. If one were to give an overall description of Buddhism, Buddhism would be found
to be polytheistic, monotheistic, and atheistic in character; but, if we speak only of the supreme teaching of
Buddhism as this is to be found in the highest vehicle, then we truly cannot limit Buddhism to the religious
temper common to other religions.
In Buddhism, the development of the truth of atheism is the most penetrating and thorough, as revealed in the
statements: “Empty of everything, including sages,” “Mind is Buddhahood,” “In the realm of equality there are
neither sages nor ordinary men,” “All sentient beings are replete with Buddha nature,” “There is no distinction
between Mind, Buddhahood, and sentient beings,” and “Final, perfect wisdom, surrenders to the immaterial
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universal reality behind all phenomena.” All these statements represent a philosophy, the heights and depths of
which cannot be matched by any other theory in the world.
Thus, anyone who possesses the natural disposition of the superior vehicle in all its fullness, and devotes
himself to emulating the Buddha, will be revered by all for his spirituality, and will not be hindered from
achieving Buddhahood. He may be ridiculed, abused, beaten, and burnt, but the true light of his nature will
illuminate heaven and earth. If he were not like this, he would not be able to rank with the wisdom of the Buddha
and enter final reality. Can those who follow the Hinayana doctrine and who only keep the “five commandments”
and perform the “ten good deeds” perceive the loftiness of such a person?
*
I have long had an idea which I have pondered, but never spoken of in the past. However, because it has some
connection with the theory of atheism, I now beg to add it as a postscript. This idea is that the political and
religious worlds progress along parallel lines
Progress in the political world is to be seen in the development from tribal chieftains to kings, from kings to
republican governments, and from republican governments to anarchy. Progress in the religious world is to be
seen in the development from polytheism to monotheism, from monotheism to the emergence of sages, and from
the emergence of sages to a religionless society.
Their paths of progress are truly, though unexpectedly, the same.
Polytheistic religions resemble the political structures of tribal chieftainships; monotheistic religions are like
the structures of monarchial government. This is obvious and needs no elaboration. The political structure of a
republic is one in which the good and able are chosen to govern. The great tendency in the world of today is for
there to be a rapid movement towards republicanism; and religion is progressing along with this movement. There
is therefore bound to be a great revolution in the religious world, with the creation of a considerable number of
new religions which will come into conflict with the old religions, completely overthrown monotheism and
polytheism. People will then choose the wisest and best of them which, as one person has put it, will be a religion
most in accord with morality and scientific principles.
As a result of further evolution and progress, the world will arrive at the Grand Unity in which society and
government will revert to anarchy, and religion will cease to exist as such. Atheistic Buddhism, having captured
its prey and netted its fish, will cease to preserve the name Buddhism. There will be no sentient beings, no world,
no literature, no speech. There will be no non-being and no no-non-being, and everything that present society says
exists will become non-existent, and not merely atheism. He who attains to the profoundly mysterious by means
of mind will have the good fortune to participate in all of this!
*
Alas! How insensible are people in the palace of the gods; how bewitched in the capital of delusion.
Profoundly confused, they believe that such things exist when in fact they do not! By stubbornly holding on to
these things, the true\fn{I.e., Buddha} nature is obscured. But the truth is that there are no gods.
As for me, I resolve to cast off this questionable doctrine in company with all sentient beings in the
universe.\fn{And as for me, I prefer reality to self-induced psychosis:H}
73.86 & 73.79 1. The Black Cat 2. Excerpt from Marvelous Gallants\fn{by Xiang Kairan aka Pingjiang Buxiosheng
(1890-1957)} Pingjiang, Hunan Province, China (M) 12
1
No-one who has read the crime-case stories of Judge Bao and Judge Sill will forget that the two collections
contain an account of a sparrow playing plaintiff and another of a brown dog taking revenge.\fn{ A note reads: The
reference here is to two dispensers of legal justice in popular lore, immortalized in tales of their exploits in two collections published in the
nineteenth century.} Among the readers of such hogwash would be uneducated women and children intellectually

incapable of discerning truth from falsehood. There would also be traditionalists who cling to their belief in
karmic retribution and who, their doubts notwithstanding, lack the courage to question the veracity of what they
read. All others would object to the stories as preposterous in the extreme. They might very well ridicule the
authors as deficient in knowledge concerning crime detection. Unable to portray their heroes properly, these
writers could only resort to accounts of the supernatural to hoodwink the gullible.
Upon reading those kinds of stories, I myself could hardly refrain from feeling the same way. Today, however,
I unexpectedly encountered someone from Hofei in Anhui who had just come to Shanghai. Quite by chance, he
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told me about an extraordinary case that took place in his native town toward the end of last year.
The case actually demonstrates that some accounts involving the supernatural are not at all wild fantasies,
certainly not the unfounded fabrications of those who set them down in writing. My intention here is not to advocate superstition. But during these times of loss of personal trust and decline in social mores, if I can discover and
present a few of these deeply touching stories, they can perhaps be regarded as helpful in areas where laws are
ineffectual, and where the detective’s ability to reason falls short. The ancient sages and worthies had this very
idea when they set up their teachings based on the existence of ghosts and spirits.
Last year Liu Dacun, a shopkeeper in the city of Hofei, went alone on the twelfth day of the twelfth month to a
western district some twenty miles away to collect debts. In all, he collected five silver dollars, four twenty-cent
silver pieces, and fifteen coppers. He had wrapped everything in a large handkerchief and was on his way back to
the city when he felt the urgent need to relieve himself. Because it was unseemly to defecate by the roadside, he
went over by the foot of a nearby hillock. As he squatted down to do his business, he shoved the parcel between
his lips, holding on to it with his teeth.
Just as he was finishing up and before he could get to his feet, a large black cat bounded over. Leaping up to
Liu Dacun's face, the animal sriatched the parcel from his mouth and ran off. Greatly startled, Liu hitched up his
pants as fast as he could to give chase, hissing the usual summons all the while. But even though the confounded
cat was not going very fast, it ignored him as it headed directly toward the hillock.
Since Liu Dacun needed every bit of his capital to carry on his small business, he would never have been
willing to just let the animal go. That a cat could snatch a parcel of cash from a man’s mouth was, moreover, too
improbable an occurrence. Liu Dacun just had to get to the bottom of the matter.
After going a short way, Liu saw ahead of him a sarcophagus within a grove of trees. It was built of earthen
bricks on four sides, with a tile roof on top. The bricks and tiles still looked new. The cat, still carrying the clothwrapped parcel in his mouth, ran to the front of the sarcophagus before turning to look again at Liu Dacun. Then
it squeezed itself through a gap between two of the bricks.
Liu Dacun hurried over and saw that the gap was less than two inches wide. What terrible luck, he was
thinking. Such a large cat, but it managed to crawl through this little bit of space. Had the cursed animal gone
anywhere else, there would be a way to get at it. But it had to get in right here. Liu could not know who was
entombed inside. Since he couldn’t contact the person’s family, moreover, he could not very well disturb the
bricks and tiles on his own. That would be against the law.
Well, it would soon be New Year’s, so he might as well give up trying to retrieve the money. Better not stir up
anything he might later regret. A typical tradesman, he wasn’t at all daring. Having thus mulled the situation over,
he decided that he’d rather concede those few dollars. So he went down the hillock and started down the road
going home.
*
He had walked no more than a mile or two before it was lunch time. He was still a good distance from the city
and his stomach was growling with hunger, so he thought he would eat at a local diner before going on. He
entered a place and ordered some dishes and rice. But as he was lifting his chopsticks to shovel in the first
mouthful, he suddenly caught sight of that big black cat again. At first he thought it might have been a cat from
the diner, similar in color and size to the earlier one. But then the cat sprang onto the table and snatched the salted
duck, plate and all, in its mouth, jumped back down, and ran toward the door.
No way could Liu Dacun contain himself this time. He scooted after the animal, the bowl of rice still in his
hand. Outside he saw that the cat was not all that far ahead. In his agitation, he raised his hand and hurled the
bowl at it. He would have been glad to see the animal smashed to death. But, strangely enough, the hurtling bowl
never made contact with the cat. It landed instead on the head of an army sergeant who was there to enforce the
winter curfew.
The poor man was knocked to the ground unconscious, blood gushing forth from his wound. The soldiers who
were with him took Liu Dacun to be an assassin and rushed ahead to tie him up before he could explain himself.
The wounded sergeant was sent to a nearby branch of the Red Cross for medical attention as Liu Dacun was
brought under guard into Hofei.
When the county magistrate was told that an assassin had been arrested for making an attempt on the life of an
army sergeant, he naturally wanted to hear the case without delay. Now, this magistrate was an astute and energetic individual. Since taking office, he had proved to be highly concerned for the welfare of those in his charge. As
soon as he noted Liu Dacun’s appearance and bearing in court, he knew in his heart that there had to be some
mistake. The man was, from all indications, an honest tradesman. How could he possibly have tried to assassinate
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a soldier?
As the interrogation commenced, Liu Dacun recounted the details of his two encounters with the cat; he also
submitted his business ledger as evidence. The magistrate was even more surprised by the testimony and questioned Liu in detail several times over. But Liu’s testimony remained consistent. There was no indication that he’d
made up anything to avoid punishment. The magistrate had no recourse therefore but to detain him, while secretly
sending trusted aides to the countryside to find out about the person inside that sarcophagus. How long had he
been dead? What did he die of? Who in his family survived him?
The clandestine investigation was quickly compieted. The dead man was surnamed Chen and was over thirty
years of age. Like Liu, he had been a tradesman. He and his wife had accumulated little wealth, but they did manage to eke out a living. His wife had been five or six years his junior, and the couple had normally gotten along
very well. Chen passed away only the month before, though no one outside of the family knew from what sort of
illness. Neither did anyone know of any scandalous rumors concerning the behavior of the wife. Certain crass
individuals, eager to earn a bit of money as go-betweens, did approach her about arranging a remarriage. But
invariably, each one was driven away with merciless insults and curses.
In pondering this report, the county magistrate thought that the occurrences seemingly precipitated by Chen’s
death were surely curious. It was odd enough that a black cat would carry off the man’s kerchief-wrapped parcel,
not to mention snatch it from his very mouth. And then, in getting away, it had gone into the space between
bricks, a space no more than a couple of inches wide. Wasn’t that even more unbelievable? According to practice,
a sarcophagus was made up of bricks laid against a coffin inside; all gaps were supposed to have been filled in
with mortar. How could there be room within it then for a large cat to roam about? And how could that cat have
trailed Liu Dacun after he had walked nearly two miles to have his lunch? Never had he heard of a cat so bold as
to leap onto a table to snatch food while someone was still eating, not to mention run off with it, plate and all, in
its mouth. The facts were becoming more incredible as he sorted them out in his mind.
Liu Dacun, moreover, was not at all near-sighted. How could he have been so unaware of a sergeant going past
with a squad of soldiers that he’d throw a bowl at the man’s head? Even the world’s biggest fool wouldn’t attempt
to assassinate someone using a bowl as a weapon! Had the sarcophagus contained an unmarried person, or one
who was already fifty or sixty, then the strange happenings might be considered purely coincidental, perhaps
attributable to mental imbalance on Liu Dacun’s part. But they had occurred in such a puzzling situation. How
could he rest until he got to the bottom of this case?
To do that, however, would require opening up the sarcophagus for inspection when no one had yet come
forward with a complaint. To disturb a final resting place on the basis of a wild, intuitive hunch would surely be
seen as reckless disregard for the dead.
The magistrate pondered these matters alone for a long time. He then summoned Liu Dacun back to the
arraignment room and told him his idea of opening the sarcophagus for a look, in order to right any possible
wrong the deceased man might have suffered. Once more he asked Liu whether everything had happened as Liu
said.
Having been through both bizarre incidents, Liu Dacun agreed that the dead man must have been the victim of
some sort of injustice. He had been thinking of asking the magistrate to examine the corpse but had found it
difficult to make the suggestion. After all, he was an insignificant shopkeeper who knew neither the law nor the
ultimate propriety of voicing such an opinion. He was, moreover, a timid sort who worried about his own liability
if his request were followed and nothing was found. For these reasons, he had never dared to broach the subject.
But after hearing the magistrate and learning that their thinking was similar he made bold to voice his opinion.
“What I personally encountered in those two incidents was indeed bizarre,” he said. “I am willing to conclude
that the dead man must have been wronged. If you find nothing inside the sarcophagus, then deal with me according to the law and I shall have no regrets. The dead man either wanted me to set things aright for him or he could
be wreaking vengeance on me. If it’s to set things aright, I ought to do what I can. If I have wronged him in a former existence, then I won’t be able to escape his vengeance in any case. So I beg you not to hesitate. Do go ahead
and open up the sarcophagus.”
*
Hearing these words, the magistrate made up his mind immediately to do just that. In accordance with regulations, he asked Liu Dacun to sign an affidavit; then he offered him words of sympathy and encouragement. That
same day, with a coroner and various orderlies as well as Liu himself, he set out for the countryside. Arriving at
the site, he promptly set up an autopsy tent and sent a man to bring in Chen’s wife. The magistrate acted so swiftly for a purpose: he wanted to allow her little opportunity to carry out any sort of cover-up.
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In short order Chen’s wife was brought before him. He saw that her face was ashen from fear; her whole body
trembled unceasingly. The orderlies shouted for her to get down on her knees even as the magistrate told them to
step back.
“Are you surnamed Chen?” he asked her gently, a look of kindness on his face.
“Yes,” the wife managed to force out from within her throat.
“Is your husband in there?” asked the magistrate, pointing to the sarcophagus.
At this question, the wife trembled, each of her thirty-six teeth chattering one against another. Then, with great
effort, she managed to steady herself.
“The one in there is my husband,” she affirmed with sudden resolution after a pause.
The magistrate noted that her two replies differed greatly in spirit and tone. He deduced that she must have
done something unconscionable, that she was just then realizing she had been found out. Because the matter now
threatened her life, she could not stave off the fear in her heart. Under the current situation, she realized that the
greater her fear, the more clearly her guilt would show on her face. So she steeled her nerves, drove out her panic,
and was thus able to give a resolute reply.
The magistrate pressed on.
“How .long has your husband been dead?”
“He passed away on the seventh day of the eleventh lunar month, just a month and seven days ago,” said the
wife.
“What illness did he have?” asked the magistrate. “Did he take any medicine for it?”
“My husband was consumptive,” said the wife, “and had been for three or four years. He didn’t take medicine
for it during the latter stages.”
“When did he take medicine, then? Which physician wrote out the prescriptions? Do you still have them?”
There was a slight pause.
“During those years, he took medicine many times,” she replied. “He wrote out the prescriptions himself each
time, since he had some medical knowledge. We didn’t keep the prescriptions, though. My husband mostly tore
them up.”
“If he had taken medicine many times during the years of his illness, why was it that he stopped doing so
later?”
“My husband said that consumption could only be cured early on,” said the wife. “As time passes, there is
nothing that can be done about it, so trying to cure it would be a waste of money. That was why he stopped writing the prescriptions.”
“Are you telling me that after a certain time, you were willing to sit there and watch him die without looking
for a physician?” asked the magistrate.
“My husband never had any faith in physicians. Also, I didn’t know of anyone suitable. Since he was adamant
about it, even if I’d gotten somebody to come by, my husband would never have taken anything anyone
prescribed—I never thought he would just die like that and leave me all to myself. It’s really been painful for me.”
She covered her face and began to sob.
What a formidable person this adulteress was, thought the magistrate upon hearing this testimony. Nevertheless, no matter how well she explained herself, he was still determined to open up the sarcophagus.
“So your husband did die of consumption?” he asked her once more.
Brushing aside tears, the wife answered him with evident exasperation. “If he hadn’t died of consumption,
would I tell you that he had? What good would that do?”
At that the orderlies shouted at her for being confrontational. But the magistrate did not appear to be upset.
“To claim consumption as the cause of death would do you some good, wouldn’t it?” he challenged her with
great composure. “You should know that someone in this county has accused you of murdering your husband.”
The wife could not refrain from looking a bit stunned.
“What evidence is there to support such an accusation?” she was quick to ask.
The magistrate smiled.
“I would of course have required unshakeable evidence in order to accept his written accusation. So tell me the
truth: How did you carry out the murder?”
“The unshakeable evidence you have, sir, please bring it out for me to see,” the wife requested without hesitation.
“So you won’t confess until you see the evidence?” countered the magistrate. “I suggest you do so now, and
save your dead husband’s remains from being turned inside out. You know very well what you’ve done. No one
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who commits this kind of crime has ever been able to escape the long arm of the law. Just think about it. Your
deed was carried out in complete secrecy. How then did it come about that a mere month and seven days later, I
already know about it? Would I have come all the way out here to question you if I did not have solid proof? Look
for yourself. I’ve brought along workers and a coroner. Even if you’re determined to keep your mouth firmly shut,
do you think you can somehow get away with what you’ve done?”
At that the wife’s composure changed again; her body began to tremble anew. It was then that the magistrate’s
countenance took on an iron ferocity. He slapped the bench, shouting repeatedly for her to confess. The orderlies
on either side chorused the demand. The wife managed to steady herself and to resume her earlier demeanor of
resolution.
“There’s no question my husband died of consumption,” she said. “But the magistrate has insisted that I
murdered him. What wrong has my dead husband done that the magistrate would have to disturb his remains?
Can he just order this kind of action at will?”
The magistrate laughed.
“You’ve murdered your husband, so I would say that you can’t get off as easily as all that! I’ve already concurred with your accuser about the necessity of examining the corpse. If we find no evidence of foul play, the
accuser will of course be punished according to the law, and I will expect a reprimand from my superiors as well.
But did you think you could cow me by pointing this out, so that I would not proceed?”
With that, he gave the go-ahead to open the sarcophagus. The workers responded with an enthusiastic shout, as
if called to do battle. Then they began to remove the tiles and bricks. The task was swiftly accomplished. In less
than half a minute, the interior coffin lay exposed. The magistrate turned once more to the wife.
“By now anyone can see that you have no hope of further concealment. If you have any conscience, you
should confess the true details of your crime now to avoid letting your murdered husband suffer the wholesale
disturbance of his remains.”
The wife let out a wail.
“Heaven be my judge!” she sobbed. “My husband did die of consumption, but the magistrate insists that I
murdered him. What evil karma had my husband accumulated to have to be put through all this after death? Even
though I, his wife, have suffered an unrightable wrong, nothing I can do will stop the magistrate from opening the
coffin!”
The magistrate knew then that even at this point, the wife was set on withholding her confession. So he
sounded the order to unseal the coffin. The coroner responded with a shout as the axes fell together on the cover.
With a crack, it was split apart and cast aside. The coroner saw that under the corpse’s right armpit was a
handkerchief-wrapped parcel, which did not look like anything normally belonging with the dead. He took it out
for the magistrate to examine. Sure enough, when the magistrate opened it up, it contained the cash Liu Dacun
said the black cat had taken from him: five silver dollars, four twenty-cent silver coins, and fifteen coppers. At
this, Liu Dacun quickly stepped forward to reclaim his property.
Now that the parcel had been found within the coffin, the magistrate was reassured. Soon enough, the coroner
came up to report that he had pulled out a steel rod seven inches long from the top of the dead man’s skull. It was
the kind of rod used in opium smoking. The wound was the only one on the body, and it was fatal. The discovery
was officially recorded by the clerk.
Seeing that the autopsy had uncovered the crime, the wife immediately wanted to kill herself by bashing in her
own head. The orderlies, however, having long since expected a suicide attempt with such an eventuality, were
able to stop her. They brought her back to the yamen, where she quickly confessed the truth.
As it turned out, the person who carried on the adulterous affair with the wife was none other than the sergeant
whose head Liu Dacun cracked open with the bowl of rice. With the onset of winter months, the sergeant had
brought his men to the countryside to help enforce the winter curfew. It wasn’t long after taking up his assignment that he started the affair with the wife. They were extremely careful to keep it secret so that no one else was
aware of what went on. Then the pair became annoyed with Chen and hatched their murder plot after he fell ill.
An opium smoker, the sergeant had once read in a Judge Bao story of a wife doing away with her husband by
driving a nail down the top of his cranium so that the cause of death would be undetectable. They thought that by
doing the same thing with the opium rod, they could conceal their crime from the coroner, even if an examination
of the corpse were to take place. The person who wrote the Judge Bao stories had never read anything about legal
procedure, however, so he had no knowledge of autopsies. When corpses were examined for legal reasons, every
bone and sinew was taken apart, cleaned off, and scrutinized. There was no possible way a metal nail of
considerable length driven through the middle of the skull could escape notice.
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Had the sergeant not believed the fictional story of Judge Bao, he might not have committed this extraordinary
crime. That he would place his trust in the idea of using a nail as a murder weapon, but not in that of an animal
acting to right a wrong, ultimately became the reason for his inability to escape the karma of a just retribution.
How can we deny the remarkable irony in all this?
2
… Now, let me tell you about Zhu Zhenyue, who was originally a native of Blackbird Mountain in Changde.
His father was Zhu Pei-Zhu Ruolin to his friends—a county magistrate in Shaanxi for over a decade.
Born in Shaanxi, Zhu Zhenyue was doted on by his parents because two of his older brothers had died in
infancy. By the time he was twelve, Zhu Zhenyue had a burgeoning reputation in his hometown for literary talent,
having been personally tutored by his father. In his thirteenth year, when he accompanied his mother to receive incense at Retribution Monastery in East Gate, he was seen by the abbot Snowgate. The abbot said that Zhu
Zhenyue was endowed with exceptional inner vitality and insisted on taking him in as a student.
Now, his parents considered him their ultimate pride and joy. How was it then that they became willing to
apprentice him to a monk? Well, the credit really belonged to Snowgate, who did everything he could to persuade
them and, in the end, was able to talk the couple into accepting the idea. So it came about that Zhu Zhenyue
bowed down before the abbot and officially became his student.
The arrangement, however, did not include Zhu himself undergoing tonsure and becoming a monk. Snowgate,
who was one of the three greatest swordsmen of the Hua School during the Xianfeng period [1851-1862],
accepted Zhu as a student only to pass on to him his swordsmanship.
Now, who were the three greatest swordsmen? The first was Guangxi’s Tian Guangsheng and the second Zhou
Fating of Jiangsu. The third was of course the monk Snowgate of Retribution Monastery. And why was the Hua
School so called? That’s because all three of these swordsmen had studied south of Mount Hua in Liangzhou.
And so Zhu Zhenyue practiced swordsmanship for several years with the monk Snowgate. As a naturally
gifted individual, he was able to succeed more quickly than an ordinary person, no matter what he attempted. So
even though Zhu Zhenyue could not claim to have acquired all of Snowgate’s skills, what he attained after those
years of hard work was already rather extraordinary.
At the same time that Zhu Zhenyue was apprenticed to Snowgate, Zhu Ruolin was promoted to the magistracy
of Xi’an. In nearly twenty years as an official in Shaanxi, he had saved up some two hundred thousand taels of
silver. The Nien bandits were wreaking havoc in Gansu at the time, and Shaanxi was also reeling from the threat.
Zhu Ruolin was concerned that, in any crisis, the money he’d accumulated in a career would become too burdensome to move back to his home town. He knew that Snowgate had formidable martial skills and, among potential
robbers, there were none who did not respect his reputation. He therefore wanted Snowgate to escort the silver by
boat to Changde. Snowgate, on the other hand, as one who’d left worldly concerns behind, was unwilling to accept the assignment. Instead, he guaranteed that Zhu Zhenyue would be fine for the job, that, with him, nothing at
all could go wrong en route. Since Snowgate was adamant, Zhu Ruolin had little choice but to follow his recommendation and leave everything to heavenly providence. Even though he was concerned that his own son be
entrusted with such a weighty responsibility, as long as Snowgate declined to go himself, there was no other
appropriate person for the job.
Zhu Ruolin bought gold with half the silver and hauled everything by land to Fort Dragon-Colt. There he
leased a large boat, loading the precious metals onto it. At the time, Zhu Zhenyue was only twenty years old. It
would be the first time for him to embark on a journey as the sole person in charge. Also, he had to take with him
such a large sum of hard cash. Among those who truly knew what he was up against, there were none who were
not concerned for him.
For his part, Zhu Zhenyue acted as if he were doing nothing out of the ordinary.
“You all know that this boat is carrying two-hundred thousand taels worth of gold and silver,” he said to the
sailors soon after getting on board. “To sail this kind of boat on rivers and canals is not child’s play. You should all
take heed. On the other hand, I urge you all not to fret, because it is not up to you to guard against robbers. If they
do show up to take things by force, what’s the use of my telling you to be careful? By saying “Take heed” to you,
I am only telling you to follow my instructions closely. Wind direction is crucial on any water route. In going this
time to Changde, no one can predict the number of days the voyage will take. According to established prac-tice,
whenever the wind is with us, we sail on ahead. When it is against us, we have to tie up. If by chance the wind
were to blow against us for ten days or a fortnight, we’d be moored for ten days or a fortnight without mov-ing
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forward. On this trip, however, we shall not be following such practice. Whichever way the wind blows, if I tell
you to set sail, you must do so without hesitating, even if a veritable gale is blowing in the opposite direction. Or
when I say to drop anchor at this dock for however many days, I don’t care whether a favorable wind is with us all
day and all night: We will not be budging. If upon passing a port it appears we could stop, do not do so should I
say not to. Or if we be among the reeds far from human habitation and at a highly unlikely place for stop-ping,
you must nevertheless stop if I tell you to stop. In other words, you must obey my commands —respect my
commands—on all occasions. Anything that may happen then, even if it be a huge catastrophe, will not be on
your heads.”
Upon receiving these instructions, the sailors voiced their unanimous agreement. Once underway, they
followed all orders to the letter. When they docked anywhere, Zhu Zhenyue invariably went ashore to pay his respects to one or another person of reputation in the area. As they went on, even though there were both veiled and
open threats, no one would contend with him. As young in years as he was, he never set out with the intention of
hurting anyone. Each time, he’d merely put on a show of his impressive martial skills, and potential robbers
would stay away. Because of this, there were none among the provincial outlaws who had not heard of Zhu, and
none who did not hold him in high regard. None, moreover, bore him enough of a grudge to want to seek vengeance.
The boat sailed on for quite a few days. Now nearing the boundary of Hunan province, it docked at Whitefish
Cliff. Knowing of no threat in the area, Zhu Zhenyue did not make his usual courtesy call ashore. It was harvest
time. In the evening, the moon shone bright and clear as a mirror. Zhu sat by himself near the bow of the boat,
reflecting on the journey thus far. As the only person in charge, he had escorted this boatload of gold and silver all
these months and had encountered his share of potential robbers. Now he had actually gotten to Hunan without
incident. A few more days of good winds and he’d easily reach his ancestral home. Just twenty years old, and he’d
been able to venture into territory rife with outlaws to complete such a daunting task. Indeed, among heroes past
and present, have there been many who could have done any better?
As his thoughts reached this point, his spirits soared. He called out to a servant to bring him a jug of wine,
which he savored slowly by himself in the moonlight. Before he knew it, the time was approaching midnight.
Feeling the chill of the evening damp, he was on the verge of retiring to the hold for the night. All of a sudden,
just as he was rising to his feet, he felt the boat dip slightly into the water. Ever alert, Zhu knew at once that someone of great prowess had just jumped on board.
Looking up in the moonlight, he saw an extremely imposing figure standing on one leg at the top of the mast,
with the other leg raised up to the sky. The man moved with great agility, dropping down to the bow in a flash
before Zhu Zhenyue could finish asking, “Who’s there?” He landed like an autumn leaf fluttering down to earth,
with no perceptible sound. Zhu was thoroughly taken aback by this display but nevertheless wanted to learn the
man’s name before engaging him. But the other fellow flashed his sword before Zhu could get another word out,
thrusting it at Zhu’s face. Zhu Zhenyue could not restrain his anger at such lack of decorum and counterattacked
with his own sword.
The two fought for some time before the man, ultimately no match for Zhu, ran off like a thoroughly frightened animal, wounded in a number of places. His victory notwithstanding, Zhu was most perturbed.
“I’ve never heard of anyone with his kind of ability at Whitefish Cliff,” he thought to himself. “Besides, the
style of the man’s swordplay is exactly like mine. He came so suddenly and refused to respond to my query. Did
he come here to rob me, or just to see how I fight? Having gotten this far with his swordsmanship, he shouldn’t be
bugging out his eyes at this little bit of cash. But if he came to test my skills, why then was he unwilling to talk to
me? My teacher once told me that, counting himself, there are only three persons who practice the Hua style of
swordplay, one in Guangxi, another in Jiangsu. No one among them lives in the Hunan area. If the man belongs to
my school, it would be simple indeed for him to come openly to find out what I can do. Why, then, did he come
on like this? Had I been a bit less scrupulous, I could have made the mistake of taking his life. Wouldn’t it be too
late for regrets then? He may have been beaten this time, but he never let up at all in the fight, as if he wanted to
put both our lives on the line. If his purpose in coming was to test my swordsmanship, he shouldn’t have attacked
with such fury.”
In thus turning the questions over in his head, Zhu Zhenyue could not come up with a single answer. There was
nothing for him to do but set the matter aside and wait for some future opportunity to learn the whys and
wherefores of the man who had come.
The boat sailed on for several more days and now reached White Horse Pass, only about twenty-five miles by
water from Changde. With favorable winds tomorrow, their journey would end in another day. Because his
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momentary relaxation at Whitefish Cliff had brought on the formidable intruder, Zhu Zhenyue no longer dared let
down his guard. It did not matter that they were just mooring at a quay outside a little country town; he had to go
ashore to look around. He was afraid that, on the eve of great success, something untoward would happen to undo
all his previous efforts.
Day was just dawning as the boat reached White Horse Pass. Zhu Zhenyue gave the usual instructions to the
boatmen as he was about to go ashore.
“After I’m gone, all of you keep an eye on the boat from prow to stern. Do not under any circumstances allow
any stranger to come aboard.”
From the time they left Fort Dragon-Colt, these were the identical words Zhu Zhenyue had spoken to his charges prior to venturing on shore after each docking; the boatmen were tired of hearing them. All along the way, no
outsider had ever asked to come onto the boat. So other than chorusing a perfunctory “Yes, sir;” the sailors paid
little attention to the instructions.
Only a moment after Zhu left, a disheveled beggar, all bent over, with a dirty, greasy face, trudged slowly to
the side of the boat, extending his hand to ask for something to eat.
“Go do your begging somewhere else!” a boatman shouted at him, trying to shoo him away with a wave of his
hand. “We haven’t got anything here for you.”
The beggar appeared stunned.
“Where in the world do you want me to do my begging?” he asked tearfully in a supplicatory whine. “I’ve
begged and begged around here for the larger part of a day, and not so much as a single grain of rice has reached
my lips. Take pity on me, please. I’m so hungry I can’t move any more. I don’t care what little bit you can spare.
Just let me have some of your leftovers.”
The boatman detected traces of Shaanxi accent as the beggar spoke, and could not help but be touched by
someone from home.
“Where are you from?” he asked as he looked the man over several times. “You look like you’re very young,
probably no more than sixteen or seventeen. Your face is not that of an ordinary vagabond. How did you come to
be a beggar in these parts?”
At this, the beggar’s tears flowed more copiously.
“I was originally from Shaanxi,” he replied. “From the time I was six or seven, I’ve been following my father
to Changde, where he does business. My family owned quite a bit of property. It’s just that I’ve been a no-good. I
never wanted to study seriously or to work properly as a tradesman. Last year, when I came to White Horse Pass
with my father to collect payments, I became infatuated with a woman and could not bear to be parted from her.
After we got back to Changde, I stole two hundred taels of silver from my father to return here secretly to live
with her. The two hundred taels didn’t last long. Once the money was gone, the woman didn’t want me anymore
and kicked me out. I was too ashamed to go back to Changde, so I just hung around here. My poor father. I’m his
only son. Losing track of me unexpectedly like this—you can’t imagine the anxiety he must be feeling. I can no
longer go on like this. I want with all my heart to get back to Changde. It’s only twenty-five miles by boat, but
I’ve got no money for the passage. As decrepit as I’ve become, no one would want to take me on board. By land
the distance would be over fifty miles. Sick as I now am, how in the world can I go anywhere on foot? Looks like
I’ll die here in White Horse Pass soon enough. Forget about burying my remains in my ancestral home. Even
getting them back to my father in Changde will be beyond the realm of possibility.”
At this point he covered his face, sobbing ever louder.
Now the boatman was very much a tenderhearted sort. Hearing this woeful tale and seeing the man’s pitiful
state, he could not but hesitate.
“I, too, am from Shaanxi,” he said, “and it’s remarkable to meet someone from home in this place. As it happens, this boat is headed to Changde. If the wind is with us, we’ll be there by tomorrow. To take you along would
not ordinarily be a problem. Only, this is no ordinary boat, but one chartered by Master Zhu of Xi’an. Master Zhu
has directed us to never let any riffraff on board. The consequences would be extremely serious, and I don’t dare
take on the responsibility. As for getting you some victuals, that’s not a problem at all. I can see to it that you’ll be
fed. I can also get you a couple of sets of clothing that, while they may not be a perfect fit, will be good enough to
improve your present appearance. Then you’ll find it easier to get water transport to Changde.”
The boatman then went below decks, emerging again with a large bowl of rice and vegetables. He told the
beggar to eat on shore while he himself remained on the boat. Then he found and brought out several sets of used
clothing.
After eating just a little, the beggar returned the rest of the food to the boatman.
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“When you’re past a certain point in your hunger, it’s hard to consume all this food at once,” he said. “It’ll be
best to divide what’s left into several portions and eat each one very slowly. I’m overwhelmed with gratitude to
you, doing all this for me just because I’m from your home province. I’ve begged for food along this river for
months now. Sometimes people would pass bits of leftovers to me. But to talk to me in such a kindly way as you
have, well, I’ve never met anyone quite willing to do that. This has truly been a rare day. I’ve been able to meet
someone from home, someone who feeds me and tries to clothe me as well. So I have even less reason to be
ungrateful or complaining. It’s just that even with the clothes from you, I still think it would not be possible for
me to hitch a ride to Changde. I’m physically weak, worn down with illness. If I put these clothes on, I’ll surely
be robbed of them by the other beggars in a matter of hours. I might even get beaten up in the process. So I don’t
think I’ll be wearing the clothes. It would have been better for you not to have gotten them for me. If you’re really
taking pity on me, though, you might want to give me just a square foot of space inside your ship’s bow to hunker
down in for a few hours. Should I then get to Changde, I would be as beholden to you as I am to my parents, since
you would have given me new life. My gratitude to you then would remain till I’m in my grave. Once we get to
Changde, I’ll invite you to my home to honor you with hospitality. As the old saying puts it so well, ‘If you’re
going to help somebody, then help him to the very end.’ Are you, sir, willing to carry your compassion to the last
mile?”
He choked up again as he spoke, his eyes welling up with tears.
Hearing all this, and in view of the situation, the boatman’s heart could not but soften even further.
“All right!” he answered with sudden resolution. “Let this be on my head! Go squat yourself down inside the
bow, and don’t make any noise. Once we just get to Changde, even if Master Zhu finds out, it won’t matter.”
The beggar repeated his thanks as the boatman led him to the bow of the boat. Lifting up a couple of boards, he
indicated to him to get below.
“Each time Master Zhu returns from his trips ashore, he never fails to inspect the entire vessel. So don’t make
a sound under those boards. Wait until the Master comes back and completes his inspection. Then I will let you
out and find you some place to sit down.”
The beggar bowed deeply.
“I’d never dare get you in trouble by making the slightest noise,” he promised. He then squeezed himself into
the space, curling up into a ball. The boatman replaced the boards, assuring himself that Master Zhu would never
know the difference.
Around dusk Zhu Zhenyue returned and went through his usual inspection fore to aft. He then summoned the
boatman to his cabin.
“You surely have a lot of nerve!” he shouted out. “How dare you disobey my orders by stowing someone away
in the bow?”
The boatman, his face ashen at these words, was too shaken momentarily to utter anything in reply. Zhu
pressed him unremittingly for an answer.
“Go on. Speak up. Who’s the person you’ve taken on board?”
Convinced that the Master already knew everything so that further denial was futile, the boatman could only
own up.
“Cease your anger, please,” he said. “I would never take any evil person on board. This is a young beggar
whose family also lives in Changde. He has been stranded here without any means of getting home. He came to
the boat to beg for food and then implored me to find him transportation back to Changde. I shouldn’t have been
so muddleheaded, but 1 felt pity for him and concealed him in the bow. I thought it would only be for a day or so,
until we get to Changde. So I never reported the matter to you.”
Zhu pondered for a second.
“Take me there for a look,” he said as he got up. “Let me see what kind of individual this little beggar-man is.
The boatman then brought Zhu Zhenyue to the bow and lifted up the boards.
“Hurry out here and pay your respects to the Master,” he said to the beggar. “The Master already knows that
you’re here, and I dare not cover for you any longer. Don’t blame me if I can’t save you now.”
The beggar got up gingerly. He stood there with a downcast face, as if in great fear. Zhu Zhenyue looked him
over carefully, then swung his hand around to slap the boatman across the mouth.
“You stupid fool!” he rebuked him. “How can you be so ignorant of proper manners? To make him hunker
down in there like that—that’s no way to treat an honored guest!”
Then he turned and put his hands together in greeting to the beggar.
“Kind sir, please forgive the boatman, a simple country bumpkin whose pedestrian eyes could never recognize

514

an exalted person such as yourself. Because I was not here, we have greatly mistreated you. Please go ahead to the
forward cabin so that we can sit down and talk over everything!”
Strange as it may seem, the beggar, who appeared to be frightened out of his wits on first seeing Zhu, changed
his expression instantly at these words. A smile spread across his face as he, too, folded his hands to return the
greeting.
“How dare I accept such kindness?” he responded. “Everyone in the trade has been saying that you are an
exceptional person. Now I’m deeply impressed to learn that there’s substance to your reputation. Right at this
moment, though, I have something to take care of. Let me return on another day to seek instruction from you.”
He started to leave, but Zhu Zhenyue would not even think of letting him go.
“If you’re not going to do me the honor of staying, then you shouldn’t have bothered to come here,” he said as
he blocked the way. “Our accommodations cannot match those of home, and we have been remiss in our treatment of you. I’m only inviting you to share a cup of simple wine and to allow us to learn your name. Do let me
show you a little respect.”
The beggar hesitated for a moment.
“All right.” he finally nodded. “This encounter with you is a special occasion.”
Straightaway Zhu Zhenyue ordered the cook to prepare food and drink before leading the beggarman into his
cabin. Taking out some of his own clothes, he presented them with both hands to the man.
“Please change into these for now, so that we can drink and talk.”
The man did not hesitate. A servant brought water for him to wash the grime from his face. He put on the
clothes, which instantly brightened his appearance. His features sparkled like imperial jade. The sailors sneaking
peeks at him were all astonished.
A feast was soon laid out. Zhu Zhenyue insisted that the beggar-man take the seat of honor, with himself as
principal host. Only after three rounds of drinking did Zhu raise his cup.
“Under the directive of my parents and my teacher, I’ve made bold at present to escort two-hundred thousand
taels of gold and silver back to Changde,” he announced. “This money represents the savings of a career in
officialdom for my father, and not a cent of it is ill-gotten. Any number of gallant individuals along the way have
taken this fact into account and decided to let me pass without incident, so that I have peacefully gotten this far.
Since you have now come, I expect you must have some pressing cause. If you would care to indicate a specific
sum, whatever your needs, I will present it to you with no regrets whatsoever. Only, I must request that you leave
your name.” He then filled a cup with wine to pass to his guest.
The beggar broke into loud laughter.
“The young Master’s power of discernment is indeed superior,” he said. “But your conclusion that I have come
here for monetary reasons, to relieve some pressing financial need, can only be regarded as misguided. My family
may not be wealthy, but I have never wanted for money. So I will not be able to accept your kind offer.”
At this, Zhu Zhenyue could not prevent embarrassment from showing on his face.
“I deserve to die for taking a gentleman for a petty thief,” he quickly apologized. “I can only hope that you will
forgive my foolishness and instruct me as to the reason for your presence here.”
“Does the young Master still remember the robber he encountered at Whitefish Cliff?” the beggar asked quite
unexpectedly.
“How can I forget?” said Zhu Zhenyue, startled. “But I did not take the man to be a robber at all. What kind of
person is he, anyway?”
The guest stared intently at Zhu.
“How did the young Master know that the person was not a robber?”
“That was not at all difficult to figure out,” said Zhu Zhenyue with a smile. “A man with that kind of ability,
how could he have been a robber? Or if he were, there are many other places for him to steal from without having
to go against someone from the same school. For such reasons, I decided he was no robber.”
“Perhaps he didn’t know it was you. How can you be sure?” The beggar continued to press him.
Zhu Zhenyue shook his head.
“If he didn’t know it was me, he wouldn’t have come at me the way he did. Even now I have to ask you to tell
me what that person came for. I never got his name at the time or learned who he was. I am simply concerned that
I have no way of finding out."
“Just as you have said, the man’s no robber,” said the beggar with a smile. “But since he was unwilling to
reveal his name to you, I won’t dare take the liberty of doing so. Because you seriously wounded him, he’s still
receiving treatment at his home. He has a friend, however, who’s rather upset with what transpired; he wants to
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come and see what he can do against you, and he’s sent me ahead to scout out the situation. You’ll be all right if
you just exercise a bit of care tonight. I thank you, young Master, for your hospitality. I know we’ll have occasion
to meet again!”
He then stood up to take his leave.
Zhu Zhenyue did his best to detain him.
“It’s not yet dark,” he said. “There’s still a lot of time. Why not stay a while longer? I am in need of more of
your instruction.”
The beggar sat down once more.
“It may still seem early to us,” he said, “but in coming here I had agreed to meet with the man who sent me by
the beginning of the second watch, to report what I found. He is waiting to hear from me before venturing here. If
I fail to appear by the appointed time, he’ll conclude that you’ve found me out and killed me. Then he’ll come to
avenge my life. With vengeance in his heart, he would inevitably be most unforgiving when he met and engaged
in any fight with you. In my humble opinion, it would be to your advantage to let me go back earlier, to prevent
the life-and-death situation that occurs when mortal enemies come face-to-face. In the event of such a conflict, it
would be too late for regrets: even I would then be concerned about how I could repay you for your magnanimous
hospitality.”
In spite of his efforts to control it, the anger these words stirred in Zhu Zhenyue showed on his face.
“You may have spoken with the best of intentions out of concern for my welfare,” he said. “But you also cannot deny that you hold no proper respect for my capabilities. I therefore will not accept your kind offer. As the old
saying puts it so well, ‘Those who intrude are not kindly; those who are kindly do not intrude.’ Even if he’s not
seeking revenge, I may still not be his match. But even if he were seeking revenge, I would still not be afraid of
him. I never intended to detain you. But since you put things the way you have, I cannot do otherwise but keep
you here, if only to see how he’ll go about avenging you. Don’t you go back there to give your report. Just remain
here and help yourself to more wine.”
The beggar-man had noted Zhu Zhenyue’s reaction to his earlier statements. Seeing Zhu get angry, he
wreathed his face in smiles and stuck out his thumb to show approval.
“From this kind of spirit alone, you show yourself to be a worthy man,” he said. “I’ll just sit down right here,
as you wish.”
“Don’t take offense at this question. But, in a while, when the man comes to avenge you, and I cannot avoid
fighting him, what will you be doing then?” Zhu suddenly wanted to know;
“I’ll just be sitting right here, not moving a muscle,” said the beggar-man with a grin. “The young Master is a
world-beating hero who obviously does not need my help. And if that person needed me, he wouldn’t be coming
to meet you. I’ll just watch you two from afar. No matter who wins or loses, I will not get myself involved.”
“That’s fine,” Zhu Zhenyue nodded. “A man’s word once spoken, like an arrow shot in battle, can never be
taken back. You also need not concern yourself with whatever preparations I make.”
The beggar repeated his agreement.
Zhu Zhenyue then summoned all the boat hands to come before him.
“Move your drums and gongs under the main mast. Around midnight, as soon as you feel the boat bob up and
down ferociously as if in a storm, then all of you begin to beat on them. Shout out at the same time. No matter
how loud the ruckus you make, do not stop until the boat is still again.”
They gave their affirmation with one voice before going off in different directions to make ready. No one dared
ask what this was all about.
After sending the boatmen off, Zhu Zhenyue went back to resume drinking with the beggar-man. He refrained
from inquiring about the latter’s background as well as the background of the man at Whitefish Cliff, certain that
he would not be told. The two drank until about the second watch, when Zhu took out a suit of light armor from a
chest.
“Please sit here by yourself for a while.” He smiled at his guest as he strapped it on. “I’ll be right back to keep
you company.”
The beggar quickly stood up and filled a cup to present to his host.
“Please down this wine as my wish for your success over your challenger,” he said.
Zhu Zhenyue accepted the cup, then put it down.
“Let’s hope I can benefit from your good karma,” he said. “It won’t be too late for me to down this when I
return.” He then stepped outside the cabin, reminding himself that since the man at Whitefish Cliff had taken to
the mast, perhaps his friend would do likewise. Why not wait for him up there? So he leaped to the top of the
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mast.
Only a few days had passed since the time of his encounter at Whitefish Cliff. The evening moonlight was still
sparkling. Zhu had waited up there for nearly an hour when his attention was jolted by a shadowy figure streaking
more swiftly than an arrow across the white sand beach, straight toward where he was. Without waiting for the
man to get close, Zhu shouted out, “Welcome!” in a loud voice. The dark figure seemed startled. Then, in a snap,
he arrived beneath where Zhu was standing.
Trailing a stream of white light, he swiped his sword at Zhu’s feet. It goes without saying that Zhu dared not
relax his concentration, flashing his own sword to engage the attacker. The two fought ferociously, now leaping
up to the top, now tumbling down again, neither willing to leave the mast as they went around and around its
base. In the moonlight, Zhu Zhenyue could make out the man’s face, which appeared extremely sinister. He had a
full head of disheveled hair that hung down all over his back and shoulders. His face and cheeks were covered
with whiskers, more than two inches thick and spread out to look like a bamboo cage. His age was difficult to
assess, but judging from his appearance, he would have been between forty and fifty. His body was not particularly imposing, though he was extremely agile in his movements. His skills were far and away superior to those of
the man at Whitefish Cliff.
Battling him for more than ten rounds, Zhu Zhenyue saw that the man’s fighting style was exactly the same as
his own and could not let the uneasy feeling about this pass.
“Isn’t the intruder a member of the Hua School?” he shouted out while parrying another blow. “Why not reveal
your identity before we fight on?”
His opponent went on as if he heard nothing, but his attack became even more vicious. Zhu’s anger rose as he
silently cussed at the man’s lack of decorum; meanwhile, he called up all the skill he could muster to ward him
off. They were about to separate again when the drums and gongs below the mast suddenly erupted. Together with
the shouts, they produced an earth-shaking din. The intruder appeared disconcerted, then suddenly changed the
direction of his attack to Zhu Zhenyue’s lower body. Zhu recognized that this kind of swordplay was the most
lethal of the Hua School’s repertoire, its ultimate level of attack. It is not usually deployed in a fight, because any
opponent unfamiliar with the moves, no matter how skilled, could not possibly avoid losing either life or limb.
Even swordsmen of the Hua School who have themselves practiced the moves would be injured unless they were
superior to the attacker.
Now, the level of their swordsmanship was just about even, but when his opponent struck at him with this
ultimate attack, he cried out, “Uh-oh!” and leaped some ten feet above the mast. As he did so, he felt the other’s
sword slash slightly into his right heel. He reacted with his own ultimate move, thrusting at the man’s face, and
heard the sound of the blade—cha!—as it struck home. Then he saw the man wipe his head with his hand and
dash away to the shore. Zhu Zhenyue jumped down from the mast but did not pursue him. The noise from the
drums, gongs, and shouting quickly ceased as the boat steadied itself.
The beggar was quick to welcome Zhu as he strode into the cabin.
“Congratulations! Congratulations!” he repeated. “What a fight!”
“The son of a bitch was truly awesome,” Zhu Zhenyue said, managing a smile. “I very nearly couldn’t get back
here with my life.” As he spoke he removed the light armor and applied medicine to the cut on his heel. “For
certain, I am impressed with the man’s skill,” he said to his guest. “Still, one cannot say he is without peer. His
hideous looks, on the other hand—I’m afraid we’d never find their like in the whole human world. Now that he’s
crossed swords with me, can you reveal to me his name and background?”
The beggar-man continued to demur.
“There’ll come a day when you’ll learn everything. This is not the time for. me to tell you,” he said, smiling.
“Take care of yourself, young Master. I will now take my leave.”
In a blink, he was on the shore, letting out a long whistle and then disappearing from sight.
Zhu Zhenyue sighed repeatedly.
“This person’s actions are truly unfathomable,” he thought. “This is only my first venture, and I’ve never given
anyone cause to take me as an enemy. Both my opponents, moreover, are members of the Hua School. This bogus
beggar is more than likely a member as well. Since we are all alumni, and since we’d never had occasion to cause
trouble for each other, what made them come on twice like that? Good thing I set up the drums and gongs, which
startled the man sufficiently for me to return that blow to his face. Otherwise I would’ve lost. I don’t know what
kind of exercise he’s been doing to make his facial skin so tough. My blade seemed to just slide off with a cha
when I struck him.”
As he was pondered one thing and another by himself, Zhu Zhenyue became aware of the boatman entering
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the cabin.
“I didn’t follow your instructions today, and it almost brought disaster,” he said, knocking his head on the floor
in apology. “Who was to know that the little beggar actually intended to spy on us? If not for your foresight in
recognizing that someone had come on board, I would not have been able to shoulder the huge consequences even
if I were to grind my bones to powder.”
“I didn’t really have any foresight,” said Zhu Zhenyue as he helped the man up. “That bogus beggar did not do
his act badly at all. But he was careless about one thing, which left me an easily detectable clue. The deck of this
boat has always been kept shiny and spotless. Ordinarily, even when you fellows return from shore, those with
shoes on remove them on the gangplank. Even if you went barefoot, you’d wash off the dirt before touching the
deck. People from this boat never stomp around with sandy or muddy feet. The man was evidently afraid of
bumping into me returning to the boat and thus messing up his scheme. So as long as he was able to talk you into
letting him come on board, he did so hurriedly, without considering the various footprints his dirty feet would
leave on the otherwise spotless deck. Since the time was near dusk, you never paid attention to the footprints.
When I returned soon afterward, I saw them. I noticed that they were all pointed toward the bow, with no evidence of the person getting off. It would be obvious to anyone, then, that whoever had come on board had yet to
leave.”
Only after this explanation did everything that had transpired become suddenly clear to the boatman.

Photograph by Auguste Francois, ca 1870, depicting Su Yuanchun, (1844-1908) a Manchu general in the
Guangxi Zhuang Autonomous Region of southern China
China 4.45 Cong Shi Shi Lun Qie Yun\fn{by Chen Yinke (1890-1969)} Changsha, Hunan Province, China (M) 17
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183.121 & 188.10 1. An Autobiographical Statement 2. My Childhood Persuit Of Education\fn{by Ch’en Hengche (1890-1976)} Ch’angchou, Kiangsu Province, China (F) 6
1
My paternal grandparents had twelve children. This aunt was their eldest daughter and my father was their
youngest son, so there was a difference in age of twenty years between brother and sister, while she was more
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than forty years older than me. Not only was she tall and energetic, but she also had an abundance of talents and
an outstanding moral character.
Whenever we saw her, we immediately felt that she had a talent for leadership and could shoulder heavy re sponsibilities. Because of the general situation several decades ago, however, her leadership abilities had only
been put to use in a few small family matters, like an ox knife being used to hack chickens. Her talent was not
limited to the kind associated with so-called talented women, writing poems about balmy breezes and moonlit
nights. Besides writing poetry, having a knowledge of history, and being able to write ancient-style calligraphy,
she also knew how to write prescriptions for medicine and was an excellent cook.
When she was young, she had waited on her mother and father-in-law during the day and tended her children
in the evenings; only late at night, when there was no one around and all was quiet, did she study and practice cal ligraphy, frequently staying up until three o’clock—and then getting up again at six in the morning. Those “tal ented women” of the beautiful maiden and talented hero types could never have such energy, such fortitude, and
such unsurpassed self-cultivation.
When I was old enough to get to know her, she was already middle-aged. She liked me most of all her nieces
and frequently praised me to my father, saying that I showed real promise.
Then, more than ten years after this time, I fell into a very dark period of my life, because I had refused to
marry the man my father had chosen for me to marry. Although my father later forgave me, and I was able to con tinue my studies in Shanghai, this dark period continued, due to financial difficulties and the lack of good schools
in Shanghai.
So after a while I ran away to my aunt’s home out in the countryside, with the faint hope that some new oppor tunity would arise that would enable me to pursue my education. Her home was a large and complex household,
and life there was a painful thing for me, an incompetent young girl with no rights and no experience in the world.
The only ray of light in the environment of thorns and brambles was my aunt’s special love.
The place where she lived was a small city not far from Suchou. There were many clear, beautiful mountains
and streams, particularly beautiful when autumn came. She would often send for a small boat, tell one of the el derly women servants to prepare some tea and wine and a picnic box, and, bringing a copy of Tu Fu’s poetry and
her own recent poems, take me out on the lake to look at the mountains. One time when she had been reading
some poems by Tu Fu for over an hour, she abruptly stood up and, holding her hands behind her back, began to
pace back and forth in the small cabin, reciting out loud:
If only I had a large mansion with thousands of rooms,
I could shelter and protect destitute scholars and bring smiles to their faces.

When she came to these lines, she stopped and stood still, let out a long sigh, and said,
“This used to be my dream, but now, I can’t even shelter and protect my own son and grandchildren.”
Her only son, his wife, and their children had all become opium addicts, and it looked like she would soon
have to sell her large house and its flower garden, which was in the style of the Ta-kuan-yuan\fn{ In Dream of the Red
Chamber} to an outsider. She had a strong will—though she might sigh, she would never shed a tear. But to me,
this sigh was sadder than a whole stream of tears; It was too much for me, and I told her,
“But Aunt is sheltering and protecting a suffering child right now.” This perked her up, and she told the elderly
woman servant,
“Warm up the food, and bring us some so we can drink some wine. Today the second young miss and I are re ally going to enjoy ourselves looking at the lake and the mountains.”
So we talked, ate, and laughed, and we felt happy and relaxed in our hearts.
Once I fell sick with a bad case of malaria. She treated me herself, and, after I had begun to improve, every day
she boiled chicken soup for me on a small Western-style stove and prepared delicately flavored and nutritious
dishes for me until I had completely recovered. At meals, she always asked me to sit next to her, and I was treated
to every single one of the delicacies that the matriarch of the house was served. I slept in her library, a sacred
precinct that she had never previously allowed anyone to occupy.
Living like this, under her loving care, made a dark future gradually begin to brighten, turned my feelings
about myself from despair into hope, and, made me believe that I still had it in me to make something of myself.
An uncle who had doted on me in much the same way once told me that there are three kinds of attitude people
have about their lives—satisfied with their fate, complaining about their fate, and creating their fate. He con -
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stantly encouraged me to take the third attitude, because he believed that I had the substance to create my own
fate.
The painful experiences I had gone through in those few years, however, had given me serious doubts about
myself and made me feel that striving was useless, that life just wasn’t worth preserving. Under these circum stances, without the support of this aunt, I might have lost the courage to go on living.
*
I lived at my aunt’s for three years, from 1911 to 1914. In the last year she found me a job as a tutor in the
home of a friend, and I taught the children there for half a year. That summer—it was the year that the European
war broke out—Tsinghua School suddenly began to recruit women to send to study in the United States. I felt my
educational level was too low and didn’t dare to try to take the examination; however, I ran to my aunt to talk with
her about it. She was very encouraging and urged me to take the examination, telling me I had good reason to be
hopeful.
Well, I did follow her advice and went to Shanghai and took the exam. After the exam was over, I went back to
the family in the countryside where I had been tutoring. Later, she saw my name in the paper and immediately
wrote me a long letter. I don’t remember what the letter said, I only remember that before I had finished reading it
a lake of tears came pouring from my eyes.
This was the darkest, the most painful page in my life; and it was this elderly aunt, with her deep faith and pro found love for me, who led me out of the darkness back onto the road to creating my own fate.
2
Thirty years ago, at the end of the Ch’ing dynasty, going to school was an earth-shaking event, especially for a
girl. I was the first in my family to go to school, that was why I had to be particularly persistent. Although the
school I went to in Shanghai did not benefit me greatly, one must remember one’s origins. Undeniably, I escaped a
fate as the wife of a ministerial candidate and was able to study abroad because of my diligence in going to
school. And the one who instilled in me this desire to go to school was my uncle Mr. Chuang Szu-chien, who
hailed from Wutsin county.
Of all my relatives, my uncle doted on me most. When I was about five or six years old, my uncle, along with
my aunt and my cousins, moved to Kwangsi to fill a government post. Since my maternal grandmother still lived
in her old home in Wutsin county, my uncle often came back to visit her. My family had rented out our big house
and had moved into the western wing of her compound. (My family came from Hunan originally, but since my
grandmother was from Wutsin, she owned houses in Changchow.)
Whenever my uncle came back to visit, I would wake early in the morning and start nagging my mother to let
me visit him. My uncle liked to sleep in. Arriving in her part of the compound, I would give my maternal
grandmother a hasty greeting and then dash straight into my uncle’s room. My uncle was always in bed. He would
pat the side of the bed, indicating that I should sit there. Then he would begin,
“What shall I tell you today?”
He liked to tell me his thoughts and observations. He had already been transferred from Kwangsi to Canton, a
large trading port where he had many opportunities to come into contact with European and American culture,
especially its medicine. He had great admiration for Western science and Western medicine, and was most
impressed by the American women who had come to serve in China. He often told me about the Western hospitals
and schools he had seen, and life in a modern culture. He always ended his tales by saying,
“You’re an ambitious girl. You should learn from these independent Western women.”
I was a very impressionable child. My uncle’s exhortations made my heart leap into my throat and my eyes
brim with hot tears.
“How can I learn to be like them?” My uncle always replied,
“Go to school! There is a women’s medical school in Canton. You should study medicine there. Are you
willing to come with me to study there?”
Sometimes, my uncle would tell me things—for example, that the world was a sphere. America was
underneath us, and if we looked down at them, the people would all be walking upside down. And that, if we dug
a hole where we stood, and if we kept digging and digging, we would get to America. Sometimes, he would talk
about the world beyond China and the different countries in it. I often listened with eyes wide and mouth agape,
both in amazement at his tales and in admiration for my uncle. When he saw my expression, he would tease me
for being such a country-bumpkin. I am sure that he was actually very pleased that he had such a good listener.
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Sometimes I would ask him,
“Uncle, how is it that you know so much?” He would reply,
“You think I know a lot? My knowledge is nothing compared to that of educated people in Europe and
America.” He would then proceed to tell me that he hoped that I could learn more than he had been able to—
understanding of the modern world, knowledge of how science could benefit humankind, awareness of the new
responsibilities of a modern woman.
“Know more than you?” How could that ever be? I would never dare to be so bold, not even in my dreams. But
my uncle said,
“It is no great feat to know more than me. A person can only be considered exceptional if he is able to surpass
his parents and elders. Only a good-for-nothing would follow in their footsteps.”
In those days, such ideas were revolutionary indeed. What extraordinary effect they had on me!
We often chatted on and on, stopping only when my maternal grandmother called my uncle to get out of bed
and have breakfast. However, bright and early next morning, even before daybreak, I would be at my uncle’s side
to listen to his stories again. In this way, with each visit of my uncle, my desire to go to school grew stronger.
Finally, it became the dream of my life.
*
When I was thirteen, my father was chosen by lot to serve as a county prefect in a south-western province.
Since it was a very isolated area, I was afraid that once there, I would never leave. For this reason, as well as my
intense desire to go to school, I begged my mother to let me go with my uncle to Canton to study instead of
joining my father, who had already gone ahead alone. My mother was in the midst of packing and preparing to
move the family. She was a wise and good woman, not really opposed to my request, because she knew of my
great aspirations and also knew my uncle loved me and my aunt was kindly. However, she was not happy about
me being separated from her either, because I was still very young. Every time I begged her to let me go with my
uncle to Canton, she would say,
“Let me think it over for a while.”
That autumn, following his visit home, my uncle was preparing to return to Canton. The day he was to leave, I
went with my mother to see him off at my maternal grandmother’s gate. I said to him,
“Please give my regards to my aunt.” My uncle said,
“Aren’t you coming to Canton too? Why don’t you give her your regards yourself?” I turned around to ask my
mother,
“Can I really do that?” My mother said,
“Do you think you can manage?”
“Oh yes!” I then said to my uncle, “I will come go Canton to give my aunt my regards myself.” My uncle said,
“So be it then. A self-motivated girl like you should be able to keep her word.” I said,
“I will.”
As soon as I said that, my whole body felt as if it was on fire and tears streamed down my face. I ran into my
room, put my head down on my desk and had a good, long cry. I didn’t even know myself whether I was weeping
out of joy or fear. Now that I think about it, it was perhaps because I was excited at having made such a serious
decision. It made me feel very much like a grown-up. It was a huge shock for one as naïve as I was, who had
never yet experienced any real emotional upheavals. When children receive a shock like that, what can they do
but cry?
That winter we children left Changchow with my mother, going first to Shanghai, where we had some relatives
who were on their way to Canton. My mother decided to send me off to my uncle’s with them. After a few days in
Shanghai, my mother and my brothers and sisters boarded a Yangtze steamer to go to join my father. I followed
my mother on board and sat in her cabin. She spoke to me with tears in her eyes,
“You’re an ambitious child. I’m sure you will accomplish great things in the future. But you’re still so young!
When you reach Canton, you must obey your uncle and your aunt. You must be careful in all things. You must
write me and your father at least once every week, so I won’t have to worry about you.”
Before my mother even fmished, I was already sobbing so hard I could barely breathe. Seeing me this way, she
said,
“It’s not too late if you want to change your mind and come with me to your father’s instead. There’s still time,
the ship won’t set sail till early tomorrow morning.”
I must have felt very torn at the time. But as for any emotional scars I may have suffered, I can’t recall any
now. What I do remember is that I somehow managed to make the decision to part from my mother after all.
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Sobbing the whole time, I kowtowed to her and followed my relatives back to the little inn in a daze. There I spent
the whole night crying, regretting that I had not listened to my mother and followed her. However, there also
seemed to be a kind of force driving me onwards, urging me to pursue my dreams.
*
I had known my aunt since I was little. Since she was very friendly with my mother, we were all very close to
her. But an older cousin I used to play with and another who was two or three years younger than me had both
died. When I arrived in Canton, there were three younger cousins whom I had never met before, and I became
their older sister. The eldest of them was the second child of the family, like me, so all the servants called me the
“older second Miss”. The three children called me “older second sister”. This may seem insignificant, but in fact,
it was symbolic of the family’s affection for me. I was not just a cousin. I was the older of the two “second
sisters”.
It is clear from this that my uncle and aunt treated me as one of their own. What warmth and consolation that
was for a thirteen-year-old girl just parted from her mother! To this day, my uncle’s and aunt’s servants still call
me “older second Miss” and my cousins call me “older second sister", as in the old days. Whenever I hear it, I
immediately become nostalgic for my childhood years with my uncle’s family and the kindness and affection they
showed me.
All three cousins were born Kwangsi province; my aunt’s servants all spoke the Kweilin dialect, while my
little cousin’s nanny spoke in a Kweilin form of Hunan dialect. My “second dialect” was therefore Mandarin with
a Kweilin accent, which is why there is still a slight south-western accent to my Mandarin.
Not long after I arrived in Canton, I begged my aunt to put in my application to the medical school. In my
heart I knew that I was definitely not interested in medicine, but there were no other schools I could go to. I
thought. it would be better to go to medical school than to no school at all.
However, after I arrived in Canton, my uncle, who had been most enthusiastic about my going to school,
mentioned it not at all. When I brought it up with him, this was how he answered me:
“I’m afraid you’re a bit too young. Why don’t we wait a year? I can teach you myself this year. You must
realize that your level of basic knowledge is too low. I can hire you a tutor to teach you mathematics and other
modern sciences. Isn’t that a good idea?”
It was, of course, because he loved me that my uncle did not want me to go to school immediately. He realized
that I was too young and not ready for medical school yet. Moreover, my educational background was inadequate
and my knowledge of the world was scant. Therefore he wanted to use the year to do some foundation work with
me. I realize now how much care there was behind this. But at the time, I was impatient and naive. I did not have
any appreciation for my elder’s thoughtfulness and foresight. All I wanted was “to go to school.”
After some discussion, my aunt and uncle finally decided to let me have a go at medical school. The moment
my aunt and I entered the building, a woman doctor, a Miss something or other, came out to greet my aunt and
smiled and nodded at me. My aunt spoke a few words to her in Cantonese and she turned and asked me in
Cantonese,
“How old are you?” I replied,
“Thirteen. Fourteen after the New Year.” She shook her head and said,
“That’s too young. Our students have to be at least eighteen.”
Of course I couldn’t understand her at all. My aunt translated for me. Then I said to my aunt,
“I’m young, but I’m willing to work hard. Auntie, please try to persuade her to let me try for a year and see if I
can handle it. Please?”
My aunt translated my request. She said,
“Even if you are able to handle the work, you will still have to study four or five years for nothing. You still
have to wait till you are eighteen before you are considered a regular student.” She then asked me in Cantonese,
“Do you understand Cantonese?”
I tried to answer in Cantonese: “No”, adding quickly, “But I’m willing to learn.”
When she heard my Cantonese, she laughed. She then spoke to my aunt a while longer in Cantonese. After
that, we all stood up; she said good-bye to my aunt, smiled and nodded at me again, and went inside.
Disappointed and hurt, I could only follow my aunt back to my uncle’s.
When my uncle came home that evening, my aunt told him what had happened that day. He laughed heartily
and said,
“I told you, but you wouldn’t listen. Now you are still stuck with me as your teacher!”
My uncle took great delight in teaching young people which was, in a way, my good fortune, because not only
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did he teach me himself that year, he hired a man from Hangchow, who was teaching in a Hakka\fn{ One of the
National Minorities of China, with a different ancestral background from the Han, the dominant people of China } school in Canton, to
teach me basic mathematics. My uncle himself often lectured me on human relations and modern hygiene. I felt
only respect and adoration for my uncle and would model myself on his every word.
For example, he wanted me to go to bed at ten every night and get up at six in the morning. Ah, but how quiet
night-time was in that household! My uncle was often out at social engagements, my aunt started to nod off about
nine, and all my cousins were long asleep. My eyelids would be drooping too, but I never dared go to sleep before
ten because of my uncle’s instructions.
Before I had been in Canton three months my uncle was transferred to Lienchow where he served as a military,
rather than as a civil, officer, in charge of the new army there. I stayed in Canton with my aunt for another three
months before we all moved to Lienchow. My uncle’s responsibilities were very heavy, but every afternoon, he
would find some time to spend teaching me. In his new commander’s uniform, on horseback with two attendents
riding behind, he would rush home just to teach me for an hour, and then he would rush back to work again.
Sometimes he wouldn’t even have time to eat the snacks that my aunt made for him. My aunt was a loving
person, and far from being disappointed, would laugh and say to me,
“See how much your uncle loves you and what great expectations he has for you. He might not have time for a
snack, but he still insists on teaching you. You really must work hard.”
I did not have a heart of stone or of wood. Even without my aunt’s prompting I understood, and I was very
grateful. Although my uncle only taught me from two school textbooks popular at the time, the Common New
Knowledge and The People’s Readers, along with some newspapers and journals, he himself was well-educated in
classical studies and more informed about the new learning than any of my other elders. Therefore, it could be
said that the instruction I received from his conversation was far broader than that I derived from books. After a
year of such instruction, I had journeyed unawares from childish realms to the threshold of adulthood. I had
become more knowledgeable and more self-confident than the year before. In terms of knowledge of the world, I
felt that I had climbed from the bottom to the top of the well.
*
Though things were going smoothly and happily, they couldn’t get me to abandon my idea of going to school.
Finally, my uncle, unable to dissuade me, realized that there was no way to postpone the flight of an eager
fledgling, even though her feathers were not yet fully grown. That winter—exactly one year since I had come to
my uncle’s family—he let my aunt take me with her to Shanghai on her way to visit her relatives.
Before I left, he gave me all sorts of instructions again. He made a particular point of pointing out two of my
greatest weaknesses—crying easily and a lack of perseverance—and asked me to rid myself of these habits. He
said,
“Next time we meet, I don’t want to see that you still cry at the slightest provocation like an ordinary girl. I go
to Shanghai often and I will come see you at your school. I hope next time I see you, you will already have
become a determined and self-controlled adult. I am not worried about anything else. You’re a girl who can forge
your own future.”
The school that my uncle had arranged for me to attend in Shanghai was called the “Patriotic Girls’ School”.
He chose it because it had been founded by his friend, Mr. Ts’ai Chieh-min, and had a good reputation. Since I
didn’t really want to attend medical school, I was delighted at this.
*
When I arrived in Shanghai, my aunt took me to an inn where the family of my uncl’'s friend lodged. My aunt
entrusted me to the lady and went home. But that lady did not know anything, so I took my uncle’s letter of
introduction and went to try my luck at finding Mr. Ts’ai. I kept trying but could not find him. I tried to be patient,
thinking that he surely would come back soon. It wasn’t till many years later that I discovered that Mr. Ts’ai had
already left the Patriotic Girls’ School then. Right at that time, there was a certain new school being established in
Shanghai, and various things drew me there, but that is a separate issue which I won’t go into here.
What I should mention is the fact that I learned absolutely nothing in my three years at this school, except for
English. The English teacher at the school was excellent, but I only realized how well she had taught me a few
years later when I successfully answered many of the English questions in the Tsing Hua University entrance
exam, the first one in Shanghai to select women students. I have to admit that half of my success in the exam and
being sent abroad to study in America was due to the good foundation in English I got from her.
In the third year of the Republic (1914), when I was awarded the Tsing Hua University scholarship for study in
America, I wrote to inform my uncle, who was in Peking at the time. But he had already seen my name in the
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newspaper. He immediately wrote me a letter saying,
“When Tsing Hua University started to admit women, I knew that my niece would take the entrance exam, and
taking it, would pass. My niece’s long-held hope for learning has now been fulfilled. You can imagine how
pleased your uncle is,”
At my uncle's initiative, I had set my mind firmly on the pursuit of knowledge. From the age of thirteen, I had
traversed north and south by myself, blundering about impatiently without accomplishing anything. It wasn’t until
I received the public scholarship from Tsing Hua that I was able to study in America for six years. This was the
only direct result of my pursuit of learning.
Indirectly, however, the experiences I accumulated through hard work and the lessons I learned from my
failures have probably had a far greater and deeper effect on me than my formal studies. My uncle was among the
two or three older persons in life who encouraged me, often rescuing me from the deep waters of disappointment,
and helping me spread my sodden young wings once more on my flight towards the boundless reaches of life.
My uncle often told me that there were three kinds of people in this world: those who were content with their
fate, those who complained about it, and those who shaped their own fate. He hoped and believed that I was the
latter. He also knew that I would be capable of struggling against all the treacherous forces in life.
My uncle understood well my motivation for learning. In one of his letters he wrote:
“I know that my niece’s motivation in acquiring learning has been most pure and dedicated from the
beginning. Those who would learn from my niece’s example should also acquire her sense of motivation.”
How many people could there be who could understand me and believe in me so well and have such high
expectations of me?
*
In the ninth year of the Republic (1920), I returned to China as a professor at the Peking University. My uncle
was also in Peking at the time and I often went to visit him and seek his instruction. We spent a very happy year
living in the same city.
Eventually, I moved south. By the time I returned to Peking, he had retired to his old home because of the
unstable political situation and his weakened health. After two or three years, I went to see him once in
Changchow, on a very cold winter night. I did not realize that meeting would be our last, and not long after that,
my uncle departed from this world. He was not yet seventy.
I had never written parallel couplets for eulogies, but after my uncle’s death, the sorrow which weighed like
lead upon my heart fmally compelled me to write an elegiac couplet in his memory:
He knew me, loved me, taught me, counselled me—my debt of gratitude, deep as the ocean, is yet unpaid.
Separated in sickness, in war, in life, in death—sadly, we weren’t even fated to say farewell.

Although the couplet is mediocre, each word issues from the deep sorrows in our heart. I hope that it reflects at
least a fraction of my love, respect and gratitude for my uncle.
150.9 The Anchor\fn{by Yang Chen-Shen (1890/91-1936)} Shantung Province, China (M) 5
It was spring, and the fishing season.
Along the southern coast of the Evergreen Island there were people giggling and talking on the sandy beaches.
There were women in red trousers and girls with red embroidered eel-shaped slippers sitting in the sun and
mending their nets. They were telling each other stories of mermen and mermaids who had lived among the
desolate islands. From the sea you heard fishermen’s songs, coming from different ships, and all of them low and
melancholy.
When the setting sun overlaid the beach with gold, the waves began to quicken, and then the hollow, sadly
majestic tide of evening swallowed up the girls’ voices and their giggling laughter, and now at last they began to
think of returning home. Meanwhile they stared vaguely across the sea towards the fishermen. In their hearts they
mildly accused them of being late, but the fishing-boats were already returning, while the worn-out evening
glowed on their sails through the pale-blue mist which hung over the water.
Before long the whole coast was lined up with fishing-boats. Their masts stretched for miles, rocking gently on
rippling waves like an autumn forest on a windy day. With a sudden roar all the women and the children swarmed
towards the boats. They were like maddened bees, in their desire to reach the fish. They swore at one another and
joked while they lifted the fish in their hands—the tender-skinned herrings with their soft flesh, the big-headed
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fish richly and gloriously dressed so that they resemble great gentlemen, mackerels like swaggering country
bullies and black eels which revolved their heads like slippery thieves, and there were globe-fish with blunt tails
turned awry, and there were others with mouths wide open and gazing in wonder.
At that moment Mu San, who was bare to the waist and whose flesh in this light appeared to be purple, nudged
his way through the crowd and leapt on to Li Erh’s boat. Without a word he stepped down into the boat and
proceeded to gather up the fish.
Li Erh went up to him and caught him by the arm.
“Pay your debt first,” he said. “Then you can gather the fish!”
“Lend me another pikul, and I’ll pay you next time,” Mu San answered without giving him a glance.
“That won’t do!”
“No?”
Mu San stood up straight and glared at Li Erh angrily.
“When I say it won’t do, it won’t do! It’s broad daylight now,” Li Erh said, staring back at him. “Are you going
to steal?”
“All right—just step off this boat!” Mu San shouted, jumping ashore and throwing down a challenge for a
fight.
“All right—I have no objection. See what you can do,” Li Erh answered, and followed him ashore.
Mu San immediately struck his opponent a blow which sent him reeling. Li Erh tried to keep his balance, but
he fell down.
The crowd heard them and gathered round. The islanders enjoy a fight as much as townspeople enjoy a
cockfight. No one wanted to separate them. Li Erh got to his feet, feeling ashamed of himself, but suddenly he
darted forward and struck out at Mu San’s head. It was a heavy blow, but Mu San only raised his arms and warded
it off. Then Li Erh kicked Mu San in the ribs with his left foot, and Mu San, forced to retreat a little, managed to
catch hold of the foot. It was all over then. There was Li Erh on the ground again, face upward, like a squirming
frog.
When Li Erh got up again he did not know what to do with his hands and his feet. He was desperate, and made
for Mu San’s stomach with his head. Mu San dodged to one side. Li Erh fell forward and danced off, unable to
stand still. Mu San helped him by kicking him in the backside, and suddenly, with a loud thud Li Erh dropped to
the ground, his nose rubbing against the ground like a sow.
“Bah!” Mu San turned away, too proud to continue the fight.
“Lend me a pikul,” he said, jumping on board Wang Wu’s boat.
“All right, I’ll lend you a pikul—who’s to blame that we are neighbors?” Wang Wu replied. He had grown wise
and had no desire to be insulted.
*
When darkness crept over the island from the sea, no one was left on the beach. The tide hissed as it fell
against the silent gravel. From afar, from the village, came the sound of the fish-hawkers, and their lanthorns
glittered in the dark, deserted alleyways like will-o’-the-wisps.
By the time the night watchman’s hammer had struck the second watch, Mu San’s load of fish had changed
into money which reposed in his waist-bag. Smelling of fish all over, he went to knock at Ho Erh-ku’s gate. The
heavy taps on the wooden board of the gate woke up the dogs I the neighborhood. Their barking became
contagious, and soon the whole island reverberated with the sounds of barking. But within the gate everything
was silent. He beat the gate like a drum and began cursing: “What do you mean by laying up your corpse so
early? Quickly, or the old man will come and kick it open for you!”
“Who is that, coming to disturb his old mother’s sleep?”
“Your old man. Open it quick. No more damned airs.”
“Oh, I wondered who it was. The Black One, eh? You come in the nick of time. Your old mother was asleep
and longing for you,” Ho Erh-ku answered, opening the gate.
As soon as Mu San entered the house, he thought he saw a shadow flitting past a dark corner, and he dashed
forward in pursuit. When he came to the corner, he found nothing there.
“Are you a witch trying to catch a devil?” cried Ho Erh-ku. “Do you imagine there are other devils who dare to
come here beside yourself?”
Mu San came into the room, grumbling. The bedding in the k’ang\fn{A note reads: a large divan-like stone bed used in
North China. It is heated underneath, and often serves as a bed for a whole family, as well as a place for people to sit .} was all awry.
The pillow, flattened, was in the middle. He dropped down on the k’ang, face upward, and cursed through
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gnashing teeth: “You strumpet, you’ve got another whoremaster, I’m sure. Wait till I meet him. I’ll peel his skin
off.”
Ho Erh-ku, with her hair unloosened, her breast half-hidden by the crimson brassière, sat on the edge of the
K’ang and said half-angrily and half-smilingly, “My darling Black One, where did you drink so much yellow
wine? Don’t imagine you have seen anything, like the man who came to visit the city god’s temple. You should be
afraid of the thunder if you wrong the innocent like this.”
“Innocent,” Mu San sneered. “You’re the fox-bride who doesn’t know where to hide her tail. Let me tell you—
just go on teasing me. They’ll kill me if I kill anyone, and I might as well kill two.”
Ho Erh-ku suddenly jumped off the k’ang and said: “Ever since you came, not even a ghost has dared to come
to this place. The house has become a nunnery. When you don’t come it’s like living in a temple—my lamp is my
only companion.” She felt so hurt that she began to cry. “On the least provocation you threaten to kill me. Am I a
nun who marries a saint? Must I remain faithful to one man even if he dies? If you want to kill, come and kill.”
She threw herself against Mu San’s body. “Good heavens, you’re a thief who deserves beheading. Where did you
steal this money which gives your old mother such a bump on the head?” She had knocked her head against Mu
San’s money-bag. Now she wiped away here tears with the corner of her jacket and smiled.
“Let me count it for you,” she said, untying the bag from Mu San’s belt. Standing by the table in the light of
the kerosene lamp, she began to count the money in fives and tens.
“You whore, as soon as you get money, you stop yelling, eh?” he smiled, turning over on the k’ang, rather
pleased.
“There are three hundred and fifty-five coppers and two counterfeits,” said Ho Erh-ku when she had finished
counting.
“There were over five hundred there. Whenever money passes through your hands it gets less,” said Mu San.
“Darling, what are you talking about? I was going to buy some material tomorrow to stitch a pair of trousers. It
isn’t enough anyway.”
“You wear trousers! That’s like a blind man lighting a lamp—waste! Ha, ha, ha!”
“Don’t sit there talking such nonsense. Be good. I’m going to ride you—black donkey!”
“The lights in the room went out. A cat mewed on the roof. Bats flittered along the eaves. A spider was
weaving a net among dead branches.
*
Along the shore things were better organized. Mu San found it more difficult now to borrow fish, and for a few
days he was unable to visit Ho Erh-ku.
When it drizzled the sea resembled a vast beehive. The fish swam up to the surface, and there was an
abundance of fish. The fish-market became busy, and the whole island followed the activities of the fish. Mu San
drifted along the beach, his head bent down, and he had no idea where he was going. The raindrops dripped on his
clothes, but he was unconscious of them.
“Hullo! Where are you off to?”
Mu San lifted up his head and saw Sun Hsaiao-i in his straw-plaited raincoat sitting alone in his boat. He was
staring at Mu San with his owl’s eyes. He was a boy of seventeen, his father had died the year before and he had
inherited his only property—the boat and the net. He went out fishing to support his mother. Though he was a
bully, Mu San had a great compassion for the poor boy, and had never borrowed fish from him. Hsiao-i regarded
Mu San as a popular hero and worshipped him, and so he hailed him because he wanted to show him attention.
“You don’t go out fishing—you just sit loafing, eh? You think the fish will come and find you out?” There
were times when Mu San said things appropriate to an elder.
“No net,” the boy complained. “Liu Ssu took it away—said my father owed him money.” Hsiao-i wiped his
running nose with his fingers.
“You ——,” Mu San stared at him. “You are like the wet rope the fool uses to bring down dates from the tree.
You can never stand up straight. Any son of a bitch bullies you now, and you shrink back into your shell like a
turtle. You think you can do everything by just hiding?”
“Mother has gone out to borrow money. She thinks she can buy me a net. She has begged from everyone, but it
is no use.”
“So you’ll wait till you starve to death, eh?”
Hsiao-i said nothing.
“You are a man. Can’t you think of some other way besides begging on your knees and calling people good
names?” Hsiao-i still kept silence.
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“The prickles of the sea-slug remain flesh. You’re just like your father.” Mu San spat on the ground and went
away.
When he had gone a few steps he turned back to look at Hsiao-i. Hsiao-i sat coiled up in his straw raincoat, his
head in his hands, and he looked just like a startled hedgehog. Mu San shook his head in the way a mother
disapproves of her impossible child. He was disappointed in the boy, but he could not just leave him. He turned
back against his will. He stopped and hesitated. Then suddenly he bent forward and whispered in Hsiao-i’s ear.
Hsiao-i lifted up his head and saw a black face with a ferocious grin which bared the white teeth. The nose of the
face let out a sneer: “Do you have the courage?”
Hsiao-i’s eyes grew wide open. He looked at the man. gradually his head sank. He looked at the ground
without a word.
Seeing that Hsiao-i showed signs of willingness, Mu San bent forward, caught him by the breast of his coat,
lifted him from the ground and stood him up. He examined the boy from head to foot and nodded: “You’re well
built—it won’t be difficult to make a strong man out of you. Let’s go!”
*
At midnight, at the same place, two shadows appeared on the beach. They crept into Hsiao-i’s boat stealthily.
There was a dip of the oars, and the boat left the coast for the sea. The rain had stopped, but it was still cloudy. On
the sea there was darkness and silence. A few dots of crimson light came forth from the fishing-boats on the sea,
hanging motionless in the damp, heavy air. The fishermen had cast their nets into the current, and now they had
fallen asleep; for it only remained to draw in the nets next morning and collect the fish. The black boat threaded
its way among them without being perceived. On the contrary, with the help of the lights which hung on each
boat, the two shadows could decide who was the master of each bat, and they whispered together.
“Is it this one?” asked Mu San.
“No, no. Liu Ssu’s boat is a new one.” Hsiao-i’s heart throbbed so violently that he thought it would leap out of
his mouth.
They made a few turns more, and Hsiao-i bent over Mu San and began to whisper into his ear. Mu San stopped
rowing, cocked his head and listened very carefully for any stir in the boat, but he heard only the indistinct sound
of snoring. He steered round to the stern of Liu Ssu’s boat, threw his body forward and picked up the leading rope
of the net out of the water, pulling it into his own boat and, drawing an axe from his side, cutting it with a single
blow. Liu Ssu’s boat rocked for a few moments, but there was no sound in the boat. Then Mu San tied the rope to
his own boat, and silently rowed away from the fishing-boats. When they were some distance away, they drew up
the net and collected the fish with the greatest ease. It began to dawn. They calculated that before daybreak they
would reach a neighboring island, where they would sell the net and the fish.
*
Hsiao-I received some money and got a small net. With his share, Mu San went to stay at Ho Erh-ku’s house.
But Liu Ssu was not a man to be easily thwarted, and when the next day he discovered that the net had
disappeared, he was quite certain who had stolen it. He went to the neighboring islands to inquire about the net.
From the man who bought it, he discovered what the seller looked like, and what clothes he had worn. And then
he was absolutely certain.
One evening he bought ten catties of white wine and a pig’s head, and ordered his wife to cook the pig’s head
until it was very well done indeed, and he ordered her to pound sufficient onions for four plates. Then he went on
a visit and invited ten of his neighbors to share the feast. Among them were Li Erh and Wang Wu.
The ten catties of white wine went into the stomachs of the ten men, and its effect was like pouring ten catties
of gasoline on ten bundles of dried straw, which could be set alight with a tiny spark. When Liu Ssu had done all
he could to entertain the guests, and when he had poured out for them the ten catties of white wine, he sighed and
he tears came to his eyes. This softened the hearts of the ten rough fellows he had invited. They asked him why he
was crying, but he did not reply. They felt depressed, and the ten catties of white wine began to work on their
stomachs.
“If someone has wronged you, let me avenge you,” one of them said; and he was so impatient that he struck
the table with his fist.
“Come on—out with it! Out with it! We’ll avenge you!” They were so filled with a sense of righteousness that
they began to stamp their feet and beat their chests.
“What is the use of talking, since nobody dares to provoke the man?” Liu Ssu let out another sigh.
There was an uproar among the guests, and they all shouted: “Tell us, tell us. We aren’t afraid of him even if he
is a god!”
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Between sighs, Liu Ssu answered: “He has wronged me so much that I am ashamed to live. I must kill him ore
let him kill me. I don’t mind if I am killed. I only worry about my old ones and young ones. I beg you, my
honorable neighbors, look after them for a dead man’s sake. I will be grateful even in my grave.”
When the ten rough fellows had heard this, it was as though more fat had been poured on the fire. They
shouted: “You are making us mad! Who is it? We’ll avenge you! You don’t have to come!”
Liu Ssu knelt on the ground and kowtowed to his guests. They were utterly amazed. They heard Liu Ssu
saying: “I’ll never be ungrateful, my good neighbors, if you help me with the strength of your arms—I’ll never
forget to my dying day. The man is Mu San!”
The words “Mu San” made them almost sober. They suddenly became less vindictive. Then Liu Ssu began to
tell them in great detail about how his net was stolen, and how there was no evil which Mu San had not
performed, and how he had wronged an honest man, and similar accusations. And he added: “If we do not rid
ourselves of this man, we shall never have peace to the end of our days.”
The white liquor began to work on the men’s stomachs again, and they cried out: “Come on, we’ll avenge you
—it’s all right.” But the tone was not so forceful as before. Because each of them knew in his heart that the ten of
them put together would be a match for Mu San, but what if later they should encounter him separately?
They looked at Liu Ssu and found him overwhelmed with melancholy. While they were hesitating, one of them
said: “Let’s throw the anchor.” It was Li Erh with the bloodshot eyes.
“Good! Good! We don’t want any bad consequences. If we beat a snake and don’t kill it, it will turn round and
bite us,” Wang Wu explained.
This awakened their courage. The white liquor boiled in their veins like a cauldron. “Throw the anchor! Throw
the anchor!” Their very souls were intoxicated with the barbaric desire to kill.
“Let’s go and get him now,” they all shouted.
“Where is he?”
“He’s at Ho Erh-ku’s house. I’ve made inquiries, and I’m quire sure.” Liu Ssu had had everything arranged
beforehand.
*
The crescent moon was shining obliquely on the islands which lay asleep on the sea. Only the soft pulse of the
ripples along the shore could be heard, and these sounds only added to the sad and splendid desolation of the
island. It was about the time of the second watch. Suddenly, in the alleyways, there arose the sound of disordered
footsteps. Eleven strong men with fishing-forks, knifes, poles and clubs in their hands were descending on Ho
Erh-ku’s house.
The light in the house was still on. From outside could be heard a violent wave of shouts and knockings, which
awoke the neighbors.
The light in the house suddenly went out, and everything was silent within. The noise suddenly grew louder
and more insistent. After a long while Ho Erh-ku was heard asking from within: “Who is this who comes
knocking at my door at midnight? Even when you go to Buddha’s house to offer incense, you must wait till
cockcrow.”
“Open the gate quickly! We are looking for Mu San,” they shouted.
“Oh, so you’re looking for him? He stopped coming here a long time ago. I haven’t even seen his shadow
lately. He’s like a needle dropping into the great sea,” Ho Erh-ku answered in leisurely tones. A tall, dark shadow
jumped over the back wall and disappeared.
“Open it quickly—quickly! Stop your damned mouth!”
“You’re only outlaws! When I say he is not here, he is not here. When did your old mother ever deceive you?”
Ho Erh-ku changed her tone.
“Quickly, quickly, or we’ll kick your gate down.” The voices from outside grew even more urgent.
“I won’t open it, I won’t open it! If you break down the door, you’ll have to pay for it.”
“Let’s jump over the wall,” someone shouted.
With a violent creak, Ho Erh-ku flung open the door. “If you want to come in, come in. What’s all the fuss
about? The water is boiling in the cauldron and is only waiting for you turtles,” she spat at them.
They crowded inside. Ho Erh-ku retreated through her room door, and, with her hands resting at her sides, she
said, gazing at them angrily: “Well, what do you want?”
“We want to search,” the men shouted.
“What if you don’t find anything?” she asked.
“What if we do?” answered the men.
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“If you find anything, beat me to death. What if you don’t?”
“Don’t listen to that whore. Let’s search.” With a cry, they rushed into the room. There was tumult. They
searched the beddings, behind the door, under the table, inside the chest. There was nothing.
“Strange. I had definite word he was here,” Liu Ssu said, scratching his head.
“We’ll find him at the War God’s temple,” someone shouted.
“Let’s go to the War God’s temple. We’ll search his rooms,” the rest cried in chorus.
“This won’t do!” shouted Ho Erh-ku. “You’ve turned everything upside down, you haven’t found the man, and
now you go away with your tails between your legs. This won’t do!”
“What shall we do?” someone asked.
“Don’t trouble about the harlot. Let’s go,” shouted the others.
They went away, while Ho Erh-ku yelled after them. Suddenly they heard Wang Wu, lingering behind and
calling after them: “Come here, come here.” He had picked up a felt cap at the foot of the k’ang and held it in his
hand. When they first heard the words “come here”, they were naturally frightened and nervous, but when they
noticed that it was only a felt cap, their hearts no longer throbbed violently. On closer examination, they
recognized that it was Mu San’s cap. A sense of righteousness and revenge came over them.
“The whore is stowing him away. Tie her up. Demand the an from her,” Liu Ssu bawled.
A tumult. A struggle. Using their hands and feet, they at last bound Ho Erh-ku’s hands behind her back.
“Beat her! Torture her! Demand the man from her!” Liu Ssu shouted again.
Her hair disheveled, Ho Erh-ku sneered: “Don’t display your bravery before me. I hid him. What of it? Let me
tell you the truth. He’s not in the War God’s temple. I went him away. I lent him traveling money. While you were
making al the row here, he already left the island.”
They looked at one another. Their faces expressed a mixture of emotions: surprise, anger, contempt, the sense
of having been mocked at, revenge. All these emotions found their target on the woman, and the venom they had
intended for Mu San was thrown at her. The ten catties of white wine in their stomach had to find some outlet. So
they decided to do to Ho Erh-ku what they had previously decided to do with Mu San.
“Throw the anchor!” This cry, handed down from the age of the first men, had never lost on this island, an
island which had ever been regarded as uncivilized, its violence and arbitrariness—the threat to kill characteristic
only of the first men. The resolution passed through their minds quickly, and needed no prompting.
As she was dragged towards the sea, Ho Erh-ku shouted: “Sons of bitches, you’re all from bad families. No
wonder Mu San beat you. Sons of bitches and beasts, Mu San had beaten thieves. Why did he beat you, and not
the good people of the island? You, Liu Ssu, you’re just a beast! You robbed a fatherless child, you cheated a
widow, you took away another’s net by force, and what right have you to complain when Mu San steals your
fish?”
When she had said this, her courage left her. They were near the shore, and now she stopped accusing and only
sobbed.
When they reached the shore, they tied her four limbs behind her back, like tying the four ends of a
handkerchief into a knot. They brought out the sackcloth bag they had prepared before hand, and they were about
to put her in, when there suddenly appeared from behind them a tall, dark shadow, and this shadow shouted:
“Stop! What crime has she committed?”
Hey turned round in amazement, and in the light of the slanting moon they recognized Mu San. Their surprise
was complete. But when they noticed that he had no weapons their courage returned, and they began to turn
towards him, armed with their fishing-forks, knives, poles and clubs, ready to attack.
Mu San said coldly: “No fighting is needed. Set her free and bind me up. I stole the fish, not she.” As soon s he
said this, he turned his back to them, crossed his arms behind his back and allowed them to bind him up.
At first they were dumbfounded, but immediately afterwards they closed in on him and tied up his arms. Mu
San made no movement and said nothing.
They put Mu San into the cloth bag which they had intended for Ho Erh-ku, then they fastened a rock to it.
Four of them carried it to a waiting boat. they steered out to sea, yelling a battle-cry, and then they threw the bag
overboard. The cloth bag described large circular waves, which expanded and multiplied until at last all the thin
circles disappeared. The peace of the sea was restored as if nothing had happened.
The men went away. The moon was going down and shining on Ho Erh-ku, who sat on the shore like a rock,
gazing steadily out to sea.
1891
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171.2 Forty Chiltans; Seven Chiltans In Yarkant\fn{Sedik Helil Ahun (1891- )} Yakant County, Sinkiang-Uighur
Autonomous Region, China (M) 2
Our ancestors have kept a beautiful copy of the Haribat. I have read this book, and it contains the following
story.
During the years of the Prophet, Muhamnmad Alejhissalam,\fn{ Muhammad Peace-be-upon-him} a man came to
him for help. He had no children and therefore asked the saint Muhammad to enable his wife to give birth.
Muhammad Alejhissalam said:
“Well, I will expect some effort on your part as well. You must come regularly, for forty days, without
becoming weary of praying.”
The man did as the Prophet instructed, over a period of forty days. He was given forty different written
invocations, one for every time he prayed there. Because the man was not very attentive or clever, he just saved
these forty invocations in his wife’s cupboard and never told her to eat them. Because his wife failed to do this,
she never became pregnant. So he went to see the prophet again, and he said:
“I gave those incantations to my wife, but the cure did not work.”
“Go back and check! Perhaps your wife has not torn them into pieces and eaten them with water. You can help
her.”
When the man went back home and checked, he found that indeed his wife had not eaten the invocations. So
he took them, tore them into pieces, and his wife swallowed all of them. She then became pregnant. After nine
months, nine days, and nine hours she gave birth to a round skin bag. The man was frightened when he saw this
and went to see the Prophet again.
“What happened to you? Why have you come back?” the Prophet asked.
“My wife gave birth not to a baby, but to a round bag. I became scared.”
“Do not be afraid. Pray to Huda,\fn{ God} and say ‘Allah.’ Then reach into the round bag forty times,” the
Prophet told him.
The man went back and did as he was told. He called on Huda and reached into the bag with his hand—a baby
boy came forth. He was exceedingly happy as he laid all the forty babies in a row, upon the bed. But his wife was
mortified by the presence of all these babies. She picked up only one of them and put the other thirty-nine into a
big basket and hid them behind the mountain. The woman thought:
“Every woman gives birth to one baby. Now I have given birth to forty. How can I go anywhere with them?”
And while she was embarrassed by these babies, the one she was holding in her arms suddenly disappeared as
well. The woman was very sad about this turn of events and she went to the place where she had hidden the
others. But none of them was left there either. With the help of angels these forty babies were moved to Gümbezi
Dewwar\fn{Heaven} and grew up there.
*
Muhammad Alejhissalam’s daughters, Fatima and Zora, became ill. Seven of the forty chiltans\fn{A spirit or
ghost in Sufi Islamic belief. The group of 40 is often said to be inseparable and to possess special powers. } came down to Earth to
cure their illness. Both Fatima and Zora recovered with their help. The seven chiltans then asked the Prophet
Muhammad whether they should go back.
“You are not supposed to go back. Remain in this world—on this Earth,” said the Prophet Muhammad. The
seven chiltans agreed to remain on Earth.
“But where on Earth should we stay?” they asked.
“Simply spend your time travelling about. I will give you a staff which you may carry when you are travelling.
Drive it into the ground and let it stand upright when you stop somewhere. Wherever this staff turns green and
grows, there you may establish your residence, “ said the Prophet.
These chiltans then travelled far and wide and, finally, they arrived at the bend of Yarkant River. Some of the
local inhabitants wanted to check out these strangers. The Seven arrived, each wearing a robe made of coarse
cloth, a priestly cap, and a belt of cloth, similar to a turban scarf, which they wore around their waists. When they
arrived each carried a sapayi.\fn{A percussion instrument, made of two wooden rods around which one or two metal hoops are tied,
provided with smaller metal rings; the sound of which is produced by shaking .} Because of the way they were dressed, some of
the people doubted the holiness of these Seven. They served a meal with pieces of cat meat laid on top and then
invited their guests to eat. The seven chiltans sensed the situation right away.
“Get up, Huda’s animal!” said one of the Seven and touched the meat on his plate with the back of his hand.
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Miraculously the meat came to life and a startled cat began meowing. She jumped off and ran away. Seeing
this, the people were convinced that these visitors were mysterious great men. Because of this unpleasant incident
the seven guests were angry, and some among them were ready to leave. But others said,
“We should be patient. Let us wait and see which group of these people, in this city, constitutes the majority—
the good or the bad.” So they stayed.
It seemed there were more whores, gamblers and hooligans than honest people. With not many good people
present, the Seven wondered whether they should stay or leave. At this critical moment the words of Muhammad
Alejhissalam came to their minds—the words which he spoke when he gave the staff to them:
“Where the staff begins to sprout, at the place where you are staying, there you should be satisfied and settle
down.”
They had driven the stick into the ground. Several days later it began sprouting. Then they knew that this was
the place that the Prophet had designated for them.
Today, north of the place where the Seven Chiltans settled, runs a river. There is a mountain pass.
269.113 Excerpt from A Mother And Son Make Revolution\fn{by Shi Xiaomei (1891- )} nr. Shanghai?, China -1
… While I was at work, the women workers suddenly flooded out of the factory and all the machines stopped.
What was going on? I wanted to go out and see for myself, so my friend Wenjuan and I headed out together.
As the women crowded forward, Wenjuan and I got separated. All alone, I was carried along by the crowd and
ended up outside. I still wasn’t very clear about what was happening, though this kind of thing had occurred the
previous month: the workers had decided to go on strike, and we had dropped our work and gone outside.
At the time I only knew that I worked to make money. I didn’t understand much about anything else. But since
we workers were like members of a family, when it came time to strike, everybody went, and so did I. …
205.32 Excerpt from The Life Of Sai-Chin-Hua\fn{by Liu Fu (1891-1934)} Chiangyin, Kiangsu Province, China
(M) 10
In the year 1853, one of the wealthiest merchants in the city of Soochow, some fifty miles inland from
Shanghai, was a man named Chao, who had a half share in a big pawnbroking business. He was not a native of
the place, but, like many other pawnbrokers all over China, came from the province of Anhwei which lies two or
three hundred miles further up the Yangtse River. It was not the custom for Anhwei people to bring their families
with them when they set up business in other parts, and Mr. Chao lived in Soochow as a bachelor. However, in
spite of the difficulty of traveling in those days, he managed to visit his home often enough to give his wife eight
sons, the youngest of whom, at the time our story opens, was about twelve years old. Mr. Chao was devoted to his
family, and with a prosperous business to support them they seemed not to have a care in the world.
This peaceful life was destroyed by an event none of them could have foreseen. There was always news of
risings among the peasantry in remote country districts, and the outbreak of yet another revolt in the far south in
the year 1850 did not arouse any interest among comfortable folk like the Chaos. Yet three years later these
insurgents, who called themselves the Taipings, had reached the Yangtse and were sweeping down into eastern
China.
The town where Mrs. Chao and her sons were living was directly in the path of the rebels, but these had
advanced with such speed that it was not until the very last moment that she made up her mind to escape. By then
all means of transport had been commandeered, and the family had to join the crowd of refugees who were
making their way eastwards on foot. They had not gone very far when disaster came upon them. A bunch of
Taiping skirmishers swept down on the fugitives and in the terror and confusion the Chaos were separated from
one another. The mother managed to keep her youngest son with her as she fled, but she never set eyes on her
other sons again.
After a terrible journey, the pair reached the city of Hangchow more dead than alive, and as Mrs. Chao had a
few pieces of jewelry with her she was able to raise the money to buy passages for her son and herself by boat to
Soochow. There she found her husband, whose grief at the loss of so many of his children was outweighed by his
joy in recovering his wife and youngest son, for he had given all his family up for lost. Meanwhile, his own
position was much altered for the worse. Soochow was held by Government forces, but the country round about
was in a state of turmoil, and in these circumstances business was almost at a standstill.
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However, the family remained for the next few years in Soochow, thinking themselves lucky to have escaped
from the fighting which was waged interminably across eastern China, and looking forward to the days of peace.
But in the year 1860 the final blow was given to their hopes. The rebels took Soochow, and you can well imagine
that pawnshops were the first places they pillaged. The Chaos themselves escaped with their lives, but although
the Government forces soon recovered the city, Mr. Chao found that he had lost almost all his possessions. This
blow completely broke him down, and by the time the rebellion was suppressed in 1864, he was on his deathbed.
The widow and son bore their misfortune well. Mrs. Chao had always had great skill as a needlewoman and
before long she had enough customers to keep her busy. The relationship between mother and son was very
touching. Eighth Brother—for that was the name he was always called by—was a perfect model of filial piety,
and for that reason, and because of the high respect his mother’s character had won for her, discreet inquiries
began to be made from more than one quarter with a view to young Chao’s marrIage.
But in this matter, although it was high time that the young man should take a wife, Mrs. Chao showed an
unexpected obstinacy. She declared that she would never sanction her son’s marriage unless the bride not only
came from a respectable family, but was also both pretty and a good housekeeper. She and her son might be poor,
she said, but they had family traditions to keep up, and a young woman from a different background, who had not
been taught how to behave to her mother-in-law and to her husband would cause nothing but misery in the house.
Now the odd thing is that Mrs. Chao’s neighbors, so far from being offended by her attitude, respected her all
the more. And the old saying, that nothing in the world is difficult if you really set your heart on it, in her case
turned out to be true. One of the neighbors happened to have distant relatives with a very pretty daughter who
were finding it difficult to marry her off suitably because of their lack of money. Apart from her good looks. the
girl was of a very sweet disposition, and as her family had always been poor she had had to learn how to work in
the house. In addition, she was remarkably skilled with her needle. The neighbor told Mrs. Chao about this young
lady, keeping nothing back about the poverty of the family.
“Well,” said Mrs. Chao, “I want my son to marry a wife. not a dowry. Not that I imagine a family with money
would choose to give one of their daughters to us: if they did, she would probably be too grand to live with us
contentedly. In any event, what has happened to us shows that if it is your destiny to be poor, you cannot do
anything to avoid it. On the other hand, who knows but our fortunes may be prosperous again?”
So the neighbor went and raised the matter with the family, and the match was so obviously suitable that in no
time an engagement was made, and a little while afterwards the wedding took place.
The ceremony, of course, was not an elaborate one, but there was a small feast. and the bride was taken to her
husband’s house in the traditional red sedan chair accompanied by musicians. Mrs. Chao was so well thought of
by her neighbors that they all sent presents, and helped her in every way they could. Then, when the bride had
come to the house and the wedding ceremony was over, and she had kotowed to her mother-in-law and to the
tablets of her husband’s ancestors, she withdrew to the bridal chamber followed by the guests who crowded
around to have a closer look at her. The cloth which until then had covered her face was removed, and she had to
undergo the stares of the company. There was at once a cry of admiration.
“How lovely she is! What did Eighth Brother do in a previous existence to deserve such a beauty?”
And they turned to congratulate Mrs. Chao, who had just followed them into the room. When Mrs. Chao
looked at her daughter-in-law, she had to admit to herself that she had rarely seen a prettier girl—a face of the
classical oval shape, fine eyebrows without a trace of pencil, lively eyes, small mouth, thin lips, with delicious
little ears and a regular nose. Her hair was concealed by her bridal headdress, but the ringlets which were visible
at the sides were full and glossy. As she was sitting on the edge of the bed, it was difficult to tell her height
exactly, but she seemed beautifully proportioned, and of a full figure, though in no way overplump.
Mrs. Chao, whose one weakness was a craving to hear other people praise her family, was delighted at the
impression her daughter-in-law’s beauty had made on all the guests, but she said to herself that there was one
other point of great importance which remained to be discovered. However, no sooner had this thought come into
her mind, than all doubts were dispelled. As it happened, one of the women guests was a great busybody who had
gone over to the side of the bed, and was stooping over the bride with such curiosity that the poor girl was quite
out of countenance.
Suddenly, this woman stretched out her hand and lifted up the bride’s skirt to reveal the neatest little pair of
feet that you can imagine. It was only a moment’s glimpse, for the girl immediately drew down her skirt again,
but it was enough to set Mrs. Chao’s mind at rest.
Today,\fn{1935} when many Chinese girls walk on the streets without stockings and think nothing of letting
men see their legs even to the thighs, it is hard to believe that not many years ago it was the rule that respectable
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women should “smile without showing their teeth and walk without showing their feet.” And in those days men
absolutely worshiped women’s bound feet. Indeed, it would be embarrassing for me to repeat the praises of small
feet to be found in our old writers. “Three-inch golden lotuses,” “curved lotuses to fill a hand,” “crescent
moons”—such were the most temperate descriptions.
It was desired that a girl’s feet should be slender and tapering, and of course the more tightly they were bound,
the more exquisitely she swayed when she walked. Men loved to watch this movement which poets have
compared to that of willow trees in the wind. As to the bride’s feet, the fact that so critical a judge as Mrs. Chao
was satisfied with what she had seen of them, should convince us that they were all that could be desired, and
indeed, although they may have exceeded the ideal three inches by the merest trifle, each of them would fit snugly
into a man's hand, heel and all, and a very charming handful it would make, with the red satin shoe and coquettish
sock.
When they had stared enough and drunk enough, the guests dispersed and the young couple were left alone
together. I will allow you to imagine how they enjoyed their wedding night. And it was not long before Mrs. Chao
discovered that in her daughter-in-law she had a real treasure: one who was not only beautiful but who also waited
on her mother-in-law and husband hand and foot and anticipated their slightest wants, doing all this both with
love and intelligence. To increase their contentment, the following year Eighth Brother found employment as an
assistant in a firm in the town, and although the salary was not very large, it made a welcome addition to their
income. And as the young wife was also taking in needlework, the three of them began, in a modest way, to be
quite comfortable.
In this manner, several years passed, and Mrs. Chao and her daughter-in-law grew always closer together. It
hurt the older woman to see how her son’s wife had to do all the menial tasks in the house, and as their
circumstances started to improve she managed to save enough money to buy a young girl as a maidservant. This
was a mere child, whose family—they lived just outside the city wall of Soochow—were so poor that they were
glad to sell her, but she was able to do a good deal of the housework. However, the daughter-in-law did not use
the leisure gained in this way to enjoy a rest, but merely devoted the time to taking in more needlework.
Now you would imagine that Mrs. Chao must have been well satisfied with the way things had turned out in
the last few years. And so she was to a point, but there was one thing lacking to make her happy. In all the years
since the marriage, there had been no sign of children, and, as the time passed, Mrs. Chao longed more and more
to hold her son’s child in her arms. The wife herself, on the other hand, did not seem to be unduly anxious for
children, and, if the truth must be told, Mrs. Chao more than once was provoked into a display of bad temper. But
her great recourse was to prayer.
2
In her religious beliefs, Mrs. Chao had been greatly influenced by her late husband, who—rather surprisingly
for a businessman—was a most devout Buddhist. From the first days of their marriage, their house always had a
porcelain figure of the Goddess Kuan-yin, and a picture of Maitreya Buddha. Twice a day without fail Mr. Chao
used to wash his hands, light an incense stick, and go down on his knees to pray, and whenever he had any leisure
time he would spend it in reciting a sutra. We may smile at all this as superstition, but at least it had kept him out
of bad habits, and for this reason, and because she herself was naturally inclined to such beliefs, Mrs. Chao was
soon as staunch a Buddhist as her husband. When she became a widow, and was living in a tiny house, she still
insisted on boarding off a corner of one of the rooms to serve as a chapel. In it there was a statue of Kuan-yin as
Goddess of Mercy with an incense table in front of it, and Mrs. Chao was as regular in her devotions as her
husband had been.
Naturally, then, it was to Kuan-yin that she turned in her longing for a grandson. But one day the thought
struck her that the Kuan-yin to whom she was praying was Kuanyin as Goddess of Mercy, who was not concerned
with giving children. So the next time she visited the local temple, she bought another statue, that of Kuan-yin in
white robes as Patroness of Childbirth, and in addition a picture of Chang the Immortal, the giver of children. She
put the new statue in her little chapel, and gave the picture to her daughter-in-law telling her to hang it in her
room, as Chang the Immortal would drive away the Celestial Hound which ate embryos and prevented women
from having children. The young woman did this, and set a little table in front of the picture, and was as assiduous
in her devotions to Chang the Immortal as her mother-in-law was in hers to Kuan-yin.
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The place where Eighth Brother was working was not far away, but it was outside the city wall, and he usually
slept there, coming home only when there was a holiday. Now it happened that at the New Year following the
purchase of the statue and picture the business was closed for ten days, during which the young man stayed with
his wife and mother. Most families are happy at such a time, and the young Chaos were an exceptionally
affectionate couple. The mother lectured them on her favorite subject, but they only smiled at her enthusiasm. But
whether prayers had anything to do with the matter or not, a few weeks later the young wife noticed something
very irregular in her condition.
She did not say a word, but when it got to the end of the second month, and she began to feel listless, and
inclined to nausea, and had no appetite for anything but sour-tasting foods, she knew what was the matter with
herself. In those days nine out of ten married women would be shy of confessing their pregnancy, especially
young women, for they knew the jokes that were sure to be made. So young Mrs. Chao waited for three months,
and then her state could be concealed no longer.
Her mother-in-law was beside herself with delight, and sent for Eighth Brother to come and hear the good
news, while she herself set to work making baby clothes, and laying in everything necessary for the birth. Nor did
she omit to thank Kuan-yin and Chang the Immortal for their help. The young wife, too, agreed that if she were to
offer the best incense and fruit for the rest of her life, it would not be too good for such benefactors. And so the
time went by, until the day came when the child was born.
It was November 17, 1874. According to the strict ritual, old Mrs. Chao was not present at the birth, but left
everything in the hands of the midwife and a friendly neighbor.
The child was a girl. This was a terrible blow to the young mother, who blamed herself for not praying hard
enough. The women who were with her did their best to comfort her, and old Mrs. Chao came to the door of the
room and with alarm in her voice begged her daughter-in-law not to hurt herself by fretting.
“For how do you know,” she said, “that the next time you won’t have a boy? I always longed to have a
daughter, yet my eight children were all sons, and I remember how miserable I used to feel. If had had a daughter,
she would have been married by this time, and how I should have loved to go out and visit her, instead of having
to stay all the time inside these few broken-down rooms!”
In this way, young Mrs. Chao was encouraged to be more cheerful, and the neighbor carried the child to the
door of the room to show it to its grandmother.
“Look at her, Mrs. Chao!” she said. “Just mark my words, she will turn out to be the prettiest girl you ever
saw!”
The grandmother looked at the plump little face, and spoke a few words of admiration, but too many things
needed her attention for her to stay long. One cannot help wondering what she and the others would have said if it
could have been revealed to them that the child over which they were fussing was to become famous in the
history of China. For the baby born that day into the Chao family was Sai-chin-hua.
The mother was consoled by old Mrs. Chao’s kindly words and began to call to mind that her mother-in-law
had often told her what a difference a daughter would have made to her own rather dull life. And any
disappointment that might have still remained was soon dispersed by the charm of the child. The Lower Yangtse
Valley is famous for its lovely women, but in all the region no town can vie with Soochow. Some people say it is
because of the beautiful natural surroundings of the place, and its healthful air, and this seems as good an
explanation as can be given of what is certainly a fact. But in Sai-chin-hua’s case we must add the advantage she
derived from her parents.
I have said .nothing so far in this respect about Eighth Brother, but it may be mentioned here that he had rather
more than his share of good looks, and as we have seen, his wife was undoubtedly a very pretty woman.
The next few years passed uneventfully, and then, when Sai was five or six years old, her mother gave birth to
a son. By that time the little girl was already giving signs that she was going to surpass her mother in beauty, and
everyone who saw her fell under the spell of her bright eyes and her graceful little body. And in particular it was a
joy to hear in her mouth the soft dialect of Soochow, which sets off a pretty girl as no other speech does. Her
grandmother idolized her, and indeed no child could have been better mannered in the house. But, although it may
sound a strange thing to say, the more the old lady loved her, the more zealous she was in inflicting pain upon her.
I am referring of course to the binding of the child’s feet.
For old Mrs. Chao was already dreaming of the brilliant marriage her granddaughter would make one day, and
she would have thought herself criminal if by any omission on her part she had spoiled the girl’s chances of
happiness. A pair of nicely-bound feet was indispensable to any girl who was to be socially acceptable. No beauty
of face or figure could compensate for large feet, or rather for feet of natural size, for in those days fashion
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insisted that there should take place the most brutal and agonizing interference with the course of nature. The four
small toes were crushed over into the sole of the foot and tightly bound in that position. You can imagine the pain
from the joints and sinews which were strained into such an unnatural shape. The binding checked the flow of the
blood, and this caused swelling and mortification.
It seems barely credible that a little girl could endure such treatment. No wonder they had a proverb “for every
pair of small feet in Soochow there is a jar of tears.” And yet parents who loved their daughters so much that they
had not the heart to strike them or even to scold them were capable of inflicting this torture on them.
As soon as her grandmother saw that Sai was old enough to start having her feet bound, she made inquiries
everywhere to find someone who was skillful in the art. For whether the final shape of the foot was good or bad
depended entirely on the experience and technique of the binder, and old Mrs. Chao had no intention of entering
on such an important affair at random. Finally she was able to meet a woman who was probably the most famous
binder of feet in Soochow at that time, and who in consequence was nicknamed “Mrs. Golden-Lotus.” Very many
young ladies from the most prominent families had passed through her hands. The great secret of this cruel old
wretch lay in determining from the natural shape of the foot what was the most suitable style into which to bind it;
whether, for instance, it should be formed into a “new moon’ or into a “bow.” This was the woman who was
engaged to handle Sai, and the poor child’s sufferings began without delay.
In the first place, she found from the start that she could hardly bear to set foot to the ground and that the very
most she could do in the matter of walking was to hobble a few steps on her heels. And her feet kept her day and
night in a fever of pain. You could hardly recognize the playful, lively girl of a few weeks before. She did not dare
to ease her feelings by weeping, for fear of arousing her grandmother’s temper, but you could tell from her face
what she was suffering. Her mother petted her and soothed her and told her every girl had to go through this
ordeal and that before long her feet would be used to the binding and the pain would go away.
“Just look at your mother’s feet,” she said. “Everybody says how nice they are, and yours will be even smaller.
Between them and that pretty face of yours, no other girl will come up to you. You can see for yourself how
nobody makes anything of girls with big feet, no matter how good-looking their faces may be. Be brave, because
if you cry it will make your mother very sad.”
Now the strange thing was that the little girl was easily persuaded by such talk to forget her pain, at least for
the time being, and to think about how beautiful she was going to be. And in due course her feet were really
formed into a most elegant shape—the “new moon”—and very attractive they were. To enhance her appearance,
she was already wearing make-up, and in fact cosmetics of all kinds fascinated her more than anything else.
She had one other taste which in later years her family remembered as being a sign of her future career. She
was in general not very particular about food, but there was one special dish, peculiar to her grandmother’s native
province of Anhwei, which she was always craving. This was rice cooked with spinach and lard, and the Anhwei
name for it was “Senior Wrangler’s Rice.”
We must remember that all this happened at a time when the old system of state examinations was still
flourishing, and the highest honor any man could dream of was to become a Senior Wrangler by getting first place
in the highest examination. For this reason, the words Senior Wrangler were added to many names of things. Toy
lamps were called “Senior Wrangler’s Lamps”; there were “Senior Wrangler’s Cakes” and “Senior Wrangler’s
Wine.” Even restaurants were often called “Senior Wrangler’s Hotel.” Sai-chin-hua was so fond of “Senior
Wrangler’s Rice” that as soon as spinach came into season in the spring, her grandmother would be always
making the dish for her.
One day Mrs. Golden-Lotus called to see old Mrs. Chao, and was pressed to stay to dinner as an honored guest
of the family, who thought they owed her a great debt of gratitude for what she had done to the girl’s feet. As it
happened, “Senior Wrangler’s Rice” was served that day, and Mrs. Golden-Lotus, who had never eaten it before,
asked what it was called. When she was told its name and how fond Sai was of it, she put down her chopsticks
and turned to old Mrs. Chao.
“But don’t you see what this means?” she asked. “There can be absolutely no doubt that it is a sign that your
granddaughter is going to marry a Senior Wrangler. Laugh if you wish, but here and now I tell you that there is a
prosperous future before your family.” The girl’s mother laughed.
“Why,” she said, “if it comes to that we have a Senior Wrangler here in Soochow all ready made. But surely
you don’t mean him? Mr. Hung Wen-ch’ing is already in his forties. Perhaps his son will become a Senior
Wrangler like his father and then marry our little girl.”
“Well, that would not be so strange if it did happen,” said Mrs. Golden-Lotus, and then the three women went
on to talk of something else.
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This chance remark made by Mrs. Golden-Lotus was not forgotten by Sai’s family. Her mother was always
teasing the child about it, and then the neighbors took up the story too, and before long Sai was being called
Madame Senior Wrangler. Of course she already knew that Senior Wranglers were the most distinguished
scholars in China, and she heard from her grandmother how the Emperor gave new Senior Wranglers a red robe
embroidered in gold, and how they rode through the streets of Peking on a white horse, while young and old
crowded to see them. She was told also of the important positions they were given, and she began to wonder
whether it was possible for a girl to become a Senior Wrangler. If it was, she was determined to be one herself, so
that she could have the chance of talking to the Empress Dowager. Great was her disappointment when her
grandmother told her not to be a silly child, for how could a girl be given such an honor? Yet who then could have
foreseen that one day she would ride on a white horse not merely through te steets of Peking, but within the
Forbidden City itself?
3
As we have already heard, there was indeed a Senior Wrangler, and a very famous one, who was a native of
Soochow. This was Hung Wen-ch’ing, the man whose name Sai’s mother had mentioned to Mrs. Golden-Lotus.
His ancestors had come, like the Chao family, from the province of Anhwei, but had long since settled in
Soochow, where Hung Wen-ch’ing was known by name to everybody. The degree of Senior Wrangler had been
conferred upon him in 1868, when he was twenty-eight, an age considered young for such an honor, because of
the long series of examinations a candidate had to pass. He had had a brilliant official career both in Peking and in
the provinces, but was by no means a prim-and-proper official. Indeed many stories of his love affairs were
circulated in Peking, but this sort of reputation did him no harm, and many important men went out of their way
to cultivate his friendship.
Now in the year 1884, Hung Wen-ch’ing’s mother died, and in accordance with the law he was forced to give
up an official position he was then holding in southwest China, in order to return to Soochow to observe the three
years’ period of mourning. In this way, fate decreed that the Senior Wrangler should live in the same town as the
little girl whose name a family jest had coupled with his. He was forty-four and she was ten.
Sai was never happier than when a visitor came to the house. On such occasions she was really in her element.
She would serve tea and make sure there was tobacco in the water-pipe and see to the guest’s comfort in every
way. And of course the guest would take notice of the pretty little girl and compliment the mother on having such
a delightful child.
Meanwhile, now that Sai was of an age to make herself useful in the house, old Mrs. Chao thought there was
no need for them to keep a maid any longer. However, as they had bought their amah when she was a child, the
only decent way they could get rid of her was to marry her off, so they used the services of a matchmaker to find
her a husband. The man whom the girl eventually married was named Chin. He lived not far away, and after her
marriage the maid often came to pass the time of day with her old employers, who had been so kind to her.
On one of these visits she was accompanied by her husband’s sister, who lived with the newly married couple,
and was known as Miss Chin, although it is not clear whether she was unmarried or a widow.This woman, to tell
the truth, was of very bad character, and she relied for her living chiefly on her industry in introducing lonely
gentlemen to ladies who were willing to accommodate them in their little whims and fancies. But in such a
business she had to be well-spoken and agreeable, and in some way she won golden opinions from old Mrs. Chao
and her daughter-in-law, who had no suspicion of her real character, and they pressed her to come again.
It was not long before Miss Chin had noticed the little girl, who on her part thought this amiable lady was the
most charming person she had ever seen and was soon trying to imitate her way of talking and carrying herself. In
a short while Miss Chin had taken such a fancy to her young admirer that she had asked permission for Sai to
come and see her sometimes at her house. During such visits, the two would often go about on excursions in the
town, and it was very natural that the thought should come into Miss Chin’s head that some of her wealthy clients
would be very glad to have the chance of meeting her little friend.
But clever as she was, it is doubtful if even she could have carried out any such scheme, had it not been for a
great misfortune which happened soon after this to the Chao family.
Old Mrs. Chao, worn out with hard work and the child-bearing of her younger days, fell seriously ill, and for a
time it looked as if she was going to die. It was nearly two months before she was on her feet again, and by then
not only had the hard-earned family savings all been spent on doctors’ bills and everything of value in the house
been pawned, but poor Eighth Brother had run heavily into debt. He and his wife tried to keep this state of affairs
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a secret from the old woman, for fear she might worry herself ill again, but it was not possible to hide the truth for
long, and although old Mrs. Chao avoided speaking of the subject, she brooded over it all the more. At least, you
might think, their bad luck could go no further than this.
But scarcely was old Mrs. Chao up and about again, when Eighth Brother became ill. For a few days he tried
to carry on with his work, but at last he could keep it up no longer and had to take to his bed. His mother scraped
together a little money from somewhere and called a doctor, who asked, after examining the sick man, whether he
had already been given any treatment. When he was told not, he expostulated with the two women and asked how
they expected medicine to be of any use now, when the patient was about as sick as he could be?
“You have let him get into such a condition that I don’t think I can help him by myself,” he said. “You must
call another doctor to assist me, and perhaps the two of us may be able to save him.”
You can imagine the effect of these words on the mother and daughter-in-law. They stared at each other for a
while without saying anything. Then old Mrs. Chao said:
“Oh doctor, I am sure you can help him! Please try and write a prescription for him! My daughter-in-law, her
two children and myself are all depending on him! For the love of Buddha, save him!”
The doctor shook his head and was silent for a few minutes, scratching at his ear and rubbing his face. Then he
said:
“Very well, I shall write a prescription. If after taking the medicine his temperature falls a little, and his tongue
becomes less coated, then there is still some hope. But if you still find this thick white coat on his tongue, or if he
should get worse in any way, there is nothing I can do, and it is no use your sending for me again.”
This doctor was the one who had just cured old Mrs. Chao, and the family trusted him completely. When the
two women heard him talk like this, they were almost out of their minds. Still, they thought, there is a little hope,
and as soon as the doctor had written the prescription and left, they sent out for the medicine, stewed it up, and
gave it to the sick man, praying all the time that they might see a change for the better.
But nothing happened all night, and then, just as day was breaking, Eighth Brother went into a coma.
The women were half crazy with anxiety, and pinched his buttocks and bit his heels until they had succeeded
in bringing him back to some sort of consciousness, but even then he lay there staring in front of him, without
recognizing anybody. Several other doctors were called, but they all declared they could do nothing. Old Mrs.
Chao made vows to Buddha, and went tp the temple of Kuan-yin for a holy prescription, which had no more
effect than the one from the doctor. Eighth Brother continued in this state for five days, and then breathed his last.
He, at any rate, was out of his pain, but the misery and despair of his family were dreadful to see. To add to
their troubles there was the cost of the funeral, but the Chaos were so much liked by everybody that their friends
and neighbors opened their purses and in one way or another the money was found.
Still, it was clear that the family could no longer maintain their present standard of living, modest as it was.
The first step was to move into a smaller house. Fortunately, when they gave up their present house, old Mrs.
Chao got back the deposit she had paid for the place years ago, and this was so much in excess of the deposit
required for the new house that what remained was not only enough to repay their debts but also to leave a little in
hand for their own use.
Even so, you can imagine what poverty the four of them had to endure. It was this change in the family
circumstances that determined the whole future course of Sai’s life.
We have seen how all their friends and neighbors were grieved by their misfortunes. There was one person,
however, who heard the news with very different feelings. This was Miss Chin. She had had her eyes on Sai for a
long time, but while Eighth Brother was alive and the family was managing fairly comfortably it was utterly out
of the question that they should consent to the little girl’s being trained as a prostitute, and all that Miss Chin
could do was to win the child’s trust and to hope that sooner or later her chance would come. When the disaster
happened, and she saw how poor the Chaos were, she thought her opportunity had arrived, as she could not
believe that in such circumstances the family would resist for very long the temptation of profiting financially
from Sai’s pretty face. So without delay she took her sister-in-law, formerly the Chao’s maid, into her confidence.
This young woman, however, shook her head.
“You don’t know those two women as I do,” she said. “They are the most strait-laced people I have ever met.
Why, they are on the lookout all the time for fear the child will pick up any naughty words! Do you really think
they will send her out to be a singing girl? And old Mrs. Chao has such a temper that I pity you if you mention
anything of the sort to her. You would get the best cursing you have ever had in your life, and you would be lucky
if you escaped without feeling her hands across your face. You will have to think of another way, if you don’t
want to be disappointed.”
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Now as a matter of fact Miss Chin was already well aware of the old lady’s temper, and she was forced to
admit the truth of what her sister-in-law said. Yet she had set her mind so much on this business that she could not
give it up. At last, after much thought, she hit upon a plan.
This was, quite simply, not to bother her head about the two Chao women at all, but to get Sai out with her and
then to introduce her to clients on the flower-boats without her family’s knowing. No matter how precocious the
child was, she would not at the time understand to what sort of place she had been taken, and she trusted Miss
Chin so completely, that she would easily do what the latter asked. Then, if her mother and grandmother should
learn the truth, the rice would already be cooked, as the saying goes, and it would be too late for them to mend the
situation.
After that, Miss Chin did not anticipate she would have much difficulty in persuading the two women to be
sensible. If they did try to make trouble, she had enough protectors among the officials and gentry of Soochow to
keep her safe. She told her sister-in-law what she had in her mind, and the latter agreed that the plan seemed a
good one. They decided, then, to put it into execution.
First of all, Miss Chin prepared the ground by telling her clients about the delightful little girl she had met, and
before very long these men were asking to have a look at the child for themselves. Miss Chin let them plead with
her for a while, and at last consented to humor a group of her wealthier patrons by appointing a time for a
meeting. The next step was to take Sai to the rendezvous, and Miss Chin managed this in the following way. The
great center of attraction in Soochow was the river, and in the past when Miss Chin had taken Sai sight-seeing, the
child had always been fascinated by the spectacle of the boats and the skill with which they were maneuvered by
their oarsmen. Moored in the river too were the so-called lantern-boats and painted-boats which were the resort of
the singing girls and, without knowing what such places were, Sai had been pleased by the singing and flute
music that came from them.
One fine spring day, Miss Chin’s sister-in-law, the former maidservant, called at the Chaos’ house to see if she
could take Sai back with her to her home. She had chosen a time when old Mrs. Chao had gone to the temple for a
Buddhist service, and the little girl was glad to go to her friend’s house, and, still more, on arrival there, to meet
Miss Chin, who asked her if she would like to go and watch the boats again? Of course Sai was eagerness itself,
but Miss Chin first spent a while in touching up the child’s appear- ance before the two of them set off for the
river.
I should explain that in thse days the lantern-boats of Soochow were most elaborate structures. The cabin was
large enough to entertain more than twenty guests at dinner, and was fitted with opium couches and other
furniture, made from redwood, sometimes inset with marble. The windows were of glass, and baskets of flowers
gave a fragrance to the room. There were two classes of boat. In one, you merely hired the use of the boat and
summoned your own singing girls from outside. In the other, which was much dearer, girls were provided with the
boat. This latter class were called “flower-boats.” The usual custom was for guests to go on board in the afternoon
whereupon the boat would cast off and go to some agreeable place on the fIver.
When Miss Chin and Sai reached the riverbank at the spot where these lantern-boats were moored, some of the
people on the boats pointed in their direction and appeared to be talking about them. Then, as they were passing a
larger boat, a young man put his head out of one of the windows and waved to Miss Chin with a laugh. Sai
thought to herself that Miss Chin must have a friend on the boat, and wondered whether they would have a chance
of going on board. She had never been in such a place, and longed to know what such a boat was like inside. Sure
enough, when Miss Chin had noticed that the young man was waving to her, she nodded and smiled back to him.
Then she asked Sai,
“Have you ever been on one of these boats? Would you like me to take you on board today?” This was just
what the child was longing for.
“Oh, Aunty,” she said, “do you know the people on the boat? Just now a man was waving to you.”
Miss Chin smiled pleasantly, half at the girl’s innocence, half at the success of her plan. Then, holding Sai by
the hand, she walked across to where the boat was moored, and one of the boatmen stretched out a pole for them
to lean on as they stepped on board.
Of course Miss Chin was quite at home in such surroundings and laughed and chatted with the people on the
boat, while Sai stared about her open-eyed, and thought what a beautiful and wonderful place she had come to.
There were a dozen or more guests in the cabin, some of them lying on couches smoking opium, others sitting at
table drinking and playing the finger-game, or joking loudly among themselves. But in a moment all eyes were
fixed on Sai, who was too much interested in the boat and its furnishings to notice the curiosity she was arousing.
Then Miss Chin pulled at her sleeve and whispered,
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“Why don’t you go and speak to the gentlemen? If you don’t, they will be angry.”
With these words, Miss Chin took her across to the guests and started to tell her their names, Mr. Wu, Mr. P’an,
Mr. Chang and so on, expecting she would greet each one as she heard his name. But the little girl just stared at all
the strange faces and said nothing. The only men she had spoken to before had been relations of the family whom
she had addressed as Uncle This or That, and she could not bring herself to call these people Mr. So-and-So.
“What’s the matter with you?” asked Miss Chin. “You have always plenty to say for yourself. If you don’t
speak to the gentlemen properly, they won’t let you stay on the boat.”
But Sai only smiled and did not open her mouth. . One of the men, whose name Miss Chin had given as Mr.
Shen, called out
“Leave the child alone. Who cares what she says? Come, my dear, and sit over here next to me.”
Sai obeyed, and a waiter took her a cup of tea, with a cover on it. Then Mr. Shen started chatting to her, asking
her all kinds of questions about herself, while the other gentlemen were saying what a pretty little thing she was.
In this way, she soon felt quite at her ease. After some time, Miss Chin beckoned her to leave, whereupon Mr.
Shen took out five dollars and gave them to Miss Chin, who smiled and thanked him. Miss Chin put two dollars
on Sai’s saucer, and then led her away, after saying good-bye to the company. As they were leaving, all the waiters
shouted: “Thank you, young lady,” so loudly that the girl was quite startled.
From there they went to another boat, and then to another, and in each the same ritual was repeated. Sai could
not understand why the gentlemen gave money to Miss Chin, and still less why the waiters should thank her and
not Miss Chin for the money that the latter put on the saucer. Indeed she was quite mystified by the whole
business and never guessed for a moment that it was her own pretty face that had earned the money for Miss
Chin, and so, indirectly, for the waiters too.
By this time, it was getting late, and Miss Chin decided she had better take Sai home. On the way the child
started to ask questions about what they had been doing that afternoon, but by way of answer Miss Chin only
laughed and inquired whether she had enjoyed herself?
“Oh, yes,” said Sai, “it was very nice, but there were too many people, so that I couldn’t remember their
names.”
“You must listen to me carefully,” said Miss Chin, “and whenever I introduce you to a gentleman you must
always call him by the name I tell you. If you don’t, I shan’t take you with me next time.” At this, Sai promised
she would pay more at- tention to the gentlemen's names.
“One other thing,” said Miss Chin, “you must not let your mother or grandmother know what we have been
doing today. If they found out, they would never let you come out to play again. It doesn’t make any difference to
me, but remember that if you want to come with me on the boats again, you must not say a word to anybody.”
Sai thought what fun she had had, and how kind all the strange gentlemen had been to her, and how they had
said nice things about her. She felt she would like to go on the boats every day if she could. She did not
understand why she must keep it a secret, but she knew her grandmother’s temper well enough to realize that if
the old lady did object to her going out to play like that, she would never be allowed to go again. So when she got
home, she said she had spent the day at the house of their former maid.
This was Sai’s first introduction to her future profession, and a very strange introduction it was, because the
girl herself had not the slightest idea of what she was doing. But it had been a very profitable afternoon for Miss
Chin, and there was every sign that there was plenty of more money to be made in the same way. Quite a few of
her clients had now got their eyes on Sai, and whenever there was a big party one or other of the guests would
send an urgent message asking to have the little girl’s company. Of course, such requests could be met only from
time to time, as Sai could not go out from home too often without arousing suspicion. So Miss Chin limited the
girl’s attendance to occasions when her presence was required by some really important man with plenty of
money to spend. Even then Sai had to take her leave early, but she more than made up for the shortness of her
stay. She had soon lost any awkwardness she may have had at first, and she would nestle up against a man in the
most coaxing way in the world. Miss Chin had taught her how to speak to her clients, and above all not to tell
them anything about her family.
Now it happened one day that one of the most important citizens of Soochow, a certain Mr. P’an, was giving a
party, and sent a pressing request to Miss Chin that he might enjoy the pleasure of Sai’s company. What made this
invitation the more striking was that the party was to be held on the most famous of all the flower boats, where
there were four singing girls of such beauty that it was unheard of for anybody to summon other girls from
outside. This fact alone shows what an impression Sai had made on Mr. P’an, and for this reason, and still more
because of the client’s wealth and influence, Miss Chin and her sister-in-law put their heads together to find a way
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of making sure they could get permission from the Chaos for Sai to come out with them. I need not tell you here
how this was achieved, but at the appointed hour Miss Chin took the girl to the party.
The saloon of the boat was already full of guests, some gathered in groups chatting, others lying down to
smoke opium. In the midst of them were the four singing girls belonging to the establishment. As soon as Miss
Chin and Sai came on board there was a cry of “Here she is now!” and all eyes were turned toward Sai, who
blushed to see the attention she was arousing. Fortunately Miss Chin was at her side to give her support, and after
she had greeted Mr. P’an, she plucked up courage to look around at the other guests. She smiled to those whom
she knew, and Miss Chin told her the names of those whom she had not met before. There were however two
gentlemen whom even Miss Chin did not recognize, and Mr. P’an himself made a special point of introducing Sai
to them. They were both legal experts from the Governor’s office, one being named Ho and the other Liu, and
neither of them was accustomed to frequenting the flower-boats, which accounted for the fact that even so
knowledgeable a woman as Miss Chin had not recognized them.
The conversation and the joking had stopped, and even the opium smokers had put down their pipes and were
sitting up to look at Sai. Miss Chin picked up a stool, and put it beside Mr. P’an’s chair, and Sai sat down. The
four singing girls went about among the guests, filling tobacco-pipes and pouring out tea, but you could tell from
the way they looked at Sai that they resented the comparisons they knew the guests were making between them
and the newcomer. A few minutes ago they were the center of attention, but now this young girl had arrived on the
scene, nobody was giving them a thought. Meanwhile one of the two lawyers, Mr. Ho, was looking hard at Sai,
with an expression of great perplexity.
“Surely,” he asked, “this little girl lives in the Chou Family Lane? This is all very strange!”
The street mentioned by Mr. Ho was in fact the place where the Chaos had been living until the death of Eighth
Brother, and you can well imagine the shock that these words gave to Miss Chin.
“How on earth can the man have recognized her?” she wondered. But without betraying her confusion, she
said:
“You must be making a mistake, sir. The girl lives in a lane, certainly, but it is the Hsiao Family Lane, which is
on the other side of the town from the Chou Family Lane.”
Mr. Ho, seeing that it was Miss Chin who answered him and not the girl herself, half guessed what was going
on, but did not press his questions. Instead, he turned to Mr. P’an and said,
“You know, the child is far too well behaved to have been born into this sort of life. I fancy she is from a
comfortable family which has come down in the world and has been forced to put her into this business. I am
sorry for the poor little thing.”
Mr. Ho thought he ought to say this to give Mr. P’an a hint that the girl had been inveigled by Miss Chin into
carrying on such a trade, but he did not want to put a damper on the festivities by speaking more plainly. Mr. P’an
nodded his head but did not pay much attention to what his friend had said. Miss Chin, however, had heard Mr.
Ho’s words and was terribly alarmed. She thought of the old saying:
“If you don’t want people to know what you do, you had better not do it.” Certainly, it seemed as if it was
going to be impossible to con- ceal her own activities very much longer.
You will be wondering how it had come to pass that Mr. Ho recognized Sai, or at least knew her as a girl from
the Chou Family Lane. It had happened in this way. Mr. Ho was not a native of Soochow, but having found a job
in the Governor’s office he had come to settle in the place with his wife and child, and by chance he had taken a
house near the home of Eighth Brother’s father-in-law. Soon afterwards one of his relatives was marrying off a
daughter, and as the silk work of Soochow was very famous this man wrote to ask him to procure some
embroidery for the girl’s trousseau. Being strangers to the town, the Hos had no idea where to go for such a thing,
but a Soochow woman whom they employed as a maid advised them to get Sai’s mother to do the work for them,
and they were so pleased with the samples she showed them that they gave her the order. When the work was
finished and was delivered to the Hos, Sai had insisted on accompanying her mother to the lawyer’s house, as it
was only a stone’s throw from there to the house of her mother’s family, which she wanted to visit. Mr. Ho and his
wife were struck by the child’s good looks and exchanged a few words with her. Later, when the mother and
daughter had left, the Hos heard from their maid what good hard-working people the Chaos were and how
everybody thought highly of them. AIl this had occurred three years ago or more, and Sai had grown since then,
but Mr. Ho was sure he was not mistaken and that the little entertainer at the party was none other than the child
from the Chou Family Lane.
While Miss Chin sat waiting with trepidation to hear what Mr. Ho would say next—because she was pretty
sure by this time that he knew enough to spoil her little game—Sai continued to engross the attention of the
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company. She was quite well trained by now and snuggled up beside Mr. P’an, without neglecting to keep the
other guests amused with her smiles and chatter.
“You know, gentlemen,” said Mr. P’an “one of these days no girl in Soochow will be able to hold a candle to
this child!”
“Oh no, sir,” cried Miss Chin, who thought she would put in a word at this point. “She is too young yet to
know how to behave. You and the other gentlemen must have patience with her.” Mr. Ho put down his pipe.
“I should think with you she will have all the training she needs,” he said. The other guests, who were rather
amused to see the lawyer taking an interest in such matters, laughed at this retort, but Miss Chin, who guessed the
meaning behind it, flushed to her very ears.
“You ought not to say such things, Mr. Ho,” she said. “Most of these other gentlemen know me and I am sure
they don’t want to see me upset like this.”
For the time, this answer stopped the matter from going further, and shortly afterwards the party took their
places at table. Mr. P’an first drank a round of toasts with all the guests, and the four girls from the boat took it in
turn to pour out the wine. Then Miss Chin pulled Sai’s sleeve and whispered,
“Now it’s your turn to pour.”
It was the first time Sai had had to perform this duty, because on previous occasions she had only visited the
boats for brief periods and had left before dinner was served. Today, however, she was obliged to stay to do
special honor to Mr. P’an. But she found no difficulty in imitating what the other girls had done, and went from
guest to guest with the silver wine-pot in the most natural way in the world. Some of them pretended they didn’t
want to drink, just to have the pleasure of letting her persuade them. When she had made the round of the table
she returned to her place beside Mr. P’an and listened to the other girls who were playing the lute and singing. Mr.
P’an asked her if she could sing, and she said no, she could not, but she loved to hear others singing.
“Oh, now, you ought to learn,” said Mr. P’an, “and then you will really be a star.”
“No,” said Mr. Ho, “it will be happier for her not to know everything.”
By this time, Miss Chin thought they had stayed long enough, and after Sai had made one more round with the
wine, they took their leave, not before Mr. P’an had given a handsome present to Miss Chin, who, as always,
deposited a tip for the waiters in Sai’s saucer. When the two of them reached the Chao house, Miss Chin excused
herself for having kept the girl out so long, and no questions were asked. …
205.160 & 208.7 A. The New Culture Movement And Christian Education In China B. Excerpt from The
Psychology Of Learning Chinese\fn{by Timothy Ting-fang Lew aka Liu Ting-fang (1891-1947)} Wenchosw, Chekiang
Province, China (M) 12
A
1
Broadly speaking, one notices that four main currents in the New Culture Movement have made themselves
felt. First there is the emphasis upon Science. This movement has passed through three main stages. The earliest
stage was an appeal to material science for national salvation. In the next stage, the appeal was for a new form of
government. The third stage is an appeal for a new philosophy of life. So science, particularly the physical
sciences, has been one of the chief points of emphasis. From the crude expectation of attaining the power of
“national self-strengthening”—the term used in the last three decades of the Manchu dynasty—through reliance
on machines and military weapons made according to modern science, to a vigorous advocacy of a mechanistic
interpretation of life, the emphasis upon science is growing stronger and stronger, and today it has acquired a
subtlety which will exert tremendous influence in the days to come. This emphasis may be indicated roughly
along the following lines;
That man’s present environment involves too much suffering. ||| That all this suffering can be avoided,
overcome, and eventually entirely eliminated. ||| That this elimination of suffering cannot be expected through
superhuman work or superhuman decree but through sheer human effort. ||| That human effort should be directed
toward acquiring a knowledge of facts as they are and a technique to control the factors which determine and
produce the desired effects. ||| That the systematisation of this knowledge and technique is the very body of
science, and science can be indefinitely improved. ||| That science is, therefore, omnipotent, if we take into view a
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limitless period. It can already do a great deal, and whatever it cannot do now, it will do eventually. ||| That the
conception of science should be the basis of our view of the universe and our philosophy of human life and
destiny. ||| That the scope of science is, therefore, greatly enlarged, and is not limited to the natural sciences but is
extended also to the social side; but that the social sciences are to be interpreted on the basis of material factors.
*
The second emphasis is on Democracy. The appeal to the establishment of a new government to replace the
monarchical form as a way to national salvation resulted in the downfall of the Manchu dynasty and the
establishment of the Republic. The fourteen eventful years of the new experiment, which have resulted in so much
unfriendly criticism and heart-rending discouragement, have not weakened the emphasis on democracy an iota.
On the contrary we see that in spite of all the failures the idea of democracy and faith in it have been growing
instead of declining. The New Culture Movement makes it unmistakeably clear that its life and the life of
democracy are so entwined that any separation is well nigh impossible. The emphasis upon democracy is roughly
felt in the following ways:
That the people is the basis of the nation, and that to the people the final appeal should be made in all subjects.
||| That in order to make the people able to solve national problems education is required. ||| That such education
should be universal. No class distinctions of any sort should be allowed to limit the educational programme. |||
That such education should emphasise elements of citizenship. ||| That leadership in politics and power should be
open to all on the basis of free competition. ||| That there is faith in the ultimate realisation of democratic ideals,
which it may take time to attain. ||| That any barriers between the people and the attainment of this goal should be
removed. Traditions, conventions, time-honoured practices, are to be swept away; even the teachings of the
revered sages should mercilessly be discarded. The present popular slogan is: “Throw them into the sink,” the
strongest possible term one can use to express disregard. ||| That the actions of the nation’s leaders are to be
judged in every instance by their effect upon this effort to attain to the democratic goal. ||| That there should be no
distinction between men and women in this effort. The outspoken advocates of woman’s part in national politics
are not women but men, who believe in that [type of] democracy which requires the co-operation of both sexes. |||
That these democratic practices and ideals should begin with the students in their student life, and are not to be
postponed until the students have become mature men and women, nor until the conditions of the country are
ready for them, because they have to make the country ready for democracy.
*
The third emphasis is on Nationalism. The national experience of China during the last hundred years, which
has furnished the background of the New Culture Movement, is also the source of its motive power. This
experience has been a sad and painful one. It gives every incentive to the rise of nationalism. While the articulate
emphasis is a comparatively new one, it has been the all-pervading, controlling purpose from the very beginning.
It is the salvation of China as a nation that gives life and power to the movement. In the last few years this
emphasis on nationalism has come to the forefront through certain groups, and they in turn have become
prominent through certain individuals who have given expression to the inarticulate desires and feelings of
thousands of youths and other people. These groups, although formed by different individuals, at different times
and under different circumstances, have discovered that they have much in common, and they are working for a
federation to carry out their common platform.
This is, therefore, an emphasis which will make their influence widely felt, because it is a crystallisation of
some of the highest, noblest and most truly unselfish elements of the movement. It has also the promise of success
because of its very nature, since it meets the needs of the nation and possesses facts that are convincing. The form
this emphasis takes and the specific definite points which it includes can be estimated from the statements and
expositions of some of its leaders and advocates. The most common ones include the following:
Nationalism advocates the development of the spirit of the nation or the national soul. It opposes anything that
tends to destroy the good elements of the national culture. ||| Nationalism advocates the ideals of progress and
advance among the masses of the people. It opposes any theory which tends to encourage self-abnegation, selfdestruction or deflection of the self-respect of the nation. ||| Nationalism advocates the service of the nation by the
people. It opposes any selfish purpose of individuals or classes which interferes with the benefit of the whole
nation. ||| Nationalism, facing the nation within, emphasizes unity. It opposes any program or theory which
believes in or permits divisions, or secession\fn{ The text has: succession} of sovereignty or territory of the nation. |||
Nationalism, facing without, emphasizes independence. It opposes any theory which depends on the support of
other nations or international action or control. ||| Nationalism aims to attain the prosperity and glorification of the
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nation, but expects\fn{Respects?} the mutual benefits of all the nations of the world. It does not advocate narrow,
exclusive provincialism or the severing of relationships with other nations.
*
The fourth emphasis is upon a Spiritual Quest. This emphasis is never clearly stated in any cut and dried
fashion like the other three points of emphasis. One does not find any one outspoken paper which sets forth the
spiritual quest as one of the important elements of the New Culture Movement. Yet anyone who can read carefully
the writings which have been published on the various subjects that have been discussed by the New Culture
Movement, or who has a wide acquaintance and a constant contact and intimate relation with the youth of China
today who make up the adherents of the movement, cannot but see that, underlying all the different points of view
and emphasis, there are unmistakably clear evidences of a spiritual quest, inarticulate but strong and persistent,
which finds its way into every discussion. One can only point to the various tendencies or signs or symptoms,
which may be briefly stated as follows:
There is a faith in the ultimate triumph of that which is good and noble, which forms the basis of confidence in
their efforts to work for progress. ||| There is a gradual and steady growth of the sense of individual responsibility
and an effort to fulfil this individual responsibility, an earnest search after ways of improving oneself in moral
living. ||| There is a blossoming of the passion for freedom which is hostile to slothfulness, self-satisfaction and
slavish obedience. It searches after a power that gives men freedom and the ability to exercise and preserve it. |||
There is an authentic appreciation of reality, a persistent determination to get at the facts as they are, and to face
them courageously. It searches after a criterion and a standard for verifying reality. ||| There is an outspoken
opposition to idolatry of any kind. Iconoclasm is one of the outstanding features of the New Culture Movement.
There is a relentless opposition to any person, theory or dogma which has been set up as an idol. The essence of
the movement is the re-evaluation of values. ||| There is the growth of a genuine belief in social welfare, in its
supreme position in human endeavour. There is a genuine effort to subject individual wishes and desires to the
higher motives of common good. ||| There is a search for the deeper meanings of life, an effort to formulate a new
philosophy of life, a desire to know the unity of the relationship to the ultimate and the final goal of all the
problems related to human life.
*
These, then, are the four main currents in the New Culture Movement of China: science, democracy,
nationalism and a spiritual quest. I have endeavoured to present the detailed points of emphasis covered by these
four. Here I wish to utter a word of warning, that in the discussion of the main currents and points of emphasis in
the New Culture Movement we must be careful to distinguish our conception of them, or what we think they
should be according to our individual background, from that which is actually taught and advocated in the current
propaganda of the movement. I trust that what I have presented is a faithful though sketchy picture of the
movement as it is ascertainable from the written and spoken expressions of its leaders and adherents.
2
We shall now ask what this movement has actually achieved through these emphases. This question not only
has important bearings upon the present-day nature of our teaching, but it may also serve as an indication of the
probable future for which we should shape our educational, programme and policies. To this question I shall
answer briefly, touching the main points. I shall answer this question in two parts: first, what it has succeeded in
accomplishing; second, where it has failed thus far. What has the movement achieved thus far?
It has created a critical attitude among the youth toward problems of all kinds, critical to the extent that they
are asking questions on issues which have been considered closed, and that there is a genuine dissatisfaction with
regard to the established order. This we can count as an accomplished result throughout the land. ||| It has
accomplished much in the creation of desire for discussion. Group discussion, discussion through writing, have
become a part of the daily life of the students. Periodicals, especially the small sheet weeklies and the
supplements of the daily newspapers, have contributed a great deal to bring this about. There is one newspaper in
Peking which publishes eight different kinds of weekly supplements in addition to its daily supplement. Its
columns are open to all contributors. Each of these supplements is devoted to one central theme, such as the
woman’s problem, children’s problems, and so forth. And these small sheets, which average ten to fifteen
thousand words a day, have more influence than the average sophisticated person may imagine in shaping the
thinking of the younger generation. ||| There is a definite growth of courage in expression. People who belittle
such expressions of youth do not realise that in many instances it takes a great deal of courage to speak out on
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these various issues. There is a tendency to sign articles and to be responsible for what one says, to stand ready to
meet rebuttal, in contrast to the use of a pseudonym and the evasion of the challenge of an answer. ||| The
movement has achieved a great success in establishing pai hua\fn{Vernacular Chinese; i.e., the Chinese that is normally
spoken and written in everyday communication:H } as the normal medium of expression. And what is more, it actually is
developing a pai hua literature, worthy of the name of literature in every sense of the term. Lucidity, precision and
beauty are greatly improved both in prose and in verse. The future of pai hua is safely assured in spite of the
desperate effort of certain high officials who recently tried to go back to wenli.\fn{The classical Chinese idiom, which by
the time of the overthrow of the Manchu Dynasty had become stilted, dated, and in not a few cases of grammar and syntax, unintelligible to
all but the small class of scholars:H } The “backward moving of the train” will not last long. ||| The movement has, with

the help of other political events, firmly established the idea of democracy in China. ||| It has initiated a revival of
appreciation of Chinese culture.
*
These are, then, the main fruits of this movement: a critical attitude, accompanied by a desire for discussion,
with courage of expression and a tool with which ideas can be expressed clearly, accurately and elegantly; and
through it all a faith in democracy.
I must now come to the second part, namely, what the movement has not yet succeeded in achieving. First of
all, as to science:
It has not yet helped many to acquire the habit of scientific thinking. Much of the writing today is not very
much more than thinking aloud. One can almost see the process of thinking in the writers and they need rigorous
scientific training. ||| It has not yet helped many to form the habit of scientific living. Fighting as hard as they do
against superstition, unscientific beliefs and practices, they nevertheless are still under their bondage. Even among
some of the leaders of the movement, one finds many victims, those who fall into old habits, unscientific and well
nigh superstitious. ||| It has failed noticeably in helping people, especially college students, to acquire what I
regard as the fundamental factor of success in this movement, namely, a joy in scientific labour.
The teaching of science, we must admit, has been rather poorly done, especially in the middle schools, as the
careful investigation of Professor Twiss has shown. And with the disturbing conditions of the colleges we can in a
way excuse the teachers of science in higher institutions. But the fact still remains that the students who specialise
in science have not increased in considerable numbers under the present strenuous effort to advocate science. Nor
have the students who have chosen science as their major field of study shown zeal and professional joy in
proportion to their clamour. With the exception of certain technical institutions, students in colleges of arts and
sciences have not chosen subjects in the sciences as they have literature, law, politics, history, sociology,
economics and the like. There is still lurking in their minds the notion that physical sciences are somehow
philistine compared with literary work. We must add, however, that the scientific study of education has made
considerable strides in the last few years. And this should be taken into consideration by itself.
*
Second, as to democracy:
The movement has achieved very little beyond establishing the general idea of and faith in democracy. As a
matter of fact, one painfully notices every day the slowness of progress along many lines. ||| It has failed to train
the people to acquire a conception of law, which is the sine qua non\fn{Indespensible necessity} of believers in
democracy when they try to put it into actual practice. That law is not arbitrary, that it is to be made by the people,
that after it is made one has to obey it at any cost, that until it is changed or repealed one has to stand by it, has not
yet become a part of the thinking of youth. ||| It has failed to help the people to realise that if democracy
guarantees certain privileges and rights of the people, it also demands in return the surrender of certain individual
privileges and rights for the benefit of the whole. That special privileges cannot be given to individuals at the
expense of the public and that exceptions cannot be made to laws until they become useless—these and many
other elementary concepts have not yet become a part of daily living both in the small groups and in larger
organisations of the students. ||| It has failed in the development of a habit of supreme importance, what I call
willingness to share the drudgery of co-operation. Teamwork and a group spirit have been evident in some of the
efforts of students even in certain cases of endeavour with a national scope. And yet one of the saddest and
commonest experiences is the lack of co-operation among those who are otherwise qualified to serve society but
who fail on account of not being willing to share the hardship that is involved in co-operation. Organisations,
therefore, grow and die without accomplishing any tangible result. The worst of this is that it disheartens the best
elements and turns them into cynics. ||| Closely related to the question of co-operation, and often the secret of the
failure of co-operation, is the inability to follow. The movement has thus far achieved very little success in
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building up public opinion, through writings and the development of personal ability, through contacts and actual
living, that will help the youth to recognise a leader when they find him, to follow him willingly and intelligently
far enough to achieve results and to stop following him when he goes wrong. It is pathetic to see the right leaders
unable to lead “because there are no followers,” and it is more pathetic to see demagogues leading many on to the
wrong path. ||| The movement has already shown its inherent weakness in not being able to lead youth on into new
ideas and at the same time safeguard the rights of the minority to their own opinions. This is a weakness that is
pregnant with great dangers.
*
Third, as to nationalism. The advocates of nationalism have yet a very great task before them. They have not
yet succeeded in three distinct lines:
They have not thoroughly aroused the people and furnished them definite, concrete objects of devotion. The
idea of nationalism is still too abstract. ||| They have not yet been able to help the people to distinguish the
essentials from the non-essentials in national endeavour. ||| They have not yet been able to help people to see what
a programme of nationalism involves, with its many implications.
They are, however, working to these ends, and we cannot justly place these charges at their door as failures.
We must give them time.
*
Fourth, as to the spiritual quest:
The movement has not yet definitely furnished any vital message which is needed. There the failure is greatest.
In fact, destructive forces go side by side with the germs of life that are so abundant in the movement.
3
The above picture, I trust, is a fair appraisal of the movement up to date. Individual viewpoints may vary, but
as to the essential broad outlines I feel that few would question what has been said. If this is so, then we can ask
our next question:
What will be the environment in the next decade or so? What will be the environment into which the graduates
of our universities and colleges will be sent?
One needs to guard himself against being either cynical or over-optimistic.
We can picture for ourselves an environment in which thousands or perhaps hundreds of thousands of the
coming generation will be clamouring for science but forever living on the crumbs fallen from the table of
scientific labour of other races and nations, youth who do not think scientifically and who are unwilling to pay the
price of scientific living, dogmatic over half-understood scientific theories at the expense of other finer things in
life.
We see an environment in which hundreds of thousands of youth by their education have acquired social
standing and authority in government, men who commit themselves irrevocably to democracy and yet are unable
to co-operate, who follow no right leaders, are constantly in danger of being misled and hoodwinked by
demagogues, waste their lives in cliques and selfish small combinations that disregard the public good, and
degrade good causes by cleverly taking unfair advantage of them.
We see an environment which is alive with intense nationalism, keenly sensitive to any criticisms whether
given in the right or in the wrong spirit, suspicious of every friendly suggestion from without, yet within its own
body without a sufficiently clear understanding of its own task. It is a mass that blindly accepts programmes and
makes commitments which hurl men headlong into the painful mills which the western nations have gone through
in the last fifty years.
We see them imitating the West without an insight into all the implications until it is too late, paying a high
price for something which they are, after all, not likely to get, but in the process of doing so, stifling the subtle,
peace-loving conscience of the race and blocking the progress of many useful endeavours which are the very
things that would give them the fruit of the nationalism they desire.
We see an environment in which a surging populace wander as lost sheep with their moral bridges completely
burnt behind them, straying into a spiritual desert, longing for the nourishment of the soul, which they do not find.
*
But this is only half of the picture. Let us remember that for several decades yet the present generation of
mature men and women will be totally untouched or only slightly impressed by the New Culture Movement.
They, together with their followers, form a larger portion of the population with whom our modern educated men
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and women will have to work. They are willing to give their educated children and contemporaries a chance, but
what if they only see the evil byproducts of science, growing luxury, incessant rise of the high cost of living, the
breakup of old crafts and trades, to be replaced only by sweatshops and class-struggles?
They, too, have joined the crowd and followed the high-sounding shibboleths of democracy. But what if they
only see the former curtailment of their freedom replaced by increased taxation, and the exchange of ruthless
autocracy for the old imperial despotism, bribery exacted by the people above giving place to the selling and
buying of votes from below, special privileges that were reserved by the few now demanded by the many? What if
they see that the full burden of the change is borne by the hard-working but uneducated majority?
They, too, have been stirred by heartrending tales of national suffering at the hands of other nations. They are
willing to contribute a great portion of the possessions earned by the sweat of their brow for the great cause of
national salvation. But what if they see beyond the loud shouting and pathetic appeals nothing more than constant
strikes and boycotts which, if repeated often enough, may be suicidal to the very life of industry and business?
They, too, are willing to forego their preferences and habits, to give a trial to new customs and strange
innovations totally against their own taste, painfully watching the tearing down of the time-honoured moral
structure, humbly accompanying the youth, going a long way in the unknown land of moral and social adventure.
But what if they find in this strange land nothing more than the misuse of liberty, well-disguised selfishness under
the popular name of individualism, offering disregard as the solution for pressing problems, hugging new vices in
the place of the old?
What if they find all this? Will they be blamed for starting a stern reactionary movement which will render still
more difficult the noble efforts of the New Culture Movement, if it does not totally thwart it?
This is indeed a dark picture. But its realisation is not only possible, but quite probable. And if the actual future
is not quite so dark, part of this picture or the whole of it in milder form is awaiting us, unless leaders greater than
we have thus far seen are born unto us.
In our educational policy it behoves us to do two things: first, to be prepared for such actualities, and second,
to produce the leaders that will make such an eventuality impossible.
4
We now come to our last question. Under the influence of the New Culture Movement, which represents so
much that is best, most hopeful, most desirable, which is pregnant with the greatest possibilities and yet which
contains in itself these dangers, what changes in the program of the Christian colleges should be made?
*
A few weeks ago two ladies met in Peking. They had been great friends in their girlhood. Both were students
of a mission school. After years of separation they again saw each other as married women, with children and
homes of their own. Both husbands are returned students\fn{ I.e., students who received their higher education in a foreign
country:H} and are university professors. These two women represent the finest type of Chinese womanhood. There
are many fine qualities common to them both, which form the basis of their enduring and endearing friendship.
One of them is Christian, and the other is not. Both of them are Chinese through and through. The non-Christian
lady represents Chinese culture in its most attractive and sweetest form. In the same way so does the Christian
lady, who represents the fine type of Christian home nurture.
In this meeting, the two renewed their friendship. It was as warm and sweet as it ever had been. But the nonChristian lady gently confided to the other that while she still loved her as much as she ever did and while there
could be no shadow over their friendship, there was nevertheless one sorrowful feeling in her heart which might
tend to their decreased opportunities of contact, and that was that she had a growing tendency to dislike the life
and environment of the Christian Church in China as it is seen everywhere. She said she regretted that she had
ever studied in a mission-school. She felt that the time spent in a mission-school gave her a training which
produced a certain “missionary tone” which she found unpleasant and un-Chinese and which required a very
definite effort to throw off. With a more regretful tone she said,
“It is a great problem to me now where to send my children to school.”
She frankly acknowledged that the government schools and the Chinese private schools are not quite up to
standard under the present disturbing conditions; to these she hesitated to send her children. And yet she could not
feel that she was doing her children justice in sending them to mission schools.
Now this lady has no malice against missionaries or mission-schools, nor is she in any definite sense antiChristian or anti-religious. She is one of the sweetest women I have ever seen. In her manners, ways and
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conversation, she represents, as I said, the finest type of Chinese culture. And yet she feels so keenly, so clearly
about mission-schools in the way she indicated.
*
This story has furnished me food for thought for the last two months. What is it that makes a mission-school
student different from outsiders? That the mission-school in its best effort has produced men and women with fine
qualities none of us would deny. But even the best we produce have found something in their later life, after they
have left the mission-school, which they have had to shake off or modify or readjust before they could be
successful. And some of them with thorough training in their academic subjects and in their moral conduct, in all
appearance and in reality fine men and women, have yet had to fight for years to get readjusted. Some of them
have never succeeded in making the required adjustment.
Is it certain manners and ways that are foreign? Is it the lack of appreciation of things Chinese? Is it the failure
to understand the old people? Is it religious attachment?
A careful study is needed to clear up this mystery. I do not attempt to answer my question. I wish only to call
attention to the fact that such a question exists, and that a solution of this problem is vital to our educational
program. My humble contribution is to state what type of men and women I would like to see our colleges send
out.
*
It is the man or woman who has a solid foundation of certain basic facts of history and of society as it exists
now; an adequate appreciation of the rudimentary principles of science acquired through one or two thorough
laboratory courses in the physical sciences; a certain amount of skill and ability to apply the general facts of
science to daily living; a reading knowledge of at least one foreign language, and if possible two, which should
open up wide fields of knowledge not available through Chinese; a thorough grounding in Chinese culture, giving
genuine appreciation of the values and importance of the social and spiritual inheritance of the Chinese race;
ability to express oneself clearly and logically in the Chinese language, spoken and written, without blunders;
acquisition of habits necessary to social and democratic living; ability to meet the requirements and to exercise the
functions of democratic citizenship; efficiency in the technique of moral, scientific business life but not such
efficiency as to destroy the human quality in personal relationships; ability to lead when called upon in one’s
special field but not too much eagerness to lead, with willingness to make leadership in others possible; a
devotion to nationalism but without blindness to the value and glory and the hope of international brotherhood;
religious fervour without the manners and airs of religiosity that repel others; a sound body which knows how to
use energy economically; a man or woman Chinese in every inch and Christian also; a man or woman so prepared
as to be higher than and distinct from the environment in which he or she came, and into which he or she will be
sent to live and to serve, and yet so trained as to require no further agonising readjustment.
If this is not too much to expect of the average Christian college graduate, then some such changes as follow
will be needed”
*
Teach more science—a great deal more—with better facilities, and teach it more thoroughly and more
scientifically. ||| Emphasise the teaching of citizenship. Show your faith in democracy. Turn the whole institution
into a laboratory for exercise and experiment in democratic ideals, and unreservedly, wholeheartedly, allow the
students self-government, self-determination, full co-operation and mutual sharing in the responsibilities and daily
life of the institution. ||| Radically overhaul the Chinese department and thoroughly strengthen the teaching of
Chinese culture. ||| In filling vacancies on the staff, give preference in every occasion to a Chinese teacher if the
right man or woman is available; but no Chinese should be employed on the staff who cannot express himself
acceptably in Chinese, and who shows inability to adjust himself to the true Chinese environment. ||| Create an
atmosphere which will enable the students to appreciate Chinese culture, and provide more opportunity for
contacts with society. ||| Keep the international aspect of Christian institutions alive and vital through genuine
Christian lives of foreign teachers who possess genuine missionary spirit, who have caught the vision of a new
social order, and who understand the currents of thought of today. ||| Finally, initiate a new religious education that
is aggressively and truly Christian, not through compulsory requirements and formal instruction but through the
patient and painstaking endeavour of personal work and the group fellowship of teachers with students,
mobilising for this work the entire staff, bringing men and women to the inner sanctuary of the communion of
saints and face to face with the redeeming and transforming power of the Great Master.
B
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The experimental study embodied in this Monograph was begun in 1916 and was carried on at Columbia and
Yale Universities during the two years following. My appointment to the teaching staff in the Department of'
Psychology and Education in Union Theological Seminary, New York City, in addition to my regular studies, and
subsequently the urgent call to return to China, forced me to bring the study to a close in the year 1919, during the
last months of which the Monograph was written. The original plan consisted of the following three parts:
(1) an intensive study of the learning process;
(2) a photographic study of the eye-movements in reading Chinese; and
(3) a minimum list of Chinese characters by a word-count of those used in daily life.
This three-fold treatment was abandoned because of limited time and lack of Chinese clerical help in New
York. The Monograph, while complete in itself, is therefore much less thorough and elaborate than originally
planned.
The Monograph was examined by the Department of Psychology of the Graduate School, and the Department
of Educational Psychology of Teachers College, Columbia, under which the work was done. It was accepted by
the Faculty of Philosophy of the University and by the Publication Bureau of Teachers College as one number of
the Series known as “Teachers College Contributions in Education”.
But it was not then published, partly because of the heavy financial burden that was involved, partly because of
the difficulty of getting the numerous Chinese diagrams and ideographs printed in New York, but chiefly because
of my desire to continue further experiment and more thorough study after returning to China, in order that the
Monograph might be enriched with the results thus obtained.
Since my return I have been kept so busy with various kinds of work that this cherished expectation has never
been realized. Two factor have been responsible for the appearance of the Monograph at this time.
(1) The National Association for the Advancement of Education has appointed a Commission on Chinese
Phonetics of which I happen to be a member. This Commission proposes to make a thorough study of the problem
of phonetics, from various points of view, including the best form the phonetics should take and their probable
teaching values. The Chairman, Professor S. Y. Chang of Southeastern University, has urged me to put the result
of my study at the disposal of the Commission.
(2) The Movement for Mass Education, by using a limited number of Chinese characters, has recently gained
the serious attention of the educators of the country, and fresh vigor is being put into this now greatly extended
effort. The question of improving the method of teaching thus becomes more urgent. Some of my fellow workers
in Education are searching for every bit of information available along this line. The kind encouragement from Dr.
M. T. Z. Tyau, the Managing Editor, to publish this Monograph in the Chinese Social and Political Science
Review has further helped to overcome my reluctance.
*
The Monograph has been written in great detail. If I have erred in this connection, it is on the side of verbosity
and redundancy. There [three]\fn{ The text has two, but three are mentioned below:H} further points, however, to which I
wish to call special attention.
(1) In the last few years, three very important movements have been going on in China. The Pai Hua
Movement, using old Chinese characters in a simplified or conversational literary style, which Movement under
the able leadership of Professors Suh Hu, Chien Hsuan-t’ung and others, has revolutionized the problem of
teaching Chinese, so far as its composition and style are concerned.
(2) The second is the Movement for National Phonetics under the able leadership of Mr. Wang P’u, Dr. Y. R.
Chao, Mr. Li Ching-hsi and others, which has achieved a success far greater than many people anticipated.
(3) The third is the Movement for Mass Education, using not only Pai Hua but also a limited number of
characters. This Movement has been developing for several years, but has recently attained a new significance.
On the technical side, Professor H. C. Chen of Southeastern University and Dr. Hermann Liu of the National
Committee of the Y. M. C. A. have taken up the word-count which was a part of my original plan. On the
promotional side, Director W. T. Tao of the National Association for the Advancement of Education, Mr. James Y.
Yen of the National Committee of the Y. M. C. A. and others are carrying on the work on a nationwide scale,
which promises considerable success.
All these three movements were anticipated or mentioned in Sections 1 and 2 of Part I of this Monograph. The
present status of the problem is experimental and prophetic. Scholars, scientists and educators are willing to
experiment upon any plan which may help to bring about universal education in China.
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On the other hand, the prophetic voices among them which first led the nation out of its slavish obedience to
the ancient style into a wholesome appreciation of the practical conversational style of literary expression, are
now solemnly calling it to go into a yet newer world in which the use of the old ideographs will be abandoned.
This is, therefore, a time for people to “stop, look and listen.” Part I, Sections 1 and 2, of this Monograph, written
in 1919, is therefore, somewhat out of date, and should be read in the light of the present situation.
But with all the Movements that are going on, no new experimental study has been made of how the Chinese
characters are learned. Such a study is sadly needed. The present Monograph is still the only one in this field, so
far as I know. To non-technical students of Psychology, and all those who expect to find in these pages readymade new methods for teaching or learning Chinese, this Monograph offers practically nothing. For the problem
is not so simple as they might think. They need only to be reminded of the fact that it has required the patient
experimental work in the laboratory and classroom of hundreds of psychologists and educators over a period of
half a century, to put the teaching of English on an efficient basis, and yet it has the advantage of being an
alphabetical and partly phonetic language.
Technical students of Psychology and those who are interested in experimental work will find in this
Monograph only the first effort to blaze a new trail in an unexplored region. If the lack of scientific vigor, the
scarcity of experimental data, the inadequacy of interpretation and the naïvete of the whole procedure should
provoke any of my fellow psychologists in China and abroad to take a serious interest in the problem and to
introduce new processes with more scientific accuracy, better selected material and more copious data for more
reliable interpretation, this feeble pioneer attempt will have accomplished its mission.
I wish to acknowledge my indebtedness to Professor R. S. Woodworth of Columbia University, who urged me
to take up this problem rather than one of several others in which I was interested in 1915, and has throughout the
investigation encouraged me with unfailing courtesy; to Professor E. L. Thorndike in whose department the work
was done; to Professor Wm. A. McCall who read the manuscript and served as one of the subjects; to Mr. S. L.
Chang, M. E., who plotted some of the graphs for me; to my colleague, Miss H. L. Hague of Peking University,
who did part of the stenographic work; to my pupil, Mr. Chen-chung Lu, B.A., who has helped me to check up the
figures in the manuscript just before it went to press; to Dr. M. T. Z. Tyau for seeing the Monograph through the
press. The three friends last mentioned kindly undertook the most important but tedious work of reading the
proofs. Without their help the Monograph would never have been able to appear in print.
But above all, I wish to thank the one hundred and fifty subjects who patiently sat through some of the most
tiresome experiments (preliminary and final) during the two years in which they were conducted. Peking
University, Peking, China. Sept. 1, 1923.
*
Of all the great national problems which China has to face today, there is none greater than the illiteracy of the
large class of her people. Of all the besetting difficulties that the educators of China are facing today, none is more
serious than the difficulty of the Chinese language.
China has been blest with great inheritances of rich and wonderful literature and history in the vehicle of
highly developed hieroglyphic writing. The difficulty of this system of writing is as great as its beauty and
richness. For a long time it has been realized that the illiteracy in China today is due to the difficulty of the written
language. No country has paid more respect to learning. None has received a higher place in society than the
Chinese literature. Even under the old regime, when there was no school system corresponding to the modern
public school system, every parent was striving his best to send his son to school, in order that he might learn how
to read and write; and it is not an exaggeration to say that education was even more universal then than it is now.
But, of the millions of children who started on the road of learning, only a small percentage ever arrived at a
stage of wen-li t’ung, which practically means to be able to read and write literature and composition intelligently.
It is evident that the educational waste of the country is tremendous. Ever since the dawning of the new era,
educators have been confronted with the difficulty of giving to the mass of the people an efficient tool, in the
name of a satisfactory language with which they might learn the much needed sciences and other branches of
learning which are requisite for the making of citizens of the nation.
Various solutions have been offered by serious minded and well meaning statesmen and scholars, and by all
those who are interested in the educational work in China. Some of the remedies suggested are such as the
adoption of the so-called Romanization system—that is, to use the alphabet which is used in the Occidental
nations, an alphabet based on the Latin with such modifications and improvements as would best meet the
Chinese needs. It is a well-known fact that such a system as this has been seriously adopted and experimented
upon by Christian missionaries and others. To some, the introduction of an entirely new vehicle such as an
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Occidental alphabet has certain objections from the point of view of national expression. There are an increasing
number of scientific scholars and educators who are giving a very serious thought to the adoption of such a
system.
The other alternative is to invent a new system of alphabet not based upon any foreign order, a system created
on the basis of something native and natural to the Chinese. Up to 1916, the time when our study of the problem
began, we had personally examined no less than thirty different varieties of alphabets which had been invented by
scholars and others interested in the problem, in various parts of China, in an effort to meet the impending need of
the nation. Some of these were the products of individual imaginations; some were based on some ancient forms
of writing; others consisted of combinations of the Occidental alphabet and Chinese symbols; while still others
were based on some philosophical diagrams.
The problem in the course of time claimed national attention, and a Society for the unification of pronunciation
was organized and received the approval and sanction of the Ministry of Education. A series of conferences were
held, numerous papers were read, long controversial discussions and debates were engaged in.
Finally one of the systems of alphabets won the attention and the approval of the Ministry of Education, and
was officially adopted and taught in all normal colleges in China. The purpose of the adoption of this system was,
however, clearly stated not to supplant the regular system of writing but rather to use it as a means to secure
standard pronunciation of the original Chinese writing throughout China. However, the system has been used to
teach adults and elderly people who had theretofore found it too difficult to begin the study of Chinese writing.
Many people have found it useful and helpful.
We shall not enter into the merits and defects of this system. In the history of the discussions of the problem.
there are three points which have been the centers of serious debate and argument.
(1) First, any alphabet which is useful must be phonetic.
(2) Furthermore, any phonetic system which will be really useful to China in solving the educational problem
must be useful to the people of all parts of China. But since the spoken language of China is not unified, a
phonetic system cannot meet with universal success. Although the so-called Mandarin dialect is spoken with
various degrees of modification in a large number of the provinces of China, and is understood by a large number
of people throughout the nation, there are severa1 provinces where Mandarin is not understood except by a very,
very small percentage of the peop1e.
(3) All of these territories have numerous different dialects, and some of them are absolutely unintelligible to
people who do not live in the particular localities where such dia1ects are spoken. An alphabet based upon
phonetic principles will necessarily provide for the spelling out of the very language the people speak, and since
there are so many different dialects, the result will be that on paper there will be as many wrtten languages as
there are spoken dialects.
*
National unification is no small problem today. Such a proposition introduced and put into practical operation
may mean the breaking up of the country in a more permanent way than the present system of writing will
occasion. This seems true to some people, because the existent hieroglyphic system of writing, although
pronounced differently in different localities according to spoken dialects, is nevertheless understood everywhere
throughout the country. The meaning of a particular character is the same all over the country, and the written
language is therefore a bond of unification. People can communicate without difficulty; not so with the alphabetic
system of writing, unless it does not try to spell out the spoken language of the people; and in this latter case it
loses the very inherent value it possesses.
(1) This objection is being answered by the argument that the increasing facilities in transportation will bring
people of different localities into closer relationship, thereby reducing the differences in spoken language to a
minimum. This of course will do a great deal, and as a matter of fact it is one of the great hopes for the unification
of the spoken Chinese language. But the difficulty still exists. What about the situation within the next few
decades before the results of better transportation facilities are fully realized?
(2) The second important fact that claims our attention is that the Chinese language has been several thousands
of years in the making. It is a veritable treasure of the great racial inheritances: literature, history, philosophy,
traditions—everything worthy of being is embodied in it. Any tendency to give up the Chinese system of writing
involves a sacrifice which no race can afford to make.
In this, one has to be very careful. The history of education and the evolution: of the European languages
sound a warning to any young student of Chinese education. Here the situation is evidently the same as has been
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witnessed by the historians of Europe. Dante put his important writings into Latin instead of the vernacular, for
fear that the vernacular would not live as long as the time-honored Latin.
But history tells us that almost the reverse has been true. In the same way, will not the alphabetic system of
writing in China take the place of the present system of writing, just as the Italian has tended to replace the Latin
in the practical uses and intellectual status of the Italian people? To this question, no one dare answer harshly or
hastily.
But even the strong advocates of the new alphabetic system in China freely and unhesitatingly admit that the
written language of China will not lose its significant place and yield to the alphabetic system, to say the least, in
a few decades, completely its position, which it has occupied for centuries.
(3) The third fact which we must not lose sight of is that the educational problem is an immediate problem. and
something must be done toward making the written language a more efficient vehicle of thought and expression
of the school population in China. In any event, we must ask ourselves seriously: Have we done justice to the
written language we already possess? We believe that we are not in a position to answer this question
affirmatively.
We believe that a careful analysis of the nature of the difficulty with the Chinese written language is needed to
clarify our vision. But this is a task as great as it is important. We can only touch upon it briefly as the
introduction to our own specific problem. From our point of view, stated very briefly, there are three outstanding
features of the problem.
(1) First: The separation of the written from the spoken language. This means that the vernaculars spoken by
the people are different from what they write down on paper. This means that the pronunciation of what is written
is determined and modified by the vernacular itself. This means that there is such a difference as that between the
everyday expression and the so-called “literary expression.”
It is a notorious fact that a Chinese letter properly written even in the form of ordinary business
correspondence cannot dispense with a large number of literary expressions without producing blunders. For
educational purposes the acquisition of the writing system is not far different from learning a new language, and
the writing down of one’s thoughts with that written language is equivalent to a process of translating from the
vernacular to a literary script.
(2) The second source of difficulty lies in the Chinese grammar, and syntax in particular. The Chinese language
was never codified into a system of grammar until very recently. Before the monumental work of Ma in 1900
there were practically no systematic treatises of Chinese grammar available to school children which would
correspond to the same thing in the Occidental languages. No rules for guidance in any systematic form were
available for study. So much depended upon the position of the various words that a real mastery of these
principles which were unwritten was no mean task.
(3) The third difficulty came from the symbols themselves. In the first place, being monosyllabic, they have no
prefixes or suffixes. Thus variation can only come by using a separate symbol. This monosyllabic feature again
necessitates more characters for different meanings. Thus the great number of symbols to be learned presents a
sharp contrast to the facility possessed by an alphabetic system.
*
But with all these and other difficulties, it has been suggested that the Chinese written language has not been
given a fair trial, and justice should be done to it before there is any attention to slight it. From our point of view
and for educational purposes, the two most important sources of difficulties are these: first, the inadequate
standards and requirements for education; second, the poor methods of teaching.
That is to say, if the standard of writing and the requirements of the knowledge of Chinese were carefully
worked out, and standards properly set up for educational purposes, much of the difficulty would be reduced. And
if methods of teaching are carefully worked out on sound psychological principles, the difficulty will further be
reduced.
Instead of insisting on archaic, literary and poetic style, we should require a style as simple as possible and as
near as possible to the everyday conversational type. Instead of requiring people to learn many thousands of
symbols, we can limit the number to a minimum absolutely necessary for the practical uses of the average citizen.
The attempt, in this direction, as a solution of the problem has been gradually coming to the attention of the
serious minded people in China today. A movement has been on foot, and has been vigorously carried out, amidst
prejudice and opposition, advocating the use of simple style, the “conversational style”, so-called, for all
purposes. The task of perfecting such a style and elevating it to a respectable position, enriching it with new
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developments, is one of the most important tasks which has challenged the imagination of real literary leaders of
China who have the vision, the intellect, and the undaunted courage to undertake it.
The second line of attack, by limiting the number of characters to be learned, has been adopted by several
students of education. We reserve the discussion of this phase of the problem until later studies. Suffice to say that
the problem has not been faced with scientific accuracy. There is a field for serious students to go into.
The poor methods of teaching, from our point of view, are greatly responsible for a large amount of difficulty
that the Chinese student has to face in learning the written language. We believe to improve the method of
teaching scientifically, we must find out, with experimental methods, the learning processes and the various
problems involved in the various phases of learning the Chinese language. It goes without saying that the problem
is a tremendous and complicated one. One will be most fortunate and happy to be able to touch the corner of one
phase of it. Even to do that much successfully is by no means the work of a few years . Our investigation was
animated by a strong conviction that, by an earnest and persistent application of Experimental Psychology, new
light may come which will point to us the direction towards which we may improve the methods of teaching the
Chinese written language.
*
With so much general introduction, we can now discuss in which the specific problems which our investigation
tries to study. The general problem of teaching Chinese, like the problem of teaching anything can be attacked
from various angles. A profitable study can be made of the philosophical side which has been practically the only
direction in which the scholars in China have interested themselves until very recently. Even today many insist
that nothing can be done unless the problem is thoroughly treated from the point of view of philology.
Another line of attack [that] is more direct and, we believe, more urgent is the study from the grammatical side
of the problem. The proper formulation of grammatical rules, the effective use and application of these rules in a
formal way is not strictly a scientific approach in the actual teaching; but an investigation in such line will
undoubtedly help to give some new light on the principles of teaching, especially on the problem of syntax which
is of such tremendous importance in Chinese writing. This again has been the center of interest and controversy
among the students of education in China. Most of the modern studies made on the problem of teaching Chinese
have been made all the discussion of theories and practice of teaching grammar.
*
There is one line of approach which has been practically ignored, and that is the investigation of the problem:
have the children learn the individual characters. It is too evident to mention that, unless the children know some
characters, they have no materials with which to use grammar. This is the line in which we are particularly
interested. We fully realize that the problem is related, in an intricate way, with the problem of grammar, sentence
formation, etc. yet we feel that it is justifiable to isolate it from the larger and more intricate problem, in order to
come into closer range and more detailed examination of this one phase. And in the end we may after all be able
to contribute more substantially to the larger problem in this way. Our problem, put in a general way, is this: A
Preliminary Analysis, by Means of Experimental Psychology, of Some Factors Involved in the Process of
Learning Chinese Characters.
The reasonable and practical way in which to study an educational problem by means of educational
psychology is to seek light on the following questions: (1) In term of educational psychology, what are the
“bonds” involved in the learning of the particular subject? (2) How can these bonds be most effectively formed?
The first of these two questions calls for an analysis of bonds; the second question calls for several things: (1)
It requires an investigation of how the bonds have been formed in the ordinary practice; (2) How these bonds will
be formed under controlled conditions; (3) The test of the strength of the various bonds under definable
conditions; (4) The relative degree of difficulty of various bonds; (5) The order in which various bonds should be
formed; (6) The various elements of the bond which have a determining influence upon its effective formation.
*
Following this analysis, our general problem resolves itself' into several specific problems, among which the
following were chosen to be our objectives:
(1) What are the fundamental bonds to be formed in learning individual Chinese characters?
(2) How are these bonds formed?
(3) What are the relative strengths of these bonds?
(4) What part does the complexity of the characters play in the formation of bonds? Does the number of
strokes which constitutes the character bear any important relation to the degree of difficulty in learning the
character?
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(5) What are the factors that have a determining influence upon the learning of the characters? Does the
position of the elements in a character p1ay an important role? What part does the radicals of the characters play
in the learning of the characters?
For answering these questions we devised ten different experiments, using one hundred and thirty-three
different subjects. The investigation covered a period of over two years, and with the exception of three
experiments which employed fifty subjects at one time, all the other experiments were performed by the other
eighty three subjects individually, one at a time. There are certain variations in some of these experiments when
they are performed by different subjects. For the sake of convenience and clearness, we identify the experiments
by letters of the alphabet: A, B, C, D, E, F, G, H, J, K, and L. They are further distinguished from each other by
prefixing a number to the letters of the alphabet: thus we have experiments 1A, 2A, 3A, and 4A, which are for a
large part the same, using the same materials, but with slightly different procedure, using different subjects.
Similarly, the experiments 5B, 6B, 7B, 8B, 9B, and 10B. The numbers have been made consecutive; thus after 4A
it is not lB, but 5B, and after 10B it is not 1C, but 11C, and 12D, etc. Thus arranged and numbered there are
nineteen experiments.
*
After careful research, there is practically no work in print which has come to our notice that directly deals
with she problem with which we are dealing.\fn{ February 1920} This is not a surprise, for experimental psychology
has been practically unknown in China until recent years. This investigation is a sort of pioneer work with no
guidance except our own plans. It is gratifying, however, to know that one of the subjects who served in one of
our experiments acknowledged his indebtedness to the invitation asking him to serve as a subject, because two
years after he served as a subject, he began to do some minor investigations in experimental psychology on some
phases of learning Chinese. His investigation was incorporated into a thesis which he offered as a partial
requirement for the Master’s Degree in the Department of Psychology at Columbia University. He told us that our
work gave the impetus for his investigation. His work, however, was on a different line from ours.
There was one other study made by a Chinese student in the University of Chicago which, according to its
author, was merely an introductory sketch on the question of eye movement in learning Chinese. He specifically
stated that it was simply a sketch, and was bit followed up with experimental investigation. An experimental
investigation was made, with reference to eye movement in learning Chinese, by a Japanese student of
psychology, a few years ago. The work was not published and, according to its author, the work was also
fragmentary and only introductory.
Aside from these, practically no beginning has been made.
192.130 & 194.40 & 203.134 & 208.20 1. Religion In Chinese Life 2. Excerpt from Eminent Chinese Of The
Ch’ing Period: “Preface” 3. Wang Zhaojun: Patriotic Heroine Of China 4. Women’s Place In Chinese
History\fn{by Hu Shi (1891-1962)} Shanghai, Jiangsu Province, China (M) 16
1
It has often been observed that the Chinese people are not interested in what the Christians understand as
religious life. It has even been said that the Chinese people are not religious.
It is true that the Chinese are not so religious as the Hindus, or even as the Japanese; and they are certainly not
so religious as the Christian missionaries desire them to be. Practically all the prominent leaders of thought in
China today\fn{This was first published in 1933:H} are openly agnostics and even atheists. And the young men are even
openly anti-religious. Although the fierce anti-religious movements of a few years ago have now subsided, it
cannot be denied that the educated people in China are indifferent to religion and that the whole intellectual
tendency there is not favorable to any religious movement or revival.
But I wish to point out that it is entirely wrong to say that the Chinese are not religious.
No people is really incapable of religious life or experience. But there is always a difference in the definitions.
And there is always a vast difference in the degree of religiosity or piety, varying from the modern church-goer to
the medieval saint. In the eyes of the medieval saint no one in this audience who listens patiently to a “heathen”
lecturing on comparative religion can be said to be religious! Similarly, a people who may not have cultivated
such habits as church-going, grace-saying, hymn-singing, and praying, and who may take no interest in the
problems of the second person in the trinity, of transubstantiation, of the proper degree of submergence in baptism
—such a people may have their own religion which may not necessarily be worse than that of any other people.
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The Chinese word for “religion” is chiao which means teaching or a system of teaching. To teach people to
believe in a particular deity is a chiao; but to teach them how to behave toward other men is also a chiao. The
ancients did say that “the sages founded religions (chio) on the ways of the gods.” But it is not always necessary
to make use of such supernatural expedients.
And the Chinese people make no distinction between the theistic religions and the purely moral teachings of
their sages. Therefore, the term chiao is applied to Buddhism, Taoism, Mohammedanism, Christianity, as well as
Confucianism. They are all systems of moral teaching. Teaching a moral life is the essential thing; and “the ways
of the gods” are merely one of the possible means of sanctioning that teaching.
That is in substance the Chinese conception of religion.
The other factor, the degree of piety, which is in reality a degree of religious fanaticism, is always a result of
historical circumstances. It is as accidental as the number of gods worshiped or the color of the vestments of the
priests. In the life of every people with a long history there are always periods of varied intensity in religious
experience. The Greek philosophers calmly discussed their gods, and some ridiculed them; the Romans tolerated
them and the Christians destroyed them all in favor of their one God; the medieval saints lived and had their
whole being in God; the modern Christian peoples fought long and bloody wars over their religious differences
and burned witches and heretics in the name of their God; and the present age seems to be again returning to the
attitude of the Greek sophists.
The Chinese people, too, went through all kinds of vicissitudes in their religious development. There were long
periods in Chinese history when this people also became so fanatically religious that a pious monk would burn a
finger, or an arm, or the whole body, willingly and devoutly, as the supreme form of devotion to his Buddhist
faith. There were times when every fourth man in the population would be a Buddhist monk or a Taoist priest.
There were times when the court and the people spent millions of ounces of silver yearly to build grand temples
and monasteries, and millions of acres of land were donated to the monasteries as voluntary offerings to the gods.
No student of Chinese history can say that the Chinese are incapable of religious experience, even when judged
by the standards of medieval Europe or pious India.
*
But there were a series of historical factors of very great importance which tended to make the Chinese people
less other-worldly than the other historical races of the earth.
One of these was the fact that our civilization began in the north-temperate zone where the bounty of nature
was never abundant and the struggle for existence was always hard. This produced a hard working, simply living,
but never wildly imaginative people. They had no time to indulge in speculating about the ways of the gods, or in
effusive praises of the wonderful benevolence of heaven which they never enjoyed. They had a very simple
religion consisting chiefly in a worship of their own ancestors, a belief in the spirits and the powers of the natural
forces, a worship of a supreme God or heaven (which was probably evolved out of the worship of natural objects),
and a belief in divination. To these they added a belief in the idea of retribution of good and evil. There was
neither Hell nor Paradise; no life after death, only a firm belief in the importance of the perpetuation of the family
line, probably primarily for economic reasons.
This was the original religion of the Chinese. The extreme simplicity of this racial religion was the most
remarkable in the history of mankind. There was little mythology, and little elaborate, ritualism. It never had a
generic name, and I have elsewhere proposed to call it “Siniticism.”
Another important historical factor is the fact that this already very simple religion was further simplified and
purified by the early philosophers of ancient China. Our first great philosopher was a founder of naturalism; and
our second great philosopher was an agnostic. Laotze taught that heaven and earth were unkind: they treated all
beings like dogs and grass. He revolted against the anthropomorphic conception of a supreme God. There was
only a natural process which he called the “Tao,” or way. Everything becomes such of itself. The Tao does
nothing; and yet it achieves everything. It was this naturalistic conception of the universe which in later ages
always came up to serve as an effective weapon against superstition and anthropomorphic religion.
Confucius was a humanist and an agnostic. When asked about death and the proper duties to the spirits and the
gods, he replied:
“We know not about life, how can we know death? And we have not learned how to serve men, how can we
serve the gods?” Life and human society are the chief concern of Confucianism and, through it, the chief concern
of the Chinese people. Confucius also said:
“To say that you know a thing when you know it, and to say that you do not know when you know it not, that
is knowledge.”
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That is his formulation of agnosticism. A historically minded man, Confucius did not openly repudiate the
spirits and the gods of the people. But he told one of his disciples:
“Revere the gods, but be aloof from them.” And in the Analects, this rule was laid down:
“Worship as if something were present; worship a god as if he were present.”
This is no hypocrisy, but the psychology of religious reverence. As his followers have put it,
“When you have purified yourself for the worship and put on the grand sacrificial robes, the solemnity of the
occasion naturally makes you feel as if the objects of worship were really above you, and on the right and left of
you.” And it is not uncommon today to find written on the village shrines in big characters the Confucian motto:
“As if he were above you” (ju tsai ch’i shang)!
*
Laotze and Confucius were teachers of a naturalistic attitude toward religion. The former taught us to follow
the course of nature; the latter, to aboide by fate.
“Life and death are ordained, and wealth and honor are determined in Heaven.”
This deterministic attitude, while quite religious in itself, was not favorable to the older belief in the efficacy of
appeasing the gods for favors or for averting misfortunes.
“A gentleman,” says on Confucius, sorrows not, nor fears. As long as he finds no inward guilt, why should he
sorrow, and what should he fear?”
And the Confucianists actually tried to found a new religion of filial piety without the benefit of the gods. This
religion centers around the idea that the human body is the sacred inheritance from the parents, and must always
be regarded as such.
“There are three forms of filial piety: the highest is to glorify one’s parents; next, not to degrade them; and
lastly, to support them.”
“This body is inherited from our parents. How dare we act irreverently with this inheritance? Therefore, to live
carelessly is a sin against filial duty; so is disloyalty to our princes; so is dishonesty in office; so is faithlessness to
friends; and so is lack of courage on the battlefield. Failure in anyone of these five duties will disgrace one’s
parents. Dare we act without reverence?”
“The dutiful son never moves a step without thinking of his parents; nor utters a word without thinking of his
parents.”
The parents thus take the place of God or the gods as a new moral sanction of human action.
*
But all these rationalistic simplifications were of course too sophisticated for the general populace. The people
carried on their Sinitic religion as of old, and from time to time they added to it the new increments acquired by
contact with other races. And from time to time, great religious movements arose under the leadership of men
more pious and inspired than Laotze and Confucius.
Thus there arose the great religion of Moism in the fifth century B.C. under the great religious reformer Mo Ti
who was dissatisfied with the rationalist tendencies of the age and who tried to revive the old Sinitic religion by
purifying it and giving it a new and more inspiring meaning. He taught a personal god who wills and knows and
has the power to reward and punish, and whose will is love—unlimited love for all men without distinction.
Thus again there arose the great religious movement in 'the second century B.C. under the Confucianist leader
Tung Chung-shu, who tried to found a state religion of Siniticism under the disguise of Confucianism. The heart
of this new religion of the Han Dynasty was the old Sinitic idea of a teleological god and of retribution for good
and evil. He taught that “the action of man, when it reaches the highest level of goodness or evil, all flows into the
universal course of Heaven and Earth, and causes responsive reverberations in their manifestations.” When the
government has done an evil act, God will give warning in the form of such catastrophes as fire, floods, famines,
earthquakes, and mountain slides. And when the warnings are not heeded, then heaven will cause strange
anomalies to appear on earth to terrify the rulers into repentance. The class of “anomalies” include such things as
comets, sun eclipses, the growing of beards on women, etc. And it is only when these anomalies fail to check
misgovernment that final ruin and destruction shall befall the empire. For God is always kind to the rulers of man.
This religion, which apparently had the political motive of attempting to check the unlimited power of the
despots, was zealously perpetuated by the scholars throughout the later centuries.
Then, about the first century B.C., there came the great cultural invasion, from India, the introduction of
Buddhism. No one really knows how this came about. By 65 A.D. it had already been embraced by a prince of the
imperial family; by 165 it was accepted by an emperor who worshiped Buddha together with Laotze. By 200 it
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was defended by one of the Chinese intellectuals in Southern China. By 300 it was talked about by all educated
Chinese and was becoming the most popular religion of the people.
China had never seen so elaborate and spectacular a religion. The very simple faith of Siniticism was
overwhelmed, and it was speedily conquered. The Chinese people were dazzled, baffled, and carried away by this
marvelous religion of rich imagery, beautiful and captivating ritualism, and wonderfully ingenious metaphysics.
There was not only a heaven, but thousands of heavens; not only a hell, but 18 hells of ever increasing severity
and horror. The religious imagination of the Indian people seemed so inexhaustible and always of such marvelous
architectonic structure.
China readily acknowledged her crushing defeat. China was so completely Buddhist that everything that came
from the Buddhist country of India was readily accepted and became a fashion. Even the worst features of
Mahayana Buddhism were blindly taken up by Chinese believers. The practice of burning one’s body as a
sacrifice was frequently encouraged by the extreme fanatics; the lives of monks who burned themselves to death
were recorded in the Buddhist biographies in a special section as exemplary achievements of supreme devotion
and piety. Under the T’ang dynasty, some strange monk from India would bring a piece of human bone and call it
a sacred relic of the Buddha; and he would be so devoutly believed that the imperial court and the whole
population would suspend all business and march in solemn processions to greet the Buddha relic. Truly had
humanist China lost her head and gone completely mad under the powerful enchantment. of this imported religion
from India!
But the native rationalistic mentality of the Chinese intelligentsia gradually reasserted itself and revolted
against this humiliating domination of the whole nation by a foreign religion which was opposed to all the best
traditions of the native civilization.
Its celibacy was fundamentally opposed to the Chinese society which emphasized the importance of
continuation of the ancestral lineage.
Its mendicant system was distasteful to the Chinese social and political thinker who was naturally alarmed by
the presence of millions of monks and nuns living as parasites on society.
Its austere forms of asceticism and self-sacrifice and suicide were fundamentally against the idea of filial piety
which regarded the human body as a sacred inheritance from one’s parents.
Its wonderfully abstruse mythology and metaphysics, never ending in the most ingenious inventions of new
gods and new titles of the gods, and never failing in the most hair-splitting differentiations and subdifferentiations,
were most foreign to the simple and straightforward ways of thinking of the native tradition
And, most important of all, the whole scheme of salvation as taught in Buddhism seemed to the Chinese
thinker as most selfish and anti-social. Each man endeavors to become an arahat, a bodhisattva, or a buddha. But,
the Chinese began to ask, for what end? What value is there in a salvation which must require the forsaking of the
family and the desertion of all one’s duties to the family and the state?
*
The Chinese revolt against Buddhism took many forms. At first it was an attempt to replace it by some native
imitation of the imported institution. The native religion of Taoism, which rose in the centuries after the gradual
invasion of Buddhism, was a revival of the old Sinitic religion of the people under the influence of the impact of
Buddhist ideas and practices. First unconsciously, and then fully consciously, Taoism undertook to kill its foreign
rival by imitating every feature of it. It invented a founder by superimposing this popular Sinitic religion on
Laotze who was then elevated to the position of a supreme god. A Taoist trinity was modeled after the Buddhist. A
Taoist canon was gradually but consciously forged after the model of the Buddhist sutras. Heavens and hells were
taken over from the Indian religion, and given Chinese names, and they were presided over by Chinese gods
deified from the historical heroes of the race. Orders of priests and priestesses were formed in imitation of the
Buddhist monasteries and nunneries.
Then they began to persecute the foreign religion of Buddhism. Several great and nation-wide persecutions
took place in 446, in 574, in 845, and in 955. In each case, the motive was clearly one of a nationalistic attack on
an alien faith.
In the meantime, the Chinese Buddhists themselves had started their revolt against Buddhism. They could not
long swallow the whole output of the wonderful ingenuity of Indian metaphysical obscurantism and religious
imagination. They began to simplify it to two essential elements: meditation and insight. Then they began to see
that even meditation was not quite necessary. So they threw overboard all that complicated machinery of
meditation, beginning with breath-control and ending in the attainment of the supreme stages of quietude and the
mastery of supernatural powers. Soon they began to preach that all the ritualism and verbalism, and all the
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Buddhas and Bodhisattvas, all the sutras and charms and spells were useless and must be discarded. The
Buddhahood is within you; the law is within you; and salvation is within you. And salvation must be sought
through the ripe awakening of one’s own understanding, through intellectual enlightenment, for which no external
assistance could avail, and which must be the result of the individual’s patient seeking and traveling and coming
into contact with the best minds of the age. This was the meaning of the development of Dhyana or Ch’an or Zen
Buddhism in China.
Then the Chinese Confucianist scholars arose in the eleventh and twelfth centuries, and dealt the fatal blow to
this already much-battered Buddhist religion.
The Confucianists began to understand the religion of Buddhism as simplified by the Zennists, and they
proceeded to reinterpret the classical literature of Confucianism in the light of what they had learned from the
medieval religions. To their delight and surprise, they could find all the problems of the Zen schools in the
philosophers of the classical period. There was the ideal of the perfection of the individual through intellectual
training. But the perfection of the individual was never an end in itself, nor was it merely for the sake of
individual salvation in which the Chinese philosophers were never interested. The perfection of the individual was
only the necessary step for the ordering of the family, the state, and the world. The whole aim must be the
improvement of society. The ideal was to be a social one.
All this they found in a little book of post-Confucian origin, called the Great Learning, a booklet of 1,700
words, which had been a part of the Li Ki and had attracted very little attention from the scholars for hundreds of
years until the Sung scholars began to dig it out of its long oblivion. From this little book, the neo-Confucian
philosophers slowly built up a secular philosophy which became the orthodox moral and social teaching for more
than seven centuries.
The new philosophy appealed to the humanist tradition of the Chinese, and began to have the sanction of the
government and the public. After this philosophy had attained official recognition and was taught in all Chinese
schools, the medieval religions began to fade away and die out without another persecution. The best minds of the
nation no longer patronized their teachings, and even the Zen schools no longer produced first-rate leaders. Their
vitality had been sapped away by the vogue of the more humane and social and more intelligible native systems of
thought.
The revolt of China against the religion of India had succeeded.
*
The development of critical and scientific scholarship from the seventeenth century down has tended to make
the new Confucianist thought drift still farther and farther away from the influence of the medieval religions. The
new intellectual life, which was characterized by the development of the humanistic and historical studies, was a
continuation of the tendency traceable back to the early days of the Chinese revolt against Buddhism.
But, with the contact of the various religious sects of Christianity, there began in the last decades of the
nineteenth century a new movement to give China a native religion. It was thought by some leaders of the reforms
that probably at least one of China’s weaknesses was the lack of a national religion which could uplift the morals
of the people and unite the feelings and sentiments of the whole nation. The outstanding leader of this line of
thought was K’ang Yu-wei, the reformer of 1898, and the religion he proposed to establish as the national religion
of China was Confucianism. He wrote and preached in favor of this political establishment of Confucianism. He
initiated the practice of dating Chinese history from the birth of Confucius (551 B.C.), after the fashion in the
West of dating history in terms of the Christian era.
But he belonged to a school of classical scholarship which believed that a large portion of the classics, the
portion that was originally written in the so-called “ancient script,” was a forgery made in the Han dynasty. He
tried to prove, with copious evidences, and with audacity and critical methodology, that these texts were forged by
a clever scholar of the beginning of the Christian era, by name Liu Hsin, who fabricated them as a moral support
to the usurper-emperor Wang Mang. His arguments were quite convincing to many scholars, and this new critical
school has a large following even to this day.
But his ardent advocacy of a political establishment of Confucianism as a state religion. was received with
little or no enthusiasm. Even his great disciple, Liang Ch’i-ch’ao, was opposed to it.
The explanation was quite simple. The few classics he had tried to dethrone were the most readable and the
most influential of all the classics. If they were to be condemned as forgeries, very little would be left of
Confucianism. The remaining texts were difficult to understand and contained little moral teaching. The new
interpretations which K’ang’s school had tried to read into them were quite as abstruse as the texts themselves. To
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establish Confucianism after such a radical expurgation would be as ridiculous as to see Hamlet with the Prince of
Denmark left out.
As late as 1915 and 1916, K’ang Yu-wei and his followers tried to influence Yuan Shih-kai and the
Constitutional Convention to incorporate a clause in the new Constitution of the Republic, establishing the
teaching of the Confucian school as the basic system of moral education in China. Under the influence of Yuan
Shih-kai, this clause was accepted by the framers of the draft Constitution. But the new leaders of the intellectual
class, notably Ts’ai Yuen-p’ei, Wu Chih-hui, and Ch’en Tu-shiu, fought hard against its adoption in the final text
of the Constitution. The words of Mr. Ch’en Tu-shiu are worth quoting as indicating the new temper of the age.
He said:
“All religions are useless as instruments of government and education. They are to be classed with the other
discarded idols of a past age. Even if we may concede that a religion may be needed by an uneducated people, are
we justified in disregarding all the teachings of the other religions? We shall be guilty of encroaching upon the
religious liberty of the people, if the other religions are ignored and Confucianism alone is constitutionally
recognized.”
And he went on to show that Confucianism was the very system of thought which had justified and
rationalized the political institution of despotic rule throughout all these centuries, and which must go with the
final disappearance of the unlimited monarchy.
“The morals taught by Confucius and his school, belonged to the age of feudalism, and are mostly unsuited to
an age of democracy.”
The anti-Confucianists won their fight in the end. Mr. Yuan Shih-kai, who supported this Confucianist
establishment, tried to make himself an emperor, and failed. Mr. K’ang Yu-wei, who led this movement, took part
in the abortive movement in 1917 to restore the Manchu Monarchy with the aid of a reactionary general. The
restoration lasted 12 days and then failed completely. These political intrigues greatly discredited the new
Confucianist movement, which, as the radical thinkers had predicted, was proved to be in league with the
reactionary and monarchist movements.
*
It is interesting to note that the leaders of anti-religious thought in the first decade of the Republic were largely
men of mature age and old scholarship. Ts’ai Yuen-p’ei and Wu Chih-hui were both outstanding figures of the
older generation. Ts’ai was a Hanlin, that is, a member of the old literary Academy, and was then Chancellor of
the National Peking University. In 1917 he gave a public lecture in which he frankly expressed his conviction that
the religions of the world were obstacles to human progress and that the Chinese mentality was not favorable to
religious attitudes. He proposed a peculiar substitute for religion. He thought that religion was essentially a
product of the instinctive love for beauty and sublimity, and that it might be replaced by a universal education in
aesthetics, a training which should lead men to love the beautiful and the sublime in human conduct as well as in
nature.
In 1923 there arose in the Chinese periodicals a long controversy over the relationship between science and the
outlook on life. The post-war pessimism of Europe had by that time made itself felt in Chinese circles through the
writings of Mr. Liang Ch’i-ch’ao and his friends, who were telling the country that science had proved itself
bankrupt as the new savior of mankind, and that the solution of the riddle of life could not be found through the
channels of science. The defenders of science hastened to reply to these attacks, and the controversy lasted more
than a year. When a part of the controversial literature was collected, it amounted to over 250,000 words. With the
exception of a few conservative scholars trained in German philosophy through the Japanese schools, the majority
of those who took part in this debate were on the side of science which they held to be capable of dealing with all
problems of human life and conduct.
The most significant event of this controversy was a long essay of 70,000 words by the veteran thinker Mr. Wu
Chih-hui. It had this title:
“A New Conception of the Universe and of Life, Based upon a New Belief.”
In this essay the old scholar unreservedly accepted the mechanistic conception of the universe, and built up a
philosophy of life which, in his own words, “ruled out the term ‘God’ and banished the soul or the spirit.” He
defined man as the animal with two hands and a big brain which enable him to make tools. This tool-making
animal has been able to create a wonderful civilization merely through the accumulation of tools with which he
subdues nature and betters his own living. The greatest achievement of man is science together with all its
applications which greatly multiply the power of man to do work and to produce things for his enjoyment and
betterment.
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Mr. Wu holds that the moral life of mankind has greatly improved with the advancement of science and
technology; and that man has never achieved a moral life anywhere or at any other time in history which can be
proved to be higher than that of the age of science and its machines. He maintains that no religion, but science
alone, will be needed to make mankind even better and more moral. He tries to prove that all the moral sentiments
expressed in the old religious systems and moral philosophies were merely empty words without the ability or the
tools to realize them in actual life. It is science alone which has given man not only the new sympathy, but the
new capability to do good which the mendicant saints of medieval times could never possess. Man must therefore
rely upon himself, and himself alone, in his ceaseless endeavor to increase his tools, to extend his knowledge and
power to the utmost, and thereby to make himself more and more moral by being in possession of greater power
to solve the perplexities and difficulties of life.
“I firmly believe that men of this age are far superior to those of any previous age; and I believe that men of
the coming ages will be even better than ourselves. And I firmly believe that the more material progress is
achieved, the more goods will be produced, the more needs will be met, and the more easily will man be in a
position to solve all the most perplexing problems of the world.”
Mr. Wu Chih-hui is now sixty-eight years old. In him we see the intellectualistic and rationalistic philosophy of
life, which is not merely the result of scientific influence from the West, but is the happy combination of that
influence with the whole naturalistic and rationalistic tradition of the Chinese people. It is that combination which
makes us feel completely at home in this world; and it is that which has led some of us better to appreciate the
intellectual and moral significance inherent in Western civilization which the Western philosopher, because of the
tremendous weight of a religious tradition, has not always been willing to recognize.
2
This work, Eminent Chinese of the Ch'ing Period, is primarily planned as a biographical dictionary of the last
three centuries.\fn{This was written in 1943} As such, there is at present no other work of the kind in any language,
including Chinese, which can compare with it in comprehensiveness of conception, in objectivity of treatment,
and in general usefulness.
In order fully to appreciate the excellence of this work, it seems necessary to give a general estimate of the
Chinese biographical literature which forms the chief source of material for this series of eight hundred
biographies.
In quantity, this literature is enormous. Of the “Thirty-three Collections of Ch’ing Dynasty Biographies” (see
Editor's Note) which constitute the backbone of this source material, the four major collections alone, namely, the
Ch’i-hsien lei-chêng and the three series of Pei-chuan chi, total over 1,110 chüan. In addition to these vast
collections, there are hundreds of nien-p’u or chronologically arranged biographies and autobiographies. The
immensity of the task of selection, translation and editing is truly appalling.
Much of this source material suffers from a number of serious defects. The Manchu conquest of China and the
racial struggles and prejudices resulting from it greatly restricted the freedom of all historical and biographical
writing that had anything to do with persons and events connected with the long conflicts between the two
peoples. Court intrigue and political and partisan strife throughout the dynasty also were responsible for much of
the suppression and distortion of biographical truth. The tyranny of the intellectual fashion of the age, the
traditional prejudices against unorthodox thinkers, writers or artists, and dynastic or political support of schools of
thought supposedly advantageous to the reigning house, led to distorted judgments in biographical literature.
Numerous works were irretrievably lost through official prohibition and long neglect. Official “veritable” records
were doctored and sometimes re-doctored. Private works were altered and deleted in order to make publication or
re-publication possible.
In recent decades, modern scholarship has done much to unearth hidden documents, establish new evidence,
and rectify some of the distorted versions of earlier biographers. Unexpurgated editions of suppressed works have
appeared. New biographies of once defamed personages have been produced. But the process of suppression and
distortion has been going on too long, and on far too extensive a scale, to make it possible for modern research
fully to remedy and rectify. In many cases the truth will probably never be known.
Chinese biographical literature is, moreover, most defective in dealing with those men whose life and work
brought them into direct contact with foreign countries and peoples-men like the early Chinese Christians of the
17th century, or those persons who took part in the Anglo-Chinese wars and negotiations of 1839-42, in the
Taiping rebellion and its suppression, or in diplomatic relations with foreign powers from the days of the Taiping
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rebellion to the end of the dynasty. In writing about these men, Chinese biographers of the old school invariably
failed to make use of non-Chinese sources, which in many cases are absolutely necessary to supplement the
inadequate records written by native scholars ignorant of conditions and events of the outside world. In the case of
the leaders of the Taiping rebellion, wherein the Chinese records were deliberately destroyed or suppressed,
foreign records form almost the only reliable sources of information. The history of the Taiping rebellion, with its
peculiar form of fanatic iconoclasm, would now be unintelligible without the aid of records kept by foreign
observers and missionaries. Indeed, even the numerous official documents and religious tracts published by the
Taiping government have entirely disappeared from China and have only recently been reprinted in China from
copies preserved in British and European archives.
In all these respects, the present contributors to this series of brief biographies of “Eminent Chinese” have
done a great deal to improve upon the traditional biographical material in Chinese. They have exercised
remarkable critical judgment in the selection of the subjects to be included and of the source materials to be used.
They have succeeded very well in the reconstruction of authentic and objective biographies within the rigid
limitations of a biographical dictionary. They have been able to supplement the official and formal biographies by
critical use of unofficial and unorthodox materials. They have made full use of the results of modern historical
research in China. And they have certainly set a good example for future Chinese biographical literature by their
extensive incorporation of non-Chinese source materials in all cases wherein the native record is inadequate or
incomplete.
The articles on such early Chinese Christian leaders as Hsü Kuang-ch’i, Li Chih-tsao, Ch’ü Shih-ssu and
others; those on Hung Hsiu-ch’üan and Hung Jên-kan of the Taiping rebellion; and the many articles on Chinese
statesmen having charge of foreign relations from Lin Tsê-hsü down to I-hsin and Jung-lu, will be found
interesting and valuable to Chinese readers because they contain important information from sources not
accessible to the traditional Chinese biographer.
Such articles as those on the geographical explorer Hsü Hung-tsu, the historian Ts’ui Shu, the novelists Ts’ao
Chan and Wu Ching-tzu, and the scholars Chao I-ch’ing and Tai Chên, with special reference to the century-old
controversy concerning the Shui-ching chu shih—these among others may be cited as examples of fruitful
utilization of contemporary Chinese scholarship.
The greatest difficulty in planning this book, I can imagine, must have been the selection of the eight hundred
men and women as subjects of biographical sketches. The final selection will probably be questioned by some
readers who may fail to find certain of their favorite artists, poets or collectors prominently treated here. I for one
have my own mild complaints of omission. But, after a careful analysis of the book as a whole, I am very well
satisfied with the general plan of selection of biographical subjects. It is a well-balanced selection which takes
into consideration the dynastic, racial, military, territorial, political, intellectual, literary, artistic and religious
phases of Chinese history of the last three centuries, and gives a quite fair apportionment of space to the
personalities who played their part, for better or for worse, in their respective spheres. It is a work of historical
objectivity and justice which accords the same attention to the rebels Hung Hsiu-ch’üan and Li Hsiu-ch’êng as to
the Emperor K’ang-hsi or the Empress Dowager Hsiao-ch’in; to a powerful Grand Secretary of State like Mingju
as to the son of his Korean slave who made money for him by manipulating a monopoly on the sale of salt..
There are numerous other features of merit which greatly enhance the usefulness of this series as a work of
reference for both Western and Chinese readers: Chief among these may be mentioned the more exact
transliteration and transcription of Manchu, Mongol and Tibetan names than has been made before by Chinese
historians; the translation of all Chinese dates into the Gregorian calendar; and the appending of a good
bibliography under each entry, including Chinese and non-Chinese works. All these will be found exceedingly
helpful to students of history.
*
So much for this work as a great biographical dictionary. But Eminent Chinese of the Ch’ing Period is more
than a biographical dictionary. It is the most detailed and the best history of China of the last three hundred years
that one can find anywhere today. It is written in the form of biographies of eight hundred men and women who
made that history. This form, by the way, is in line with the Chinese tradition of historiography.
A methodical student can reconstruct in great detail a political history of modern China by culling materials
from the lives of the empire-builders, statesmen, and generals who conducted the great military campaigns for
territorial conquest and for suppression of anti-Manchu uprisings; the rebels who several times came near
wrecking the empire; the officials who had to deal with the foreigner, about whom they knew nothing; the
Chinese loyalists who kept the flame of anti-Manchu sentiment burning throughout the alien rule and who paid
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for their loyalty with their lives; and the many scholars, writers and artists who made these three centuries an age
of great revival in learning and art. Such a history would be fuller and more interesting than any that has been
written about this period in any European language.
Or, if a student is interested in the cultural and intellectual history of the period, he can find enough material in
this work to write a detailed account of the intellectual and philosophical renaissance of these exciting centuries.
In the lives of Hsü Kuang-ch’i and his fellow Christians, of Ku Yen-wu, Ch’ien Ch’ien-i, Yen Jo-chü, Yen Yüan,
Li Kung and others, he can perceive the rise in the 17 th century of a great revival of learning, even in the midst of
internal disintegration and foreign conquest. In the lives of Hui Tung, Ch’ien Ta-hsin, Chi Yün, Chu Yün, Tai
Chên, Shao Chin-han, Chang Hsüeh-ch’êng, Wang Nien-sun, Ts’ui Shu and their contemporaries, he can see a
new intellectual movement, generally but not quite accurately known as the Movement of Han Learning. It was an
age of unprecedented revival of learning and of philological and historical research, based upon a newly-perfected
critical methodology which goes back to the time of Ku Yen-wu and Yen Jo-chü. And finally, in the lives of Juan
Yüan, Hsü Sung,Chang Mu, Wei Yüan, Ch’ên Li, Tsêng Kuo-fan, Kuo Sung-tao, Wang T’ao, T’an Ssu-t’ung and
K’ang Yu-wei (see under T’an Ssu-t’ung) and their 19 th century contemporaries—in these biographies is revealed
the story of the third and last period of the intellectual renaissance, a period of history coinciding with China’s
first defeats and humiliations in her encounters with the colonial empires of the West and with a militarized Japan.
It was an age of transition, in which, while the intellectual gains of a preceding age were being conserved and
consolidated, there was rising a new spirit of doubt which seriously questioned the soundness and the utility of the
learning and scholarship of the entire Ch’ing period, and which groped for newer and more useful ways of
knowledge and action that might better serve the country in the days of imminent internal collapse and external
aggression.
This I suggest as one of the possible and very interesting ways of using this book as a source of historical
information. There are, of course, other equally interesting ways of using it. For instance, the hundreds of
biographies of Manchu emperors, empresses, princes, nobles, generals and officials in this series may be
systematically studied from the standpoint of a historian who seeks to understand the historical process of a
conquering nation rapidly yielding to and being absorbed by the cultural life of the conquered people. The process
began with such men as Erdeni and Dahai who, long before the Manchus came into China proper, were busy
translating into the newly-written Manchu tongue Chinese works on penal law, military tactics and general
literature. Of the grandsons of Nurhaci, the founder of the Manchu Empire, Gose became a Chinese poet and Fulin, the first Manchu Emperor in China, who began to study Chinese in his teens, was a devotee of Chinese
literature and of Chinese Ch’an Buddhism. Fu-lin left many works in Chinese, including a number of
commentaries on Confucian and Taoist texts. The second emperor, Hsüan-yeh, was a great patron of Chinese arts
and letters, and a large collection of Chinese prose and poetry was published in his name. At least two of his sons,
Yin-li and Yin-hsi, wrote readable poetry in Chinese; Yin-hsi was also known as a Chinese painter and
calligrapher. A grandson of Hsüan-yeh, named Hung-li, who became the fourth emperor, wrote frightfully bad
poems—a fact which proves that they were not retouched by his courtiers. Nevertheless, he wrote and published
over 42,000 Chinese poems, far exceeding the number ever composed by any Chinese poet before or after him!
The same rapid process of cultural assimilation can be read in the history of many Manchu families. The
powerful Mingju, who descended from the Nara clan of the Yehe tribe conquered by Nurhaci in 1619, was only
nine years old at the time of the Manchu conquest of Peking and north China. Under Emperor Hsüan-yeh, he
became a great patron of Chinese literature and scholarship. His son, Singde, was undoubtedly one of the best and
most popular poets of the Ch’ing period. Singde died in 1685, only forty years after the conquest!
I need not multiply such instances, which are overwhelmingly numerous. I wish only to indicate that a student
interested in the problem of “acculturation” can find no better source material than these biographical records of
powerful Manchu ruling families of the last three hundred years. Starting with these brief but suggestive sketches
and following up with such authentic collections of Chinese prose and poetry by Manchu authors as the Pa-c’'i
wên-ching, the Hsi-ch’ao ya-sung chi and Yang Chung-his’s Hsüeh-ch’iao shih-hua, the student of acculturation
will soon realize that military conquest, long and powerful political domination, and explicit prohibition of
intermarriage and adoption of Chinese customs were powerless to stem the irresistible process of voluntary
cultural absorption. He will then understand that it was no accident that, when the Chinese revolution succeeded
in overthrowing the reigning dynasty in 1912, the Manchu people simply took up Chinese family names and
became overnight indistinguishable from the Chinese population.
In concluding this introduction to Eminent Chinese of the Ch’ing Period, I wish to say that this splendid work
has been made possible only by the co-operative effort of some fifty scholars of the Orient and the Occident and
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in particular by the nine years of patient and untiring labor of the editor, Mr. Arthur W. Hummel, and his chief
assistants, Mr. and Mrs. Fang Chao-ying. As my friend Mr. Wang Chung-min once said to me,
“Mr. Hummel, Mr. and Mrs. Fang and Miss Marybelle Bouchard, these four persons alone, have together
devoted more than thirty years of their lives to it.”
As a firm believer in the Baconian ideal of corporate and co-operative research, I sincerely congratulate the
editor and his fifty associates on the signal success of this first great undertaking of international co-operative
research in Chinese history and biography. Under similarly propitious conditions, the undertaking is well worth
repeating.
3
Readers of this biography will, for a certainty, find it odd that the name “Wang Zhaojun” is here joined to the
phrase “patriotic heroine”. Wasn’t Wang Zhaojun the Han dynasty court lady who found no favour with the
emperor? It was she, was it not, who suffered at the hand of the court painter Mao Yanshou, failed to catch the
fancy of Emperor Yuan and was then sent to pacify the barbarians? How could she be considered a patriotic
heroine?
Readers, your doubts are not without foundation, but you’ve been hoodwinked for thousands of years by those
ancients who wrote the books, and you repeat the story even to this day: The simple fact is that this patriotic
heroine, Wang Zhaoujun, has been done 2,000 years of injustice, neglected right up to the present. Since I have
now found conclusive evidence to prove that Wang Zhaojun was indeed a national heroine, I dare not but
commend her to you, that you may all worship at her altar. And this is the reason I wrote the biography that
follows.
First, the old version, which has it that Wang Zhaojun was a court lady to Emperor Yuan of the Han dynasty. In
those days, there were simply too many in the women’s quarters; one couldn’t get to know them all in a short
while. Thereupon, a number of artists were summoned to put the likenesses of all the palace ladies into an
illustrated manual, making it easy for the emperor to look at the person’s likeness in the book and summon her to
his presence by picture.
Now there were many in the harem whose looks were quite ordinary, but who, when they came before the
painter, resorted to bribery; some giving 100,000 cash, others only 50,000. Only Wang Zhaojun found such
shameless and improper behaviour beneath her. Since there was no money in it for him, the artist portrayed
Zhaojun as unattractive. Later the Xiongnu (Xiongnu was the name of a northern foreign tribe in the Han dynasty
that regularly came to harass China) Khan (khan is the title given to the Xiongnu ruler, comparable to the Chinese
term for king) came to court to beg the emperor to grant him a beautiful woman. Emperor Yuan skimmed through
the pictorial directory and, finding Zhaojun the least attractive, acquiesced to the Khan’s request by presenting
him with Zhaojun. The next day, Emperor Yuan called Zhaojun to him, and lo and behold, she was absolutely
lovely; in fact, among the first rank of palace beauties. Her speech and deportment left nothing to be desired.
Emperor Yuan's heart lay heavy within him, but he had promised the Xiongnu Khan and it wouldn’t do to
break one’s word to a barbarian. He could do nothing but give Zhaojun to the Xiongnu. Afterwards, the more
Emperor Yuan thought on it, the greater pity it seemed, and he had all the painters rounded up and executed.
Thus the tale of Wang Zhaojun as it used to be told. Imagine the colossal nerve of those painters, presuming to
flog their wares in the very palace of the emperor. Besides, once Emperor Yuan had a look at Zhaojun, why on
earth didn’t he find somebody else to take her place?
This story is not to be relied upon. The evidence I’ve mustered comes from the old books, too, so it’s not
baseless nonsense. Lend your ears, then, to my tale.
*
Wang Zhaojun, named Qiang, was a native of Zigui in Shu County. Her father was Wang Rang; Zhaojun was
his only child.
From childhood, Zhaojun was different from other little girls. Her every move and gesture were in accordance
with the rules of etiquette. She grew into a woman of both outer beauty and inner intelligence, peerless in grace
and charm. She was just as the writer Song Yu put it:
“A soupçon more would be excessive; a tad less too little. Powder would make her too pale and rouge too
rosy.”
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On top of this, she was gentle, chaste; so much so that before she turned seventeen, she was famous throughout
the land. When she put up her hair and became a woman, the scions of gentry and kings came in droves to seek
her hand. But her father could never bring himself to grant his permission.
It chanced that Emperor Yuan was then choosing ladies for his court. When Wang Rang heard this news, he
sought his daughter out to tell her of his wish to send her to the palace. When Wang Zhaojun heard this and
weighed it up in her own heart, she thought to herself that her father had only one daughter and, as the old saying
aptly puts it,
“When one has a daughter and no son, he has nothing to fall back on in an emergency.”
Since mother and father had only me, how can I just leave my debt to them unpaid? I may as well take this
opportunity to go into the palace. Perhaps I’ll capture the favour of the Son of Heaven and be granted a fairly high
rank, like Zhaoyi or Jieyu. Wouldn’t this bring glory upon my parents and all my ancestors? Then my parents
won’t have given birth to me in vain.
Her mind was made up and she eagerly agreed to Wang Rang’s idea. Seeing that she was willing, Wang Rang
presented his daughter to the palace.
You should realize, Readers, that Zhaojun had acted out of filial piety, desirous of being a daughter who
brought honour upon her house. How was she to know that the depths of the emperor’s palace were a most
wretched and piteous place, a place of which scores of poets, since ancient times, had written scores of poetic
“palace laments”, long ago exhausting the possibilities of the form?
And then there's The Story of the Stone where the imperial concubine, Jia Yuanchun spoke to her father of “that
day you sent me away where no one gets to see me”. That phrase, how mournfully it’s put. If no one sees you, it
goes without saying that any joy in life is gone.
*
Each and every one of the several thousand ladies in the harem is on the alert; they keep watching out for the
emperor’s approach, even going so far as to set bamboo leaves across the doorway and scatter salt water over the
ground to attract the goats pulling his cart. In truth, however good a person you may be, once you are in this
place, how can you hope to catch the Son of Heaven’s gaze, if not by foul and improper currying of favour? Ah,
how could our patriotic heroine, Wang Zhaojun, bring herself to stoop to such sordid and despicable actions as
these?
When Zhaojun arrived at this place and saw such behaviour, she thought that however pretty her features,
however virtuous she might be, she would not, after all, be able to gain the Son of Heaven’s favour. Favour aside,
she could hardly hope to see him at all. If this was the way things were to go on, wouldn’t she end up as a whitehaired concubine? When her thoughts got to this point, Zhaojun’s delicate brows naturally drew together and she
was often in tears.
Readers, you must not forget that the preceding is the history of Wang Zhaojun’s entry into the palace. Now let
me tell you her patriotic history.
*
You need to know, Readers, that the greatest border threat to the Han was the Xiongnu. Ever since the time of
the first Han emperor, Gaozu, they made regular incursions into China, causing our nation to send out troops year
after year, and its people to suffer greatly. During the reign of Emperor Xuan, there was internal disorder among
the Xiongnu. They fought and killed each other, finally breaking apart into two nations, one with Khan Huhanye
at the helm and the other led by Khan Zhizhi. Then the Han dynasty came to the aid of Huhanye, attacking and
killing Zhizhi. Huhanye was extremely pleased by this and came to China,seeking an audience at court. This was
during the first year of the Jingning reign\fn{33BC} of Emperor Yuan.
Now came the time for Wang Zhaojun to make her mark. When Huhanye arrived at the court, he first thanked
the Emperor for his graciousness in restoring his country to him, and then he said,
“Your humble servant owes everything he has today to the beneficence of the Son of Heaven. From this time
forward, I will never more suffer the seeds of disloyalty to sprout in my heart. Now I would like to entreat the
Emperor to grant your servant a Chinese lady, that in addition to being a subject of the Han court he may also be
the son-in-law of the Han and his descendants nephews of the Han. And thus will the Xiongnu from this day
forward eternally be foreign subjects of the court of Heaven.”
The Emperor was pleased by Huhanye’s words; the sticking point was that the Xiongnu lived far outside the
Great Wall, a vast distance of frozen wastes, where deserts reached to the sky: They dwelt in yurts and ate strongsmelling mutton and sour milk. A hard life like that—how could these delicate and helpless little darlings of the
court endure? Who would relinquish this palace with its scented cypress rafters for a life dire beyond description?
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When this occurred to him, the emperor's heart shrank. He summoned a eunuch and had all the palace ladies
brought in, and it was not long before that golden hall was studded with innumerable ladies of exquisite beauty.
Emperor Yuan asked,
“Today the khan of the Xiongnu has entreated us to grant him a lady. If there is one among you willing to go to
the Xiongnu, come forward.” He repeated his question several times, while the ladies gazed at each other in blank
dismay and not one dared to respond.
Wang Zhaojun was there among them. She heard the emperor’s question, and saw how things were with the
others. She knew their thoughts. All of them cared about nothing but their present comforts and were totally
untouched by the fact that national security was at stake. Much troubled by this, she thought to herself, here I,
Wang Qiang, have been in the palace several years already and still have not received the emperor’s favour.
Rather than being a mediocre do-nothing of a palace denizen, why not be a grand princess of a subject state?
Perhaps my looks can move the Xiongnu khan, making him an eternal vassal of the Han. This would first of all
increase the prestige of the Han, and second, cause the two countries to cease war forever. This would keep the
people who live on the border from being plunged into misery and suffering year after year. And in future, even if
the Han history makes no mention of my merit, surely in the frontier fortresses I will be spoken of with praise and
not overlooked? At this thought, she felt even more strongly that this matter was a duty that she, Wang Qiang,
could not shirk. Her mind being made up, she sighed, dejectedly stood up and falteringly moved forward, saying,
“Your humble concubine Wang Qiang is willing to go to the Xiongnu.”
The emperor saw that no one was coming forward and was filled with misgivings. Then all of a sudden this
woman, of a beauty peerless down the ages, emerged from the crowd. He gazed at her fixedly. She was the most
beautiful woman in the palace, and one he had not seen before in the normal course of things. Emperor Yuan was
astonished and pleased, he felt pity and regret. He was astonished that there was such a beauty in the palace; he
was pleased that this beauty was willing to go far away to the Xiongnu; he pitied her for having to bear the
hardship of such a lengthy journey; he regretted that such a beauty had been in the palace and he had not enjoyed
her. Wasn’t it regrettable, very regrettable, to give her up to the Xiongnu?
However regretful the emperor was, the Xiongnu emissaries were there with Khan Huhanye at his court,
Zhaojun’s beauty had been seen by the whole company, and her words heard by all. At this point, alas, though he
possessed the might of the Son of Heaven and the power of the great Han, he could not remedy the situation.
There was nothing Emperor Yuan could do but grant Zhaojun to the Xiongnu.
*
From then on, our patriotic heroine served as the Great Yanzhi (Yanzhi being the Xiongnu equivalent of a
Chinese empress).
Khan Huhanye was delighted to have been granted Wang Zhaojun. Emperor Yuan gave Zhaojun the title
Ninghu Yanzhi, meaning Barbarian-pacifying Yanzhi. And it came to pass that, in the end, one Wang Zhaojun
triumphed over thousands of brave soldiers.
From then on, the barbarians were pacified and the Han enjoyed peace. When Khan Huhanye and Wang
Zhaojun returned to the Xiongnu, they passed through many vast and empty deserts. Khan Huhanye ordered the
Xiongnu musicians to play the pipa as they rode along so that Zhaojun might hear and thus escape homesickness
on her journey. Before long, Zhaojun arrived in the Xiongnu’s land.
The Xiongnu paid yearly tribute and were forever vassals to the Han. Thus the influence of the Han spread all
the way to states in the northwest, from Emperor Yuan to Emperor Cheng, to Emperor Ai to Emperor Ping, right
up until Wang Mang usurped the throne.
By then Huhanye was dead, Zhaojun was dead, and all his progeny who were khans said,
“Our nation has been nephew to the Han for generations. Now that the Son of Heaven is no longer of the house
of Liu, why should we be his vassals?”
Thereupon, the Xiongnu ceased paying tribute and became independent. From this we can clearly see the
achievement of this patriotic heroine, Wang Zhaojun. And this is Wang Zhaojun’s patriotic history. For several
thousand years, we Chinese have pitied Wang Zhaojun her hardship in leaving her homeland and living among the
barbarians, but no one had the sense to praise Wang Zhaojun for her patriotic pains.
Alas, how shall we make it up to her, our Wang Zhaojun? We can only beg her pardon!
4
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There is a general impression that the Chinese woman has always occupied a very low place in Chinese
society. The object of this paper, however, is to try to tell a different story, to show that, in spite of the traditional
oppression, the Chinese woman has been able to establish for herself a position that we must regard as a fairly
exalted one.
If there is a moral to this story, it is that it is simply impossible to suppress women—even in China. I shall
begin with these interesting lines from the Book of Odes, which is the richest and most authentic source of
materials for our study of the social life of ancient China before the eighth century B.C.:
When a son is born,
Let him sleep in the bed,
Clothe him with fine dress,
And give him jades to play with.
How lordly his cry is!
May he grow up to wear crimson
And be the lord of the clan and the tribe!
When a daughter is born,
Let her sleep on the ground,
Wrap her in common wrappings,
And give her broken tiles for her playthings.
May she have no faults, nor merits of her own;
May she well attend to food and wine,
And bring no discredit to her parents!

This frank partiality to sons and neglect of daughters does not require any apology or comment. It is simply a
sociological and anthropological fact that womankind has always had to face in every part of the world. It is
against such a hostile background that woman has had to struggle and slowly win her position in the family and in
the larger world.
Even in ancient China, women were playing an important part in political life. Confucius told us that, of the
ten builders of the Chou empire, one was a woman. He did not mention who she was, nor what she did. But in
those ancient odes, which sang the early history of the Chou people before its eastward migration and conquest,
we read high tributes paid to the great women who helped to make their race great. Indeed the poet-historians
traced the origin of this race to a virgin woman who, through an immaculate conception, gave birth to Hou Chi,
who taught his people the art of agriculture and became the founder of a great race and a great dynasty.
Probably women enjoyed a peculiarly high position among this western people. For, in their quasi-historical
poems, their great rulers were almost always mentioned together with their wives: the T’ai Wang migrated with
his wife; Wang Chi’s marriage with T’ai Jen was celebrated in one of the odes; and T’ai Szu, Wen Wang’s consort,
was praised more than once in these poems. T'ai Szu gave birth to ten remarkable sons of whom one conquered
the Yin empire and founded the Chou dynasty, which lasted almost eight hundred years, and another was the duke
of Chou, a great general and statesman.
But in the later history of the Chou dynasty, the part played by the women did not seem to be always
beneficial. The Western empire fell to the hands of the Barbarians in 721 B.C., and history attributed its downfall
to the work of a woman, Pao Szu. Thus the poets sang:
Glorious was the Chou House,
It was Pao Szu who ruined it.

Authentic history did not tell us how she did it, but she must have been a truly wonderful woman to be able to
ruin a great dynasty. For the poets said in another ode:
The wise man founded the city,
But the wise woman destroys it.
Alas! this wise woman,
A bird of evil omen is she!
A woman with a long tongue
Is surely a stepping stone to ruin.
Disaster does not descend from Heaven,
It comes from Woman.
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This is a condemnation of women but at the same time a clear indication of the important role played by
women in those days. Woman must occupy a very important position before she can ruin a city or a nation.
Throughout Chinese history, there were many great women whose political achievement was not merely due to
their status as empresses or empress dowagers. An ordinary person with no marked talents can achieve nothing
even though she is placed in the most exalted positions of the empire. But these Chinese women did honor to the
positions they occupied in history. Such was the queen-regent of Ch’i who reigned for almost forty years and
whose sagacity in internal government and diplomacy kept the Kingdom of Ch’i out of the devastating wars that
ruined the nations in the third century B.C. She was once asked to solve the puzzle of unchaining a chain of jade
rings. She took a hammer and broke the chain with the exclamation:
“I have solved it!”
In the founding of the Han empire, which lasted four hundred years, two women played very important parts.
The Empress Lü (died 180 B.C.), wife of the founder of the dynasty, came from the common people and had no
education. But she was a woman of great shrewdness and capable of most decisive and brutal action.
It was she who murdered Han Hsin and P’eng Yüeh, the two great generals whose power could threaten
the safety of the empire. The other woman was the Empress Tou (died 135 B.C.), who also came from the people
and was in power for forty-five years. She was a believer in Lao Tzu’s political philosophy of non-interference
and required all her children and grandchildren and her own clansmen to study the works of Lao Tzu and other
Taoist philosophers. Throughout the long reigns of her husband and her son, the imperial policy was one of
laissez-faire and strict economy, which allowed the people to recuperate from the effects of long wars and to
develop their own resources. At the end of her reign, the empire had attained the height of general prosperity and
the government had endeared itself to the people, so that it was possible for her grandson, Wu Ti, to carry out his
policy of construction and expansion and to build up an empire of greater China.
In the most glorious days of the T’ang dynasty, a great woman, the Empress Wu Chao, ruled over the empire
for forty-five years (660-705), during a part of which period she actually declared herself not merely empressregent but emperor of her newly founded dynasty of Chou and reigned of her own right for sixteen years. She was
a woman of great literary talent and political genius, and her long reign was marked by territorial expansion and
cultural advancement.
I shall not go on enumerating the empresses who ruled vast empires, nor the imperial favorites who ruined
great dynasties. I think I have said enough to show that the Chinese woman was not excluded from political life
and that she has played no mean role in the long history of the country.
*
In the nonpolitical spheres of life, the Chinese woman, too, has achieved positions of honor and distinction.
The greatest honor goes to T’i Ying, of the family of Ch’un-yü, who was responsible for the abolition of corporal
tortures under the Han empire. Her father, who was one of the greatest physicians of the age, had been unjustly
accused and was to be subjected to bodily tortures. As he had five daughters and no son, the old doctor, on his
way to prison, turned to the girls and said:
“It has been my misfortune to have only daughters and no son, and I have no one to help me in time of need.”
T’i Ying, the youngest of his five daughters, resolved to help her father and went to the capital where she
petitioned to the emperor offering herself as a slave in the imperial court to redeem her father from the deadly
tortures. Her petition touched the heart of the benevolent Emperor Wen Ti, who issued in 167 B.C. his most
famous edict ordering the abolition of all the worst forms of corporal punishment.
In the world of scholarship and literature, Chinese women have always made important contributions. In the
early decades of the Han dynasty, when the ancient classics were transmitted through verbal teaching, a woman
was responsible for the preservation and transmission of the text of one of the classics, the Book of History. Three
hundred years later, when the great historian Pan Ku died in imprisonment (92AD) and his monumental History
of the Former Han Dynasty was left unfinished, it was a woman, his sister Pan Chao, who was requested by the
imperial government to continue the work and bring it to completion. It was she who taught the great scholar Ma.
Yung to read the History of the Former Han Dynasty, thereby publishing it to the world. Pan Chao was invited to
become the teacher of the empress and the other ladies of the court. When the Empress Teng became regent (105121), she was a kind of political adviser to her.
Of her preserved works, the Lessons for Women in seven chapters is best known. In these chapters, she taught
the virtue of humility, but she also advocated the education of women.
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“The gentlemen of today,” said she, “who educate their sons only and ignore the instruction of their daughters,
have fai1ed to understand the proper relationship between the sexes. According to tradition, the boys are taught to
read books at the age of eight and will have acquired some knowledge by the age of fifteen. May we not do the
same thing for the girls?”
These words sound very mild today, but it must have required much mora1 courage to utter them in the year
100AD.
Of all the literary women in Chinese history, the most famous one was Li Ch’ing-chao, a native of Tsinan and
wife of the scholar Chao Ming-ch’eng. She was born in 1081 and died about 1140. Both her father and mother
being talented writers, she grew up in an atmosphere of culture and refinement. She wrote well both in prose and
in verse, but she was particularly noted for her tz’ u or songs written to popular airs. Hers was an age of songs; but
she was very severe in her criticism of the greatest poets of the time. Her own songs, of which only a few score
have been preserved, were highly praised by her contemporaries; Hsin Chia-hsien, the greatest master of the tz’u,
openly admitted that he was sometimes imitating the style of Li Ch’ing-chao.
Li Ch’ing-chao was probably one of the most striking personalities among the Chinese women of historical
fame. She was always frank and never hesitated to write of her real life with all its love, joy, and sorrows. As an
example of her frankness, I quote these sentences from her preface to her book on a game of chance that was then
in vogue:
I love gambling. I am so fond of all forms of gambling that I can easily forego sleep or forget my food. And I always
win, be the stake large or small. Why? Because I know the games well. Ever since the war and our migration to the
South, frequent traveling under most trying circumstances has scattered all our gambling sets, and I have rarely played.
But I have never ceased to think of the games.

With the same candor she wrote her “Second Preface” to the “Catalogue of Bronze and Stone Inscriptions”
compiled by her scholarly husband. As this preface gives us a most charming picture of the intimate life of a
happily married couple, I quote a few paragraphs to show the place of an educated wife in a scholarly family:
When we were married in 1101, my husband was twenty-one and was still a student at the National University. Both
our families being poor, we lived a very frugal life. On the 1 st and 15th of every month, my husband had leave of
absence from the university to come home. He would very often pawn his belongings to get 500 cash, with which he
would walk to the market at Hsiang-kuo Monastery and pick up rubbings of ancient stone inscriptions. These, together
with some fresh fruits and nuts, he would carry home and we would enjoy together the edibles and the ancient
rubbings, forgetful of all our troubles in this world.
In later years when my father-in-law became prime minister, and a number of influential friends were in a position
to loan us rare books to copy, our interest in these antiquarian objects was greatly deepened and we often took great
trouble and sometimes suffered privation in order to buy a rare manuscript, a fine painting, or an ancient bronze vessel.
I remember once during the Ch’ung-ning era (c.1105) we were offered a painting by Hsu Hsi for sale at the price of
200,000 cash. Although a son of a prime minister, my husband found it difficult to pay such a high price. We kept the
painting for two days and had to return it to the owner. For several days we could not overcome our sense of regret and
disappointment.
When my husband became prefect of two prefectures, he spent practically all his income on books and antiques.
When a book was bought, he and I would always read it together, mending the text, repairing the manuscript, and
writing the captions. And when a painting or a bronze vessel was brought home, we would also together open it, play
with it, study its merits, and criticize its defects. Every evening we studied together till one candle was burned up. In
this way our collection of books surpassed all other collections in the country because of this loving care which my
husband and I were able to give to it.
It was my good fortune to be endowed with a very good memory. Every evening after supper, we would sit together
in the Kuei-lai Hall and make our own tea. We would wager against each other that such and such a quotation was to be
found on a certain page in a certain chapter of a certain book. We must number the exact line, page, chapter, and
volume, and then check them from the bookshelves. The winner was rewarded by drinking the first cup of tea. But
when one of us did win, one was so happy that one’s hand trembled with laughter and the tea would spill all over the
floor. So the first cup was rarely drunk.
We were resolved to grow old and die in such a little world of our own.

Here in this beautiful picture of domestic life in the early years of the twelfth century, we see absolute equality,
intellectual companionship and cooperation, and a little world of contented happiness. The picture is too good to
be true of most Chinese families; indeed, it is too good to be true of most families anywhere, in the East or in the
West. But it is a most interesting human document that tells us that at least some Chinese women once occupied a
place that may make some of us modem people feel not a little envious.
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*
The question is often asked, How many women in old China may be said to have received an education? What
proportion of the women had access to this literary education?
This question cannot be satisfactorily answered. It varies with the educational opportunities of the different
families and with the different localities. A family with a literary tradition usually gave to its women some
rudiments of a literary education, while it takes some strikingly exceptional genius to pick up a knowledge of
reading and writing in a poor and unlettered family.
Moreover, it is safe to say that women born in the lower Yangtse Delta had a better chance for an education
that those born in the other provinces. Again, there seems to have been a gradual spread of the practice of
educating women, beginning probably with the invention of the printed book in the ninth century, and becoming
more widespread during the last four hundred years when the “literary-talented woman” (ts’ai nü)of the popular
novels gradually came to be accepted as an ideal for women.
*
About ten years ago, Mrs. Ch’ien Hsün, wife of a former Chinese minister to Rome, published a Bibliography
of Works by Woman Writers During the Last Three Hundred Years. This lady of seventy years had spent more than
ten years in compiling this work, and I was asked to write an introduction to it. I tried to make a statistical
analysis of its contents and found the results most interesting and instructive.
In the first place, this bibliography tells us that there were 2,310 women in the last three hundred years who
had written, and most of them had published, works in the field of literature. This number in itself is a revelation
to me.
Second, I have classified these lady writers according to their birthplaces and obtained the following results:
Kiangsu 748 (32.3%); Chekiang 706 (30.5%); Anhwei 119 (5.1%); Fukien 97 (4.2%); Hunan 71 (3.0%); Kiangsi 57;
Chihli 51; Shantung 44; Manchu 42; Kuangtung 38; Hupei 20; Szechuan 19; Honan 18; Kuangsi 15; Shansi 13; Shensi
10; Kweichow 10; Chinese Banners 10; Yunnan 6; Kansu 4; Unclassified 212. Total 2,310

Thus Kiangsu and Chekiang had the highest percentage, each coming very near to one-third of the total. These
two provinces plus Anhui make more than two-thirds of the total. Kiangsu, Chekiang, Anhui, Fukien, and Hunan
occupy fully three-quarters of the total number. These proportions correspond almost exactly to the ratio of
geographical distribution of male authors and of historical personages which has been worked out by other
scholars for the same period.
All this shows that Mrs. Ch’ien’s bibliography was representative of cultural distribution among the female
population in the country.
Third, we must note that, out of the three thousand works listed, about 99 percent are poetry. There were a few
works on mathematics, one on medicine, half a dozen in the field of history, and about a dozen in classical and
philological research.
This again is quite significant in showing that the education these women received was purely literary, and that
the spirit of critical historical research that characterized the age left no marked influence on the educated ladies.
They read and wrote poetry, because it was considered respectable for ladies to be able to do so. Most of these
educated ladies learned to paint pictures, and some of them became accomplished artists. That, too, was a part of
the literary education.
To confirm Mrs. Ch’ien’s investigations, I may point out that the number of women writers of poetry in the last
three hundred years is really amazing. As far as I know, there have been three important anthologies of poems
written by women during this period. The first anthology was made in 1831 and contained 933 names; the second
was a supplement made in 1835 that listed 513 names; and the third was made by Mrs. Ch’ien Hsün in 1918 and
contained 309 names.
The three anthologies together furnish us with a list of 1,755 women poets. Besides these anthologies of poems
in more or less regular meters, which we call shih, there are other anthologies of songs of irregular lines, which
are written to existing tunes and known by the name of tz’u. Most of the women who wrote shih also wrote tz’u.
Mr. Hsu Chi-yu, a well- known collector of books, has recently published a collection of 100 complete works of
100 women songwriters of this period; in addition, he has published an anthology of 2,045 songs by 783 women
of the last three hundred years.
*
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It may be asked, what good has all this literary education done to the Chinese women? Has it ever led them to
revolt against foot-binding? Has it given the women an opportunity to be economically more independent? Has it
really elevated their position in the family or in society?
It is true that the literary education for women has not led them to revolt against foot-binding, just as seven
hundred years of rational philosophy have not opened the eyes of Chinese thinkers to the horrors of such a
perverse and cruel form of “beautifying” their women. Nor has this superficial education enabled the women to
become economically more independent, although not a few well-known women artists could sell their paintings
and calligraphy at a fairly high price. It was considered not highly reputable for good artists to write or paint for
pay; and it was only in extreme cases of necessity that educated ladies of good families condescended to sell their
pictures or writings.
Nevertheless, this literary education, however superficial and unpractical, has had the good effect of elevating
the position of women. In a country where educated men are rare, educated women are even more scarce and are
therefore more respected. Moreover, this literary education gave them a key at least to book knowledge, which,
while it may not lead to emancipation or revolution, probably made them better wives and better mothers.
It is not always true that “a little knowledge is a dangerous thing.” A little knowledge is much better than no
knowledge at all.
In particular, this literary education has had tremendous value in enabling the women to become better teachers
to their own children. This is invariably true of Chinese girls, who were rarely taught in schools together with the
boys, and who would have a better chance for education if their mothers could teach them the rudiments of
reading and writing. It is therefore safe to say that the comparatively wide spread of education for Chinese women
during the last three hundred years has been largely the work of the educated women themselves.
History is full of evidence of the importance of women’s education in the lives of their sons. Many a great man
in Chinese history received his early education from his mother. The sage Mencius owed his early training to his
mother, whose story has become proverbial. The great statesman and scholar Au-yang Hsiu (died 1072) lost his
father at the age of four and was taught by his widowed mother, who, having no money to buy paper and brush,
used reeds to write characters on the ground for her son to read.
The great Ku Yen-wu (died 1681), the founder of modern critical scholarship in the last three centuries, told us
that his virgin mother, who lost her fiance on the eve of their wedding and lived a life of widowhood with her
adopted son, was responsible for his early training in historical knowledge and in the love for the Chinese nation.
When the Manchus had conquered the Ming empire and Manchu troops were approaching her native place, she
resolved to die for her country and killed herself by starving fifteen days later. She died the day before her city
was taken by the Manchus, and she left her last instruction to her adopted son that he must not accept office or
honor under the alien conquerors.
Ku Yen-wu lived thirty-six years under the new regime, but he refused to have anything to do with the new
government. He was one of the few great spiritual fathers of Chinese nationalism, which ultimately brought about
the downfall of the Manchu rule in China.
Thus has China been rewarded by her women for the little education they have received. Against all shackles
and fetters, the Chinese woman has exerted herself and achieved for herself a place in the family, in society, and
in history. She has managed men and governed empires; she has contributed abundantly to literature and the fine
arts; and above all she has taught and molded her sons to be what they have been.
If she has not contributed more, it was probably because China, which certainly has treated her ill, has not
deserved more of her.
158f.174 & 45.142 1. Excerpt from Le Mouvement Constitutionnel En Chine: Étude De Droit Comparé 2.
Excerpt from A Girl From China: “Show What One Chinese Woman Is Able To Do”\fn{by Tcheng Soumay (18911959)} Xin’an County, Guangdong Province, China (F) 25
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2
… In order to recover more completely from the emotions which I had endured while making my final voyage
as a bomb and dynamite carrier, I went down to spend two weeks at Tientsin with my mother. She had, of course,
noticed that for some time I had not really been myself. Often she had questioned me, but I had never been able to
answer her frankly. Now I considered it my duty to tell her exactly what my life was and what I had undertaken
and was trying to accomplish.
I confided to her that I had become a member of the Kwo Ming Tang Society,\fn{ Or Kuomintang (Nationalist Party).
A note reads: The revolution which created the Chinese Republic began on October 10, 1911. The last Manchu emperor, Henry Pu-yi,
abdicated four months later. He was six years old at the time .} and that I would follow it and be faithful to it, in life and in

death.
Without betraying the profound emotion which such an unexpected revelation caused her, my mother very
gently asked me if I did not believe that, without going to such extremes, I might render great services to my
country. I longed to convince her, to win her over to my point of view. So I told her of our hopes and added that if
she saw me ailing it was because I had not taken as great a share as I could have wished in this effort we were
making. I was ill because I had not sufficiently served my country.
My mother was for a time plunged in thought. Then finally she said to me:
“My child, do all you can. I will help you!”
My precious mother had suffered so much in her life that she comprehended all. She realized that if she had
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only been given an opportunity to work as her daughter was now working, her husband would not have been so
negligent of her, and her mother-in-law would not have treated her with such cruel disdain.
“You are right,” she said to me. “You must help the Chinese women. They have been treated by their families,
and by their husbands, as though they were playthings. Not only have they been prevented from educating themselves, but it has been supposed that they were incapable of learning anything. Show what one Chinese woman is
able to do. You will be helping your sisters for all future time. Your work is good. Your decision is wise.”
My mother had grown very pale as she pronounced these words. They seemed to remain with me like a
benediction.
197.159 Excerpt from The Memoirs Of Li Tsung-jen\fn{by Li Tsung-jen (1891-1969)} Langt’ou Village, Linkuei
County, Kueilin Prefecture, Kwangsi Province, China (M) 12
1
I was a boy when a series of severe national crises occurred at the end of the Ch’ing dynasty. China had been
repeatedly defeated in foreign wars and was relegated almost to the position of a common colony. During this
critical period the Manchu rulers became more vicious than ever. There was open talk in the imperial court that
the Manchu overlords would rather give their throne to “foreign friends” than to “slaves at home.” The
administration of local government in the provinces was even more corrupt than the central government. Bribery
and embezzlement were openly practiced, the people suffered unbearable taxation, and banditry was everywhere.
The national economy almost completely collapsed under a tariff system controlled by foreigners. Seldom in the
history of the nation had the Chinese people been so exploited.
In response to this national crisis, Chinese intellectuals and members of secret societies attempted reform for
national salvation. While many held to the idea of a constitutional monarchy, others worked for national
revolution. As time passed, the revolutionists gradually gained influence near the end of the Ch’ing period. They
appeared in almost every corner of the country.
My native province of Kwangsi is on China’s southern frontier. The province was the home of the Taiping
Rebellion, and its people were very nationalistic and rebellious, even in their daily life. Our feelings against
foreign invaders and corrupt mandarins were more vehement than anywhere else in China.
My grandfather Li Yu-hsi and my father Li Ch’un-jung both lived through this period of national crisis. They
personally witnessed many of the events. Deeply moved, they talked excitedly with their friends and family about
current goings-on. It was understandable that we children were accustomed to rebellious and patriotic talk even
before we were old enough for school and that our youthful hearts were unconsciously being led toward
revolution. In such circumstances I, Li Tsung-jen, was born in Linkuei district, Kwangsi province, on August
13,1891.
*
My birthplace was the first of seven districts that constituted the prefecture of Kueilin. Under the imperial
system of the Ch’ing dynasty, Kwangsi province was divided into eleven prefectures headed by Kueilin, in which
the provincial capital was located, making the city of my district the capital of both the prefecture and the
province.
The area of Kueilin prefecture covered the mountainous northeastern part of Kwangsi where the scenery has
traditionally been considered the best in all China. The famed Li River of this region and the Hsiang River of
Hunan both flow from the same source. It is said that these two rivers were originally independent but were
connected by a canal constructed by Emperor Ch’in Shih-huang (221-209 BC) to facilitate the transportation of
tribute rice.
In the western section of the district, about sixty li\fn{20 miles} from the provincial capital, there is a small
town named Liangchianghsu where live a few hundred families. The soil here is excellent and the rice paddies
well-tended. Although the land is generally flat, the fields are dotted with rocky hills that rise beautifully from the
midst of farms and villages. Among the scores of villages in this region, Langt’ou had for centuries been the
residence of my clan, the Li clan.
About twenty ~ to the west of our village is a row of high mountains, which the farmers of the area were free
to exploit for firewood and wild animals. Rice was our principal crop. Tea leaves and wood-oil made from the
seeds of aleurites cordata were second. The villagers also produced a few Chinese medicines to enhance their
income. There were almost no big landlords, and even small landlords were few. The majority of the population
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consisted of self-sufficient landowning peasants; therefore the distinction between rich and poor was not sharp.
Although most adult males had a “starting ceremony” introducing them to their childhood schooling, about 60
percent of the men were illiterate while the women were almost completely uneducated except those few from
rich families. But whether rich or poor, educated or uneducated, the people were generally honest, frugal, and
happy.
Like others throughout China in the old days, the local populace of Kueilin esteemed the literati and despised
the military. Why? Probably because a respectable military career was beyond the reach of an ordinary peasant
family.
In Imperial China there were only two ways for a farm boy to succeed in a military career. The first was
through the imperial examination system, but this was much too expensive for the average family, requiring the
youth’s intensive attention to preparation for the examination and nothing else. The second was to climb the
ladder slowly from the bottom of the imperial military system. However, this was not a way recommended for a
boy from a respectable family. As far as I know, my native place never produced a noted general before me.
How did I start? I didn’t start in either of these two ways. I started in an entirely different way—as a cadet in a
modern military academy.
*
Our Li clan of Langt’ou village totaled some 200 men and women. Our ancestors were originally from
Lunghsi in southern Kansu province in northwest China. When Emperor Ch’in Shihhuang ordered the
construction of the canal connecting the Hsiang and Li rivers, two generals named Li were among the supervisors.
These two, so one story goes, were the founders of our clan in Kueilin.
There is yet another legend. During the Ch’in dynasty the Li clan moved from Lunghsi to Kuantung (modern
Honan province), then moved again to Hunan, finally settling in Kwangsi by the T’ang period. If this is correct, it
means that it took my ancestors nearly a thousand years to move from Lunghsi to Kueilin.
Though both legends are equally unreliable, it is certain that the Li clan, has been settled in this region for
about a thousand years. Yet despite this long history, the Li clan seems to have developed rather slowly; probably
natural calamities and wars limited its growth.
Our branch of the clan, besides having even fewer members than the other branches, had yet another
distinguishing feature. For many generations our branch was continued by a succession of single sons until the
time of my grandfather, Li Yü-hsi, who had two sons, Ch’un-jung and Ch’un-hua. The elder one was my father.
Down to my grandfather’s day, the family was rather well off. Our family property, accumulated through many
generations of hard work, was inherited by only one son, as was the tradition. The deterioration started during my
grandfather’s time. Our family residence, which my forefathers had spent generations building, was burned down
in 1851 by the Taiping rebels. Grandfather, too poor to rebuild the residence completely, converted the land
around the burned building into a vegetable plot. I still can remember how I used to play in the midst of the ruins
during my childhood. But with the addition of each child my grandfather gradually became poorer and poorer.
In spite of our hardships, my forefathers never overlooked our education. We were taught to till the land and to
read books, at the same time learning honesty and frugality from our agrarian environment. Even superstition was
on our side. All my forefathers and their wives feared the family line that had been kept going by a single male
might be broken at any moment. Believing superstitiously that good deeds brought blessings to the family, they
outdid themselves to earn fortune’s blessings, winning along the way our neighbors’ praise as a kind and generous
family.
Grandfather was admired even more for his frankness and fraternalism. He made friends with many virtuous
and gifted people. He traveled throughout central and south China. He also studied Chinese medicine and became
a well-known and kindly Confucian physician specializing in childhood diseases and treating his patients free of
charge.
When my grandfather was a mere boy, he was captured by Ch’ing government soldiers passing through our
native place and forced to march with them, carrying their military equipment. Grandfather escaped only at the
risk of his life, but this incident initiated his life-long hatred of the Manchu government. This hatred, together
with his animosity toward corrupt gentry and local rowdies who exploited the poor peasants, really made
grandfather a rebel against the government and the society in which he lived.
In the last years of the Ch’ing dynasty China’s successive defeats in the Sino-French War (1885), the SinoJapanese War (1895), and the Boxer Rebellion (1900) disturbed grandfather greatly. The Sino-French War
particularly aroused him, because it happened almost at his doorstep, as Indochina was next to his native
province.
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Grandfather became an opium smoker during his old age, partly due to the Ch’ing government’s
encouragement of the habit as a means of gaining revenue from a tax on opium to pay for its military spending.
Opium smokers are generally good storytellers, and sufficient opium can make a talkative smoker even more
talkative.
Grandfather liked guests and loved talking. When I was a small child, I used to sit on his opium couch and
listen to the endlessly exciting stories of his long life. I was deeply moved by these stories, because they were not
just fairy tales but true life experiences. Grandfather’s stories influenced me greatly. I can remember them even
now.
2
My father Li Ch’un-jung had eleven children, of whom three died in childhood, leaving five boys and three
girls. When my grandfather was ready to divide his estate, after retaining ten to twenty mu\fn{One mu = about a sixth
of an acre} for his old age, there were some twenty mu of land for each of his two sons. Since father’s big family of
ten had to depend entirely upon this small plot of land, our family was often hard-up. Fortunately, mother was
diligent and frugal and managed to bring up eight children, but her hard labor was more than pen can describe.
Father was a stubborn individual, but also a person of chivalry and righteousness, and of industry and
earnestness in study. Father’s scholastic interests were influenced by the well-established literary atmosphere of
western Linkuei County and by a well-known teacher in the vicinity, Mr. Li Hsiao-fu.
Though Mr. Li bore the same surname as ours, he came from a different line of ancestors. After receiving the
degree of chü-jen,\fn{A second-degree graduate under the imperial examinatio system } he decided not to take any further
examinations and refused to enter an official career. He was offered the post of a district magistrate but rejected it
saying that he had no intention of serving the incompetent and corrupt Ch’ing dynasty or of associating with
greedy, office-purchasing officials. Father’s indifference to wealth and fame and his disinterest in an official
career were attributed to the influence of Master Hsiao-fu who preferred a reputation of moral integrity.
My father also could have had a bright future under the old examination system. He failed the first trial
examination, then first my grandmother and three years later my grandfather died. Father went into mourning for
six years and during this period according to tradition was not supposed to take any examination. After the period
of mourning he lost his enthusiasm for an official career so completely that at the prime of his life he decided to
go into tutoring instead. Father was also influenced by the novel and advanced thinking of Li Hsiao-fu, who was
greatly concerned with breaking down superstitions in his native place. At the same time Master Hsiao-fu
advocated the establishment of schools and the development of industry and tried hard to promote what was
profitable for his native place and to eliminate what was evil. He sent two of his four sons to study in a missionary
school in Shanghai, so against the old examination system was he. Later his third son passed the examination for a
government scholarship to study railway construction and mining in the United States.
An interesting story relates to this third son. After being exposed to Western culture, one day he wrote home
from the United States demanding that the engagement arranged for him when he was three or four years old be
broken. The girl’s family refused to accept the demand, considering it a disgrace indeed. The matter soon fell into
the hands of gossip-mongers and the rumor spread that young Li had been emasculated by an American doctor
and because of this was obliged to break the engagement. How difficult it was to introduce a new idea and how
anti-foreign the people were!
The government had become even more corrupt, foreign encroachments increased, and the danger that China
would b partitioned seemed imminent. Around the end of the nineteenth century a revolutionary tide was forming
and ideas for reform were spreading. Father became one of those revolutionary leaders who advocated the
demolition of temples and the establishment of schools. His ideas and actions aroused violent opposition from the
traditionally superstitious, old-fashioned people of the rural areas. I have always felt that the ruling class
promoted such superstitions to bring the people more easily under control. The people were taught not only that
wealth and honor were determined by heaven but also that illness and famine were manipulations of demons.
Daily they prayed to the gods, worshipped Buddha, burned incense and made vows.
Some of the superstitions in my native place were rather humorous. I remember one especially. During the
“praying for rain” parade, people were not supposed to wear sun hats or parasols. Anyone who violated this rule
was chased and beaten by the mob until the sun hat or parasol was smashed. Passers-by would try their best to
conceal their sun hats or parasols while the paraders would try their best to find them, giving them an excuse to
have some fun. Of course, rain hats and rain umbrellas were allowed.

613

My mother believed in demons and gods. Once when father was ill, she invited in some Taoist priests to “expel
the demons.” My father heard the noise outside and asked what was going on. None of us dared tell him the truth.
It would have infuriated him!
Following the autumn harvest and during the lunar New Year, farmers in our village acted out plays to thank
the gods. These plays, featuring real actors or puppets, attracted big crowds but never father. Interestingly enough,
his opposition to “praying for rain” was not as strong as his objection to other kinds of superstition. During the
prayers for rain each family sent at least one person to march in the parade. When I asked father for permission,
he never stopped me.
Father’s honesty and comparative progressiveness often led him to clash head-on with local rascals, bad
gentry, and corrupt officials who, together with disbanded soldiers, oppressed the people to an extent hard to
describe. One such clash influenced my childhood and determined the entire course of my later administration of
the army. It taught me the wisdom of the proverb,
“Do not do to others what you do not want others to do to you.”
Later I taught my officers and soldiers to abide by the same proverb.
Father was a man of ability and adventure. Restless as a village tutor, he often thought of a career afar. In 1904
he heard that foreigners were advertising in Hong Kong for Chinese laborers to work abroad. Father thought this
would be a good opportunity to see the world and, in spite of family opposition, left for Hong Kong. There he was
accepted as a laborer and sent to work in Malaya, under the illusion of a wonderful future. He did not anticipate
the hard and bitter life of Chinese laborers there nor the shocking cruelty of the foreigners. Father soon realized he
had been deceived.
Shortly after his arrival the great revolt of Chinese laborers broke out. Being a scholar, father was elected to
represent the Chinese laborers in negotiations with the employers. The negotiations dragged out over a year and in
the end proved unsuccessful. Father was then discharged and sent back to Hong Kong. While this ended his
adventure abroad, it began his deep hatred for the British capitalists.
Father had a strong body, but being used to the ways of a scholar he never learned to be manually adept. When
in Malaya he traded manual labor with his fellow workers for pen work, such as letter writing. And at home, he
tutored all day long and hardly ever spent any time on the farm.
*
Most of the farm labor was done by mother, who had to work all the harder since father taught all day. My
brothers and I only assisted. During busy periods we occasionally hired outsiders, but such instances were very
rare.
The industry of the women of my native place is peerless. The women of Kwangsi had never bound their feet,
consequently they could do all kinds of manual labor. They went to the mountains to collect firewood and to the
farms to reap. If the men worked from sunrise to sunset, the women worked much longer. By day they worked on
the farms together with their husbands and children. In the evening they still had to cook, do the laundry, weave,
sew, and feed the younger children. Their work was double that of men. It would be difficult for someone today
really to understand their painful and laborious life.
I was seven when our family divided its property and the two branches began to live separately. Our branch
gradually increased, and as there became more and more mouths to feed, it became impossible to make ends meet.
Every year my parents had to borrow, or even to sell one or two bits of land. The only person from whom they
could borrow was my maternal grandfather Liu.
Industry and frugality had made my maternal grandparents prosperous. Every year they lent surplus grain out
at high interest. (Sometimes the rural interest rate could be as high as 100 percent.) So whenever we had
difficulty, mother would go to my grandparents’ house to borrow. Grandfather and his two sons were very
generous, and grandfather himself was unusually honest and benign. They were always willing to help us.
However, grandmother was stingy. She disliked lending us grain without interest. As a child I used to see my
mother go to grandmother’s for help. She carried a pole on her shoulder with an open basket hanging at each end.
Sometimes she would succeed in borrowing a little grain, but other times, red-eyed from weeping, she came back
with nothing.
I remember one year when there was a bad harvest. The new harvest was still more than a month away, and
already our granary was bare. Even our rice jug was nearly empty. Mother asked me to go with her to
grandmother’s for help. Each of us carried a shoulder pole with two empty baskets. My grandparents kept us for
lunch but pretended not to know the purpose of our visit. When it was time to leave, mother was forced to say we
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had come to borrow grain. I can still see the unpleasant look on grandmother’s face then. She started immediately
to complain that we should not borrow so often.
To lend to us without interest meant a great loss to the Liu family. My mother explained that our shortage was
due to the size of our family and not to laziness. As mother and daughter, they spoke frankly and with little
restraint. They quarreled bitterly, neither side wanting to give in. Mother became so angry, tears flowed from her
eyes, and she decided not to borrow. As we trudged home with our empty baskets, mother encouraged me to work
hard when I grew up and never be dependent on anybody. She was bitter indeed! That year we mortgaged two mu
of land to tide us over. How deplorable that such a trifle as borrowing two dollars worth of grain could cause such
a quarrel between mother and daughter!
We depended upon mother alone to juggle the family finances. She always managed to clothe and feed us
children and never let us go cold or hungry. She had little formal education but was kind and generous by nature
and knew how to endure hardship. She allowed leeway to others and could always deal with things
broadmindedly, never letting a small matter get in the way of something big. For example, when grandfather
divided his property between his two sons, he divided it in equal shares. Because father had more children,
grandfather offered to give him a few more wooden benches than he would give my uncle. Mother politely
declined the offer. She knew Uncle Ch’un-hua’s wife was narrowminded and fond of sharp talk and would be
displeased at our acquiring a few more benches. Better for us not to accept them and keep the peace with my aunt!
Another incident that showed what kind of person mother was occurred one autumn when we were all in the
field reaping the harvest. It was already twilight when we finished threshing the grain and pouring it into baskets.
It was about half a li to our house and we would take some time to move the baskets home. After our first trip we
found the grain in each of the remaining baskets a few inches lower. Evidently our neighbors, threshing on the
farm next to ours, had taken some of our grain. When we learned that we had been robbed, my brothers, sisters,
and I shouted, making quite a disturbance. Instantly mother stopped us, saying,
“Let it go! Let it go! It isn’t worth much.”
She told us it was no use to shout, for should our neighbors hear us, it might turn their embarrassment into
hatred. After that incident we talked and laughed with those neighbors as usual and lived happily with them. This
is just one of many similar instances showing how good and generous mother was.
As my brothers and I grew older, I, with my army pay and rations, helped ease mother’s heavy burden. Mother
remained in the country in her old age, and people of the vicinity often came to her door asking for help. She
always assisted widows, widowers, orphans, childless men or women, and invalids with no one to care for them.
She also helped the young and able-bodied poor if they were in urgent need but encouraged them to work hard to
help themselves. She would say to those who borrowed,
“Return it if you can manage to; otherwise, let it go. I know what it means to be poor and how awful it is to
live on what is borrowed.” Even through her old age mother lived a very industrious and frugal life.
When mother encouraged my brothers and me to work hard on the farm, to study hard, and to be honest men
who lived by our own exertions, she never expected us to be generals or ministers of state. After I had unified
Kwangsi, completed the Northern Expedition, participated in the war of resistance against Japan, commanded
thousands of soldiers in hundreds of battles, and become nationally known, neighbors could not but pay special
regard to my family. However, mother continued to lead her simple life and remained always humble, sincere,
dignified, and courteous even though her son was a general. Once when I went home to pay mother a visit, my
three sisters commented,
“Now you have become such a high official, yet we still work on the farm. Dont you think our neighbors will
laugh and look down on you?” I answered,
“Labor is divine. Farming is something to be proud of.” My mother completely agreed with me.
Because of my duties I had to live in big cities all the time. Whenever I invited mother to come and stay with
me, she always refused, preferring the simple country life. The old, weak, and invalid of my native place
benefited, for they constantly got help from her and her reputation for charity spread far and wide. When she died,
many people from all parts of my native district wept. Recollecting the hardships mother had to go through I
remember the phrase,
“The kindness which should be repaid is as vast as the boundless heavens.”
*
Originally I was the third son in our family, but since my eldest brother died young, I became number two. My
elder brother Te-ming was two years older than I. After me there were three younger brothers—Wen-ch’ing, Tehui, and Sung-ling—and three sisters. Until I was seven, we lived the life of a typical big Chinese family, that is,
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we lived with my grandparents and Uncle Ch’un-hua and his wife. Since my grandfather was very fond of guests,
our house was always filled. Many of the guests were geomancers, for my grandfather was especially interested in
this field. During our childhood my brothers and I sat around grandfather’s opium couch and listened to these
guests tell one story after another.
My brothers and I were typical farm boys, following the pattern of our family, which had been farmers for
generations. As soon as I could walk, I would follow mother to the farm, at first only to play. My brothers and I
were tanned by the sun and very healthy. As we grew older we worked regularly on the farm and went everywhere
barefoot, except of course to school and during the New Year’s holidays. Our feet were so tough we could walk
on sharp, broken stones on the mountain road without feeling any pain whatsoever.
Since we were farm boys, our elders wanted us to study the classics only enough to understand the principles
of life and to continue our family tradition of “half studying and half farming.” No one meant for us to use our
study of the classics as a step toward officialdom. Sometimes mother liked to read us verses from the Young
Pupil’s Poems\fn{A kind of elementary reader for beginners in the traditional school. It contains both literary and ethical lessons
written in the form of a lyric poem} to encourage us:
Generals and ministers of state come not from descent.
All boys should make an effort.
Cinnamon trees\fn{They symbolized success in imperial examinations} have roots.
They grow only in the family of scholars.
Gold has no seeds.
It grows only in the family of industry.

Such were some of the verses she read to us. I remember once during my childhood my brother Te-ming and I
went to the farm to help mother pick soybeans. Mother asked what we would like to be when we grew up. My
brother said he wanted to be a “rice peddler.”
The major product of our village was rice. Enterprising peasants in their spare time would buy grain from the
market, husk it, and carry the polished rice back to market for sale, thus making a small profit. They would use
the husks to feed their animals. We called such peasants “rice peddlers.” My brother envied them, because they
could afford to keep pigs and have pork all year around!
As for me, I wanted to keep ducks, because in our village those who kept ducks seemed prosperous to me.
Duck-keeping followed the busy harvest season when there was leftover grain, the best food for ducks. A man
could keep as many as three hundred ducks at a time. Ducks searched for food in the fields, ditches, rivers, and
ponds and did not cost much to keep. As I saw it, ducks could lay eggs, and eggs could become ducks again. A
man who kept ducks was much to be envied. I wanted to be a duckkeeper when I grew up!
Mother was quite satisfied with our ambitions and agreed with our hopes. All we expected of the future was to
become honest and simple farmers, farmers who would work hard to be well fed and clothed.
As we grew older, we helped mother with all kinds of work both on the farm and in the house. We transplanted
young rice plants, reaped the harvest, collected firewood, fed the pigs, hulled rice, and wove straw mats. As far as
work went, there was nothing we didn’t do. I remember a Confucian saying that seems applicable to our situation:
“When I was young, my condition was low, and therefore I acquired ability in many things, but they were
mean matters.”
I wondered whether Confucious had also done just such farm chores when he was young!
Education was a serious matter for the generations of Lis. Naturally, grandfather and father didn’t neglect ours.
I was six when father began mine. Before beginning my formal instruction, I went through a ceremony called
“enlightenment of the dullness,” a sacrifice to Confucius symbolizing the commencement of formal study.
Naturally, it was a big event in the family and was conducted with great seriousness. I remember on that great day
my family prepared three animals—a pig, a chicken, and a duck—and some fruit as offerings to Confucius. I
didn’t understand a thing that went on! It all seemed so strange! I remember kowtowing, that is, knocking my
head on the floor in reverence, to a tablet made of red paper that I was told represented Confucius.
After that ceremony I entered the village school, where my own father was the teacher. My first lessons
included reading characters written on squares and learning how to write. I remember one of the first steps was to
“trace the red,” that is, to trace characters in red ink written by the teacher. After learning a thousand characters, I
was supposed to know how to read. My earliest textbooks included the Trimetrical Classic, the Book of Family
Names, and the Young Pupils’ Poems. These were followed by the Four Books and the Five Classics.\fn{The
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Trimetrical Classic and the Book of Family Names were standard textbooks for beginning pupils in village schools. The Four Books and
Five Classics are the basic Confucian texts and were standard textbooks for elementary students as well as advanced students and scholars }

Unfortunately, in those days the Chinese method of teaching was not to start with the easy and proceed to the
difficult. All the lessons were difficult from the very beginning! The Confucian classics were even more difficult,
and the Trimetrical Classic was beyond our comprehension. My abilities were only average, which made studying
difficult.
The village schools of those days were strangely different from today’s. Each school packed about twenty
students into a very small room. Two students shared a rectangular desk, while the teacher had a square one to
himself, placed in a strategic spot so that he could supervise the whole class.
Most teachers wore spectacles and looked very dignified. Few of them knew anything about child psychology.
They treated the students with a strictness beyond the imagination of people today. Their methods of teaching
were terribly dull. They seldom explained the meaning of anything. They simply ordered the students to read and
read until they had learned their books by heart. Every day the tutor assigned a number of chapters for the
students to memorize and recite in examination the next day. Each day’s recitation might start from the very
beginning of the book, even if it meant reciting several volumes of the same book! If the student didn’t know any
part of the book by heart, the teacher would throw the volume on the floor and order him to learn it over again
until he could recite it perfectly from beginning to end. But as to the book’s meaning, no student really understood
it and the teacher never bothered to explain.
The tutor kept a ferule or chieh-fang on his desk. Whenever a student broke a rule or didn’t know his lesson by
heart, the tutor would use it to whack him on the head or the palm of his hand. Bruises and broken skin were
nothing unusual. Sometimes the teacher kept a bamboo pole beside his desk, too. The room was small and the
pole was long! The tutor could whack the head of any unruly student without moving from his seat.
Significantly, in those days parents generally thought that good students came from strict tutors; therefore, the
more strict the tutor, the faster the students would progress. Consequently, tutors were always proud of their
strictness, but the students felt nothing but fear and hatred.
Fortunately, times have changed. According to present-day views, strictness does not necessarily draw the best
from a student but rather serves only as a hindrance. In our village school, because of father’s hot temper and his
strong sense of responsibility, not a single day passed without father punishing someone. He scolded or beat the
pupils and sometimes even made them kneel in punishment. On those days especially I preferred to gather
firewood in the mountains rather than to suffer in the schoolroom.
We students were shut in our schoolroom for more than ten hours a day. The only way to escape was to pretend
to need to “make water” or “retire to ease nature.” There was a continuous flow of “lavatory-going” students in
our schoolroom. An environment that made children tell little lies like that was very bad indeed.
After I had studied two or three years in father’s school, he suddenly gave up teaching, so I had to attend Tutor
Lung Chun-shih’s school for the next three years. When father accepted my grandmother’s invitation to teach in
her house at Kuting village, I went back to study with him again. In those days it was the custom for a wealthy
family of a village to invite a tutor to open a village school for their own children as well as some of the
neighbors’. The tutor’s salary was contributed by the various families, either in money or rice. The host would
provide the schoolroom, the tutor’s living quarters, and such daily necessities as oil, salt, firewood, and charcoal
in addition to his share of the tutor’s salary. Since my grandmother was father’s hostess, she supplied these things
and I often had to go to her to get our necessities.
Grandmother was very industrious and frugal, but stingy. When she made transactions, she never gave an inch.
I was only twelve, but I knew her character well. Every time father told me to get our oil and salt from her, I
hestitated. One day after school father was in the kitchen preparing dinner. The fire was made and the vegetables
washed, but there was no oil so he asked me to go to grandmother’s. I walked with an empty bowl toward
grandmother’s kitchen, but when I saw her cold face, I froze. I stopped outside the kitchen afraid to go in. Finally
father came to look for me. When he saw me leaning against the wall outside grandmother’s kitchen, he flared up.
Father was a hot-tempered man and had lost his patience waiting so long for the oil. He snatched the bowl and
gave me two hard slaps. Grandmother said she had seen me standing there with bowl in hand but didn’t know
why I was there. Father got the oil and left. As I walked behind him, I did not dare cry. I felt sure grandmother
knew why I was there with a bowl, although father didn’t seem to understand why I had hung about and hadn’t
gone in. I felt I had been unfairly slapped, but it was hardly my place to point out grandmother’s stinginess.
Father’s students were all farm boys, who could not study all year round. During the farmers’ busy seasons the
school closed so the students could work on their farms. I always helped my parents with all kinds of farm work.
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A bitter incident occurred one day when I followed several men up a faraway mountain to collect firewood. I
was then about thirteen or fourteen. On the way back each of us carried two heavy loads of firewood on a pole
over the shoulder. In my ambitiousness I took on a load almost as heavy as what a grown-up would carry. I didn’t
know that “there is no light load over a long distance.” The longer I walked, the heavier that firewood became!
Gradually I fell farther and farther behind and finally had to stop every three or four steps. I was so far behind the
others that I couldn’t see a single soul. Feeling completely helpless, I cried out loud. But even though I cried, I
kept inching along with that load. Fortunately my mother guessed something was wrong and came a long way to
help me home. So ended a bitter episode.
*
After two years’ study in father’s school, I could roughly understand the Four Books and the Five Classics. It
was then that father answered the advertisement for Chinese laborers, packed up, and went off to the South Seas.
So mother sent me to Mr. Li Ch’ing-t’ing’s school. After a while Mr. Li, a salaried graduate of the first or hsiuts’ai degree, decided to enroll in the newly established Political Science Academy at the county seat. With
mother’s approval I went along with him to enter the newly established Linkuei District Elementary School.
It was the fall of my fifteenth year. The Boxer Rebellion had been quelled and the Ch’ing government had
decided to abolish the old examination system and replace it with a new school system. Our new elementary
school was one of the first new ones. In addition to Chinese, mathematics, general science, and English were
taught—subjects I had never taken in my old-fashioned village school. Moreover, I was put in a higher class that
made it all the more difficult. So by the end of the semester, when the results of the final examination were
published, I was “sitting in the red chair.”
In those days it was a practice to list the names of the students in descending order of their grades and to mark
the last name with a red check. Whoever placed last in the final examination was the “red chair sitter.” I was
already laughed at for being a country boy and had even been nicknamed “country simpleton” by the city boys
for, among other things, not dressing fashionably. When I became the “red chair sitter,” I was put in an even more
embarrassing situation.
By the end of the semester I had decided to quit school and so ended my attempt at a liberal arts education.
After I left the Linkuei District Elementary School, my parents could no longer afford to support my studies.
Since there was little family land for me to work, I had to look elsewhere for some way to make a living. At least
in the days of the old examination system, I and other farm boys could work toward officialdom step by step
through success in the examination. Even if I had failed, I could either go back to farming or turn to tutoring in
the village. But with the abolition of the examination system and the establishment of modern schools only in the
cities, it was beyond the financial capacity of an average farm boy to go on with his education.
At this time various provinces were busily experimenting with the “new administration.” An Industrial
Department was set up within the framework of the Kwangsi provincial government to promote commerce and
industry. A provincial cotton weaving center was also established in Kueilin to train apprentices. Father had just
come back from the South Seas and, thinking there might be a future in the weaving profession, he sent me to the
mill as an apprentice. He hoped that after a six-month course I would come back to our native place and improve
the handweaving industry.
The shed in which the old examinations had been held housed our cotton weaving center. Its purpose was to
train apprentices to improve the obsolete methods of handloom weaving. The center was a very modern, largescale operation known for its strict training. Its director, who was at the same time the head of the Industrial
Department of the provincial government, often entertained officials at the center. I remember at such times we
apprentices watched from a distance. The lights, the shadows, and the ordering around of servants were
magnificent!
Having completed six months at the center, I had learned the elementary techniques and general processes of
weaving from beginning to end. Now, in 1907, I was ready to go home. It had been the government’s intention
through this training program to improve rural weaving methods and, consequently, to help farmers increase their
subsidiary income. As a graduate I really should have bought a modern wooden loom and employed myself in
weaving cotton cloth. However, it turned out that my family had little interest in weaving, so I gave up the idea.
My father had just accepted an invitation to teach in his brother-in-law’s house. I took advantage of the
situation and went along with my father in order to study further. It so happened that this uncle had considerable
interest in weaving and had bought a modern wooden loom from Kueilin, and he wanted me to teach his
daughters. I soon became aware that what I had learned at the cotton weaving center was quite superficial, for I
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burned the cotton yarn when I tried to starch it and the yarn broke into pieces on the loom. I certainly found
myself in an awkward position!
Later I was in- vited to another village to teach weaving and again I failed. With this I realized how hard it was
to learn a vocation.
After I had studied in my uncle’s house for a little over a year, a career as a professional soldier presented
itself. I was suddenly offered an opportunity to enter the Kwangsi Military Elementary School.
3
My entry into the Kwangsi Military Elementary School was unexpected. Father’s best friend Li Chih-fu, a
native of Shao-yang, Hunan, made it possible, for not only did he know the school well, but most of the men in
charge were his fellow provincials. When I returned from the weaving institute and could find no suitable
employment, Mr. Li persuaded father to let me take the entrance examination.
Mother was not enthusiastic. She thought it would be better for an industrious youth to help with the work at
home than to enter a school with an unpredictable future. But upon Mr. Li’s repeated urging, father finally decided
to let me prepare for the examination and when he accepted my uncle’s invitation to teach at his house, he took
me along to supervise. In 1907 I journeyed to the city for the entrance examination, the second since the school’s
establishment.
The Kwangsi Military Elementary School was one of the innovations of the late Ch’ing “new administration.”
Following the Boxer Rebellion and the withdrawal of the allied troops, the government had finally decided to
modernize. It started by adopting the so-called new administration and preparing to draw up a constitution. It also
abolished the old examination system and replaced it with a modern school system. In Kwangsi the modernization
program was started under the governorship of Chang Ming-ch’i. Young and ambitious, Chang drew many men
with modern ideas into the provincial government and established new governmental organs. The Kwangsi
Military Elementary School was one of the new establishments.
Military elementary schools were founded in many provinces on the pattern of the German and Japanese
military systems. The elementary schools offered a three-year basic course, which upon completion qualified one
for the two-year Military Preparatory Middle School. After these one could be sent to the Paoting National
Military Academy, which upon graduation after two years would qualify one as a junior army officer. In my
experience, yhe organization and facilities of these preparatory schools and the Paoting Academy were good, and
their training and discipline were strict. I think they were better than those military schools established after the
birth of the Republic.
The Kwangsi Military Elementary School was established in 1906. It was situated at the old cantonment in the
large drill grounds outside the south gate of Kueilin. Headed by General Ts’ai O, it gave its first entrance
examination in 1906 and its second in 1907. Since the school was completely financed by the provincial
government, the students were supplied not only with room and board, shoes and clothing, books and stationery,
and even pocket money but also with the opportunity for advanced study and employment. Many youths were
attracted by these advantages, but competition was very keen. Out of the thousand or more applicants for the
entrance examination only 130 or 140 were selected.
It was nearing the end of the year, so after taking the examination I returned home and asked a neighbor who
went into Kueilin each day to watch for the public notification of successful candidates. One day, as I was coming
back from the mountains where I had gone to collect firewood, a neighbor who had just returned from a fair in
Kueilin told me of a public notice announcing 130 successful candidates with ten alternates. He said my name
was first on the list of alternates. He was sure I would have a chance to enter the school. I was happy beyond
words!
I said goodbye to my parents and, carrying simple luggage, I headed for Kueilin to register. I went immediately
to the school after dropping my luggage at an inn. To my surprise I was told I was ten minutes late and therefore
could not register. The school officials had just returned from training in Japan, where they had learned such
strictness that they could not excuse a peasant boy like me who had no watch to tell the time. Deeply
disappointed, I made ready to head back home, though armed with a few words of encouragement to try the
entrance examination again the following year. I was told I would have a good chance because my physical
examination showed I was in excellent health.
Needless to say, I returned home in low spirits. Father encouraged me to keep studying at my uncle’s house
where he was teaching. A year went by, and in the winter of 1908 I again took the entrance examination. This time
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I was chosen as one of 200 regular candidates from the 3,000 who took the examination. Having learned my
lesson, I arrived promptly to register and entered without any difficulty.
The new school building located outside the Wench’ang Gate had just been finished. I remembered thinking
how magnificent and spacious it was. Most of the instructors were graduates of the Rikugun Shikan Gakko (Army
Academy) in Japan. They wore smart blue woolen uniforms with embroidered gold stripes. Their high boots were
shiny, and their officers’ swords at their waists were so long that they touched the ground. We peasant boys were
tremendously impressed by the martial sounds made by their boots and swords. Sometimes our headmaster Ts’ai
O came for inspection, and when he appeared, we were even more awed.
Our classroom instruction and outdoor training were modeled after Japan’s, with special emphasis on
mathematics and physics. In my third year our class went to quadratic equations in algebra. We also had to study
one foreign language and could choose from Japanese, French, English, German, or Russian. I decided that since
Kwangsi was next to the French colony of Annam, it would be to my advantage to learn French. But I found I had
no aptitude, nor did I like foreign languages, and I barely managed to pass the final examination.
Our school did not emphasize outdoor training. We spent only an hour a day marching and drilling with rifles.
I liked very much gymnastics and bayonet drill, which I excelled in through frequent practice and the advantage
of a strong body. As I recall even my taller and larger schoolmates could not canpete with me. In this way I won
the nickname “Fierce Kid Li.”
Student life at the Military Elementary School was closely regulated and strictly disciplined. We got up early
and went to bed late. In the classroom and outside at drill we were trained to be accurate and quick. Any
carelessness meant a warning the first time and punishment the next time. During my three years I was never
punished and in addition was considered a good student by both the school authorities and my fellow students.
Some students would pretend illness and take sick leave to avoid drill or to stay away fron school completely.
Because of inadequate medical knowledge it was not easy for the school physician to prove whether anyone was
really sick or not. In my three years I never took a single sick leave, which proves I was not only honest but also
healthy.
We were provided with good food and clothing at the school. We had three meals a day, each consisting of four
dishes and one soup for a table of eight, with three of the four being meat dishes. One of our uniforms was made
of very fine quality wool and the others of ordinary wool. Each of us was also provided with a woolen overcoat.
At first we were each issued two pairs of leather shoes a semester; even when the school became a little hard-up,
we each received three pairs of shoes a year. Although dressed in modern uniforms and leather shoes, most of us
still wore our long queues, an incongruity that was considered handsome in those days.
We were given pocket money monthly. Each first-year student whose average grade was below that of “good”
received 0.8 ounces of silver a month; a “good” student received 1 ounce and an “excellent’ student 1.2 ounces a
month. Each second-year student received 1 ounce, 1.2 ounces, or 1.4 ounces, and each third-year student 1.2
ounces, 1.4 ounces, or 1.8 ounces of silver respectively. Prices in Kueilin were very low, and we actually had
difficulty using up our pocket money. I remember one ounce of silver was equivalent to fourteen or fifteen
hundred small cash, while a bowl of noodles with barbecued pork cost only ten small cash. How inexpensive
things were then!
Every action of the students was well disciplined. From top to bottom no one indulged in prostitution or
gambling. Even during holidays or weekends we students were told to watch our posture and manners. To
maintain a dignified appearance we were not allowed to carry much luggage. I do not say no one violated school
regulations, but if anyone did, he was an exception, for, on the whole, the atmosphere in the school was virtuous
enough to command moral conformity. No other school in Kwangsi could compare with our Military Elementary
School in curriculum or in discipline.
*
During my last two years at the Kwangsi Military Elementary School symptomatic outbursts of revolution had
already begun. Secret plans were being laid by revolutionists all over China. While revolutionary leaders such as
Huang Hsing were moving between Hong Kong and Annam, they were in contact with others in various parts of
China. With Kwangtung and Kwangsi on the frontier, the area became a contact center for revolutionists.
Revolutionary activities in Kwangsi were built on a firm foundation. The province had been the home of the
Taiping Rebellion. This, along with an aroused national consciousness and a hardy and adventurous people, made
Kwangsi a favorable breeding place for revolutionary ideas, and its various military schools—Military
Elementary School, the Cadres Training School, and the Military Officers Training Center—all became places
where revolutionists conspired.
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During the early years of Chang Ming-ch’I’s governorship the revolutionists had no scruples at all about
carrying out their activities in Kwangsi in the open. Chang considered himself a modern thinker and tried to avoid
oppressive measures that might stimulate revolt even more and endanger his position, so he pretended to be
ignorant of their activities. This enabled the T’ung-meng-hui\fn{The secret Revolutionary organization organized by Dr. Sun
Yat Sen in Tokyo in 1905; it was reorganized and renamed Kuomintang (Nationalist Party) in 1912} to function almost in the open.
Two of its early leaders, Chuang Yun-k’uan and Niu Yung-chien, became, respectively, chief and deputy chief of
the Department of Military Preparation under the Office of the Superintendent of Military Training of the
provincial government. Although both Chuang and Niu later resigned because of a disagreement with Chang
Ming-ch’i, the foundations of the T’ung-meng-hui had been laid and its membership was increasing by the time
they left their posts.
Chang was afraid the T’ung-meng-hui might become too strong, so he transferred Ts’ai O, the head of the
Nanning Military Academy, to Kueilin to moderate the T’ung-meng-hui’s activities somewhat. Although Ts’ai O
was a member of the T’ung-meng-hui, he was more careful and avoided exposing himself, which turned the more
aggressive young revolutionists against him. Finally, as a result of agitation among the students of the Kwangsi
Military Elementary School for the “expelling of Ts’ai,” he resigned all his posts late in 1909 and left for Yunnan.
Shortly afterwards Chang Ming-ch’i was promoted to governor-general of Kwangtung-Kwangsi and left for
Kwangtung. Under the new governor Shen Ping-k’un the Kwangsi revolutionists again became active. In 1909 the
Kwangsi branch of the T’ung- meng-hui was formally established, with its organ the Nan Pao or “Journal of the
South” (later renamed the Nan-feng Pao or “South Wind Journal”).
The establishment of the Kwangsi branch further encouraged revolutionary activities in our school. The
revolutionists rented rooms in the neighborhood and organized the Military Guide Society, which aimed at
winning adherents among students of high standing and revolutionary thinking. I was invited to join.
Between fifty and sixty students from our school were won over by the T’ung-meng-hui in this way. Since it
was a secret revolutionary organization, the members were automatically labeled “rebels” by the government. In
taking orders from headquarters overseas, we were constantly risking our lives. For this reason anybody who
wished to join the party had to sign an agreement under oath. When we joined, we stuck a needle into our fingers
to guarantee our oath in blood. We met twice a month in three rented rooms.
On April 27, 1911, the “Incident of the seventy-two Martyrs” occurred in Canton. A party of young
revolutionists attacked the governor’s office and seventy-two sacrificed their lives in the attack. When we heard of
the incident, we wanted to respond but were too late. We were given another chance on October 10 when the
Wuch’ang revolt broke out, led by members of the “new army” stationed at Wuch’ang and by students of the
Second Military Preparatory Middle School. When the news reached Kwangsi, everyone became excited. Both
the “new army” (Brigade of Mixed Forces) in Kwangsi and we of the Kwangsi Military Elementary School
prepared to join the Wuch’ang revolt.
Governor Shen Ping-k’un, provincial Treasurer Wang Chih-hsiang, and other Kwangsi high officials saw that
the downfall of the Ch’ing dynasty was imminent. They consulted with the leaders of the Provincial Assembly
and decided to throw their support behind the Wuch’ang revolt. On November 7, 1911, they declared the
independence of Kwangsi. The Provincial Assembly recommended Shen Ping-k’un’s appointment as military
governor and those of Wang Chih-hsiang and the Lungchou garrison commander Brigadier General Lu Jung-t’ing
as deputy military governors of Kwangsi.
Unexpectedly, a part of the “old army,” still faithful to the Ch’ing government, broke out in mutiny during the
festivities celebrating the establishment of the provincial revolutionary government. Our school was temporarily
closed, and we students were told to go home.
About two weeks after I returned home, I heard the mutiny had been suppressed and had not been serious.
There had been plundering but no killing or burning, and the provincial government had succeeded in quickly
disarming the mutineers. Some important changes in the provincial government followed the mutiny, when Shen
Ping-k’un, not being a native of Kwangsi, thought it wise to resign in favor of Deputy Military Governor Lu Jungt’ing.
When I returned to school, classes had not yet resumed. I found some students organizing a student army and
preparing to follow the regular army on an expedition to the north to support the revolutionary forces at
Wuch’ang. This student amy, called the “Dare-to-Die Corps,” included students from other schools too. Their
leader was Liang Shih, an outstanding instructor in our school. I applied to join the corps but was told that
because of limited funds, rifles, and ammunition, only about a hundred students could be accepted. As I bade
farewell to my schoolmates, I felt pangs of disappointment.
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*
After the army left, the Kwangsi Military Elementary School was converted into the Kwangsi Intensive
Military Training School. Its headmaster was Deputy Military Governor Ch’en Ping-k’un, sworn brother of
Military Governor Lu Jung-t’ing. Ch’en was a large man of heavy build, weighing over 250 pounds. Humorous
and straightforward by nature, he had a great capacity for wine and could drink catties without getting drunk. But
Ch’en was constantly occupied with his duties as deputy military governor, so the man who actually ran the
school was the supervisor Lin Ping-i, a graduate of the Lungchou Military Institute. Lin was the son of Lin Chuchi’n, personal secretary to Lu Jung-t’ing, who had followed Lu throughout his career and had finally been
appointed chief of staff of the office of the military governor. Lin Ping-i became supervisor of the school purely
because of his father’s connection.
The Intensive Military Training School was established at the end of 1911, but classes did not begin until 1912.
It had somewhat more than 300 students, most of whom were students of the former Kwangsi Military
Elementary School. That school had put greater emphasis on indoor courses than on outdoor training, but the
Intensive Military Training School adopted just the opposite policy. It followed the standards and methods of
teaching of the Paoting Military Academy, which emphasized outdoor military training.
In this newly reorganized school, we were divided into three columns. The first was the artillery column, the
second and third were infantry columns. I belonged to the second. Basic training lasted three months. From the
fourth month we advanced gradually from the sergeants’ training program to the lieutenants’ training program and
then to the training program for officers in charge of companies. Finally we were trained to command a battalion.
Both drill-ground training and maneuvers were emphasized, as were various kinds of physical exercise, including
horseback riding. Most of our instructors came from Chinese military schools, with very few having studied
abroad.
However, the chief instructor was a Japanese named Nakamura who had graduated from the Rikugun Shikan
Gakko. Nakamura had been a captain during the Russo-Japanese War and was decorated for meritorious service.
After becoming Lu Jung-t’ing’s chief military adviser and concurrently chief instructor at the Intensive Military
Training School, Nakamura married a Chinese girl from Kwangsi. His conscientious attention to his instruction
won the respect of the students. Since he did not speak much Chinese, he had to use an interpreter who was a
native of Chekiang.
Our classroom courses dealt largely with military knowledge, such as the infantry drill code ( Pu-ping ts’aotie), field service (Chu-ch’eng chiao-fan), and the “Four Great Manuals” (Ssu-ta-chiao-ch’eng). We had no
courses in Chinese, history, geography, or foreign language. The lack of foreign languages in our curriculum
pleased me greatly, for I had had so much trouble with French at the Kwangsi Military Elementary School. I
studied very hard and was always among the best students in the class, taking not a day of sick leave during my
two years at the school. I worked hard and was well liked by the instructors and my fellow students, among whom
I had many personal friends.
Discipline at the Intensive Military Training School was not as strict as it had been in the Military Elementary
school, nor were the students as law-abiding. Some even followed the example of their instructors and went often
to feast in the brothels in Kueilin. This situation reflected the corruption not only of the school faculty but also of
the whole society at that time.
During the last years of the Ch’ing dynasty when the “new administration” was inaugurated, although the
government and its high-ranking officials gave only lip service to reform, the lower-ranking officials, most of
whom had had a modern education, were very serious. Unfortunately, after the Revolution all those “once-modern
personalities” turned into the same old bureaucrats and their “new administration” into the same offices of
display.
Furthermore, the men who became eminent after the Revolution—men such as Lu Jung-t’ing—lacked a
modern education and, consequently, had little capability for carrying out real reforms. These circumstances led to
the resumption of evils and corruption. What existed at the Intensive Military Training School only mirrored what
prevailed in society as a whole.
*
I graduated in the fall of 1913. After that year the school closed its doors and transferred all its facilities to its
successor, the Kwangsi Military Officers Training Center, which Lu Jung-t’ing established to give military
training to officers of the old army who had risen from the ranks or who, like Lu himself, were former bandits. Lu
appointed Lin Ping-i director, and the junior officers were selected from among the best graduates of the Intensive
Military Training School. I was chosen as a probationary lieutenant.
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The Training Center was situated at Yent’ang, outside the east gate of Nanning, which had just replaced
Kueilin as the capital of Kwangsi. Located in the center of the province, Nanning was more convenient than
Kueilin for the administration of civil affairs and was Lu Jung-t’ing’s native district.
Late in 1913 I reported to the Military Officers Training Center. I was an instructor’s assistant with a salary of
fourteen Chinese dollars a month.\fn{ One Chinese dollar then equaled one Mexican dollar of the period, and contained about 0.75
ounce of silver} Later I was promoted to second lieutenant in command of a company, and my salary was increased
to thirty-two dollars a month. Shortly after that, I became a full lieutenant. Most of the students in the Training
Center were lower- and middle-ranking officers from the “old army,” well over fifty years old. They were an odd
collection
Indeed! I remember meeting men there who had served as commanders and whose ranks had been as high as
colonel or even major-general. Thin and stout, rude and courteous, they included gentlemen as well as corrupt
characters who indulged in opium or prostitution. Their professional backgrounds were just as mixed. Some of
them held military degrees from the Ch’ing dynasty; others had risen from the ranks; still others were ex-bandits
who had been pacified and assimilated into the army. Most of them were arrogant and reluctant to follow
discipline. They retained their rank and salary while training and even had the privilege of bringing their families
with them. Naturally they belittled us, the assistants to the instructors, and we had great difficulty handling them.
In the company where I served as instructor’s assistant there were 140 men, among them a commander with
the rank of major general. I tried to train them to distinguish between what was public and what was private. I was
neither humble nor proud in my treatment of them, and after a while they began to like and respect me. As I
gradually introduced modern military knowledge, I tried to arouse their interest in some way so they would be
inspired to learn.
Occasionally, when I found that the fat commander and others who had never had military training could not
keep up with the drill, I would let them stand aside and watch, but I myself never stopped. My example
encouraged them, and gradually they gave up their old undisciplined and lethargic ways. I was happy to see that
they completely accepted modern training and soon were drilling together harmoniously and in good spirits. At
the end of the training course they said they were sorry to leave me. My group sent me a very nice present as a
souvenir. I was touched.
At the end of its first successful trial year the Training Center was to be enlarged to accommodate other oldfashioned military officers. Lin Ping-i was entrusted with a large sum of money and sent to Shanghai to purchase
new equipment. But there he was attracted by the many novelties and pleasures of a big city. He spent lavishly
and in less than a few months had squandered all the money. He wired the provincial government for a further
remittance, lying that the funds he had brought along were not enough. When the officials around Lu Jung-t’ing,
who were dissatisfied with both Lin and his father, learned this, they vehemently attacked Lin for having wasted
public funds and urged that no more money be sent him and that the Training Center be closed. Their
recommendation was accepted, the nonmilitary faculty members were discharged, and the rest of us were ordered
to wait for new appointments. …
207.1 Excerpts from China Looks Forward: 1. “Dangerous Thought On Post-War Problems” 2. “A New
Chapter In Chinese American Relations” 3. “Reconstruction Of The Post-War World”\fn{by Sun Fo (18911973)} Chungshan County, Kwangtung Province, China (M) 10
1
Twenty-five years after the conclusion of the first World War, we now find ourselves again in the midst of
another war, more deadly and widespread than the previous one. When the present war comes to an end,\fn{ This
article was published in Chungking, January 1, 1943 } the people of all countries, whether of the United Nations or of the
enemy states, will have learnt a bitter lesson. They should think of ways and means to establish a permanent
peace. While the war is still going on, and final victory is yet to come, intellectual leaders in the United Nations
have already realized the importance of studying post-war problems. We may recall that at the end of 1918, when
the first World War so suddenly came to a close, the victorious Powers were caught unprepared for the peace.
Such a dilemma must not occur again.
It must be admitted that although the last World War was won by the Allied nations, they, nevertheless, failed
to make a lasting peace. The reason for this is not difficult to find. The responsible statesmen who directed
national policy and the intellectual leaders committed a grave mistake; so that the causes of another war were
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inherent in the peace settlement also. And what was the mistake which they committed? It was that their proposals
for post-war settlement were contrary to the fundamental principles of equality and justice. If we should fail to
reach a just settlement again after this war, then the causes of a third world war will not have been eliminated. If
we are not firmly resolved to rectify the mistakes committed in the past, then the future of the world will be very,
very dark indeed. Another war more deadly than the present one would become inevitable twenty or thirty years
from hence.
*
Some months ago, a friend who came to Chungking from America told me this story: He said that a certain
professor in one of the American universities had written an article on post-war Chinese problems, which was
published in a leading American magazine. In this article, the professor advocated that the four North-Eastern
Provinces which are now under Japanese occupation should be given to the Soviet Union after the war.
Although I myself have not read that article, nor did my friend tell me on what grounds the author bases his
opinion, yet it is safe to say that this kind of proposal is utterly against the principles of fair play and justice. This
is what I call dangerous thought. If it should be carried into effect, therein would lie the causes of another world
war.
China is the first great Power which took up arms\fn{ In 1937} to fight against Fascist aggression. The NorthEastern Provinces are Chinese, just as the North-Western Pacific States are American. Since the Japanese
occupation of our North-Eastern Provinces, they have made them a base for further threats and aggressions
against the people and Government of China. In order to maintain our national integrity and existence, we had to
resort to armed resistance against Japanese aggression. If the anti-aggression nations should succeed in defeating
Japan, thereby achieving final victory, and if China were not given back those of her territories which were once
under enemy occupation, then what meaning would there be in the heroic sacrifices which the Chinese people
have been making? Such proposals as the one mentioned above are utterly regardless of the national interest of
China, and run counter to the patriotic aspirations and just demands of the Chinese people.
It can be reasonably assumed that such unreasonable proposals would not be approved by thoughtful leaders in
the United Nations, nor would our great friend, the Soviet Union, care to give them the slightest attention. Yet the
fact remains that such a proposal should see the light at all at a time like this is a clear indication that confusion of
thought on post-war problems still exists.
*
In August 1942 a supplement was issued by the American magazine Fortune in which there was published a
Memorandum on the post-war peace settlement under the joint auspices of Time, Life, and Fortune. The second
part of the Memorandum deals with Pacific problems, and particularly with the problems of American policy
towards the Far East. There are two points included in the Memorandum which are quite interesting, but which,
from the point of view of justice and fair play, are unacceptable. The first of these two points is that a new State
be created in South-Eastern Asia, to be known as “Indonesia,” which is to include Thailand, British Malaya, the
Netherlands East Indies, and Portuguese Timor.
My feeling is that if a nee State should be created at all, it would be more logical to include only British
Malaya, the Netherlands East Indies, and Portuguese Timor. For the majority of people in this area are Malayan
by blood, and according to the principles of nationalism they should form a national State. But the case of
Thailand is altogether different. Thailand is historically, culturally, and racially different from the Malayan
countries. She has long been an independent State. Although she has now given way to Japanese aggression, she
did so primarily because she was not in a position to resist.
In our discussions of post-war world reconstruction, we should never propose to destroy those States which
have already enjoyed independent existence, and try to incorporate them arbitrarily into some new formation. If
this proposal to incorporate Thailand in this new “Indonesia” should be put into effect, then on the day when this
new State was born there would also be sown the seeds of internal conflict. Civil strife in the new State would
disturb and endanger the tranquillity and security of South-Eastern Asia. To incorporate Thailand in this new
“Indonesia” would therefore be against reason, justice, and the interests of future peace.
Another point worth noting is the proposal, in Section IV of the Memorandum, to establish a trans-Pacific
defense belt, which would be under the administration of an international body. The belt would extend southwestwards from Hawaii, through Midway, Wake, and Guam, to include the Marshall, Caroline and Mariana
groups of islands (which are now under Japanese rule, by virtue of the League of Nations’ mandate, and which
should be under the control of the United Nations after the war), the Bonin and Ryukyu groups, and Formosa.
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It further proposes that Formosa should be the terminus of the United Nations’ air fleet, and the island should
be placed under international administration. The proposal also suggests that Formosa should not be restored to
China, nor should the Formosans be given the right to vote themselves into the Republic of China, though in tariff
and monetary matters Formosa should be included in the Chinese system.
That the proposal is against the principle of justice and international fair play goes without saying. Formosa
was originally a part of China.\fn{ Since 1644, when supporters of the Ming Dynasty drove the Dutch from the island and occupied
its southwestern portion} It was only after the conclusion of the Sino-Japanese War in 1895 that Japan took possession
of the island. When final victory comes, China should recover from Japan all that Japan has forcibly taken from
us in the past fifty years; and Formosa, being of such importance to China, should naturally be given back to her.
Moreover, the people of Formosa are predominantly Chinese by blood. They would naturally hope to be
reunited with the motherland.
Those who propose this scheme of an international defense belt have in mind the objective of keeping a strict
watch over Japan in the future. If this should be the case, I do not see any reason why Formosa should not be
restored to China instead of being under international control. Formosa can fulfill that mission quite as well
without being detached from China. If in the minds of those who propose this scheme there is any suspicion of
China, any thought that post-war China would constitute a threat to the South Pacific, and if, in order to forestall
that event, they wish to make Formosa an air-base from which it would be possible to dominate China and the
China Coast, then the lack of confidence in China as a peaceful nation is in itself a clear sign of danger.
I have pointed at random to two or three examples of the so-called dangerous thought on post-war world
reconstruction now current abroad. It is to be hoped that the intellectual leaders of the United States will take note
of these utterances, and rectify the impressions created by such proposals. It is further to be hoped that erroneous
views of this kind will not find further utterances lest they should be the cause of friction and ultimate war.
I wish also to point out to our friends in the United States that China, being a San-Min-Chu-I Republic, will
never entertain any ideas of aggression; but that she insists on recovering Formosa and the North-Eastern
Provinces, which were and should be hers. China strives only for the full realization of her revolutionary aims,
which are none other than national liberation and independence. China only hopes that there will be an equitable
and just peace, and when once that settlement is reached, causes of future wars may be eliminated, and mankind
may live at peace and in the pursuit of happiness.
2
I have been requested by the Chinese-American Institute of Cultural Relations to speak on the new relations
between China and the United States created by the recent abrogation of the unequal treaties. In this talk, I am
aiming at a forecast of the future rather that a retrospect of the past.\fn{ This lecture was delivered in Chungking, January
21, 1943}
The conclusion of the new treaty between China and the United States opens up a new chapter in the history of
diplomatic relations between the two nations, in which the dominant note will be one of equality and mutual
respect for each other’s sovereignty. In fact, ever since the outbreak of the Pacific War; the United States and
China, both being great democratic countries, have become Allies in a common cause, fighting side by side
against a common enemy. Of course, we have yet to go through many bitter struggles before ultimate victory will
be ours. It is for this reason that the peoples of these two nations are unanimously hoping for closer contacts and a
more lasting co-operation, so that they may the better assume their joint responsibility to the world. Just as mutual
trust and reciprocal understanding are necessary to the cementing of friendship between individuals, so they are
necessary to the furtherance of friendship between nations. It is only when the American and Chinese people seek
to understand each other that they can hope to proceed from their present equality in principle to equality in
practice.
But there is no denying the fact that some of our American friends are not yet quite clear about the real
conditions in China, and their lack of adequate knowledge has resulted in many mistaken views with regard to the
Chinese situation. For instance, the problem of post-war world reconstruction has been discussed by a number of
American scholars in various periodicals. A perusal of these articles shows us that quite a few of them seem to
lack a real understanding of China. It does not necessarily follow, however, that any particular section of
American society represents the views of the majority, for in America everyone is given perfect freedom to voice
his own opinion, even though such opinion may prove to be contrary to the Government policy, or even their
national interest.
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We should on no account entertain any doubts or misunderstandings in respect of our Allies when they give
utterance to their personal opinions. But the publication of unsound opinions is likely to arouse misgivings among
us, and for this reason it may not be out of place for me here to cite one or two particular instances.
*
During the past year, the study of post-war world problems has been vigorously pursued by certain American
thinkers, and, as a result of their studies, opinions have been expressed to the effect that Japan, after her defeat,
should not be allowed to collapse, but, on the contrary, should be assisted to re-establish and maintain her military
power as a check upon China,. so that the latter may not become too strong and constitute a new menace to
America. What is aimed at is nothing less than the creation of a new system of balance of power. It is also their
fond hope that after her defeat, post-war Germany will have sufficient vitality and military prowess left to serve as
counterweight against the Soviet Union. In their unfortunately mistaken view, American safety lies only in the
balance of power between China and Japan in the Orient and between Russia and Germany in Eastern Europe.
This is precisely what Professor Spykman, of Yale University, has proposed in his recent book, American Strategy
in World Politics.
On the other hand, views diametrically opposite to this have been set forth by Professor Nathaniel Peffer, of
Columbia University, in his new book, The Basis of Peace in the Far East. The more liberal school of American
opinion is altogether opposed to any attempt at the revival of the discredited system of the balance of power. It is
rightly argued that the balance of power system is obsolete, since it has repeatedly proved its failure as a means of
maintaining world peace, before both the last war and this.
It was the desire to keep the balance of power between the Anglo-French-Russian Entente and the Central
Powers that started the first World War, and the attempted restoration of this system in Europe brought about the
second war in that continent. If at the end of this war we should again harp upon the same string, and try to give
support to Japan and Germany, what would this mean but sowing new seeds of dissension for the future? The idea
of the balance of power as a means of maintaining world peace is untenable, and should be given up once for all.
In the opinion of Professor Peffer, who has based his statement upon a genuine understanding of China, America
should stand opposed to any balance of power in the Far East, and should help China to become strong and
prosperous so as to be a stabilizing force in Asia.
There may not be many people who share Professor Spykman’s opinions, but the question is, how did
Professor Spykman come to hold these views? I presume it is owing to the fact that he did not have a clear
understanding of the Chinese situation both in the past and in the present. His inadequate understanding has led
him to place no real confidence in China, and to doubt whether she is a peace-loving nation, thus harboring
unwarranted misgivings lest China should prove to constitute a threat to America, once she attains to a state of
abundance and prosperity.
Unfortunately Professor Spykman does not see that for China to become an imperialistic power would be
expressly contrary to the very nature of the San-Min-Chu-I and the policy of the Kuomintang. Nor would it be in
line with our national tradition.
*
To remove similar misunderstanding among our Allies, there is, of course, much to be done in the way of
publicity, but—what is more important—we should also let our deeds speak for us. With our deeds clearly visible
to the eyes of the world, Professor Spykman, who is a learned and diligent student of world affairs, will not fail to
perceive that a new China dedicated to the San-Min-Chu-I cannot be imperialistic.
But, so far, the San-Min-Chu-I has not been carried out in its entirety, and we have not yet been able to
substantiate our words by concrete examples. Under conditions like these, naturally, foreign observers cannot be
expected to judge of our future merely by our utterances. All our foreign friends are anxious to see if we are really
sincere and determined to realize our national destiny in accordance with the pattern outlined by Dr. Sun Yat-sen.
Their immediate attention is fixed on China’s attitude toward her neighbors.
For example, the problem of Korea’s independence after the war is considered by many as the touchstone of
China’s real intentions. In their investigations of the situation in the Far East, foreign observers are watching with
great concern China’s attitude towards British Burma and French Indo-China, in case these two should demand
their independence at the end of the war. They are also interested as to how the Chinese National Government is
going to work out its domestic policy with regard to Tibet and Outer Mongolia. When the time comes for the
Chinese Government to readjust its relations with Tibet and Outer Mongolia, what course will it take? If we are
going to adopt high-handed measures, our foreign friends will certainly regard us as imperia1istic and be on their
guard against us.
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In their opinion, a China imperialistically inclined is something to be feared even more than Japanese
militarism reasserting itself after defeat. The only way to remove suspicions and misunderstandings of this kind is
to reconstruct our country in strict accordance with the San-Min-Chu-I. With these principles fully carried out,
there would be no possibility of China becoming an imperialistic power, and by that time there would be no more
reason for any such misgivings and suspicions as our Allies may have concerning China today.
Misgivings are likely also to arise among foreigners who lack an adequate understanding of China’s present
political program and reconstructional work. They fear that China may imitate the methods of the Fascist nations.
But how do these fears arise? They arise mainly because of the fact that our foreign friends are not well informed
about the real situation of present-day China. The political experience of the English and American people
accustoms them to think of multi-party rule as the only possible basis of democracy. To them a government run by
a single party is entirely out of keeping with democracy, for democracy under the tutelage of one party is
unknown in Western political history. They do not know that China has developed her political structure in a way
peculiar to herself. The task of reconstructing China has devolved on the shoulders of the Kuomintang through the
whole-hearted support of the entire nation, not excepting even the opposition factions.
*
The Kuomintang is a revolutionary party of long standing which brought about the overthrow of the Manchu
Empire, to whose impotence must be attributed the unequal treaties of the past hundred years. Following the
overthrow of the Manchu regime the Kuomintang, in its desire to achieve national unity, surrendered power to
Yuan Shih-kai, and worked hard for the inauguration of a parliamentary system; but this merely served as a
stimulant to Yuan’s ambition to assume imperial power, which finally led to the restoration of the monarchy with
himself as emperor. Yuan’s death was followed by more than a decade of warlordism, which almost drained China
of her national vitality.
The lesson learned by the Chinese people during this period is too bitter to be forgotten. To relieve the people
of their sufferings, the Kuomintang, whose duty it was to fulfill the historic mission of national reconstruction,
carried out a second revolution in 1927. However, no sooner was China united under the rule of the Kuomintang,
and ready to put her house in order, than Japan started her undeclared war against China. Were it not for the
leadership of the Kuomintang in her heroic resistance against the aggressor, China, under the onslaught of
Japanese mechanized power, might already have ceased to exist as a nation.
Thus, we see, the Kuomintang and the reconstruction of China as a modern nation are inseparably linked
together. The Kuomintang is destined to shoulder the responsibility of tutoring. the people of China for
democracy. According to the program of our national reconstruction, political rights would be restored to the
people of the whole nation—all of whom would become supporters and adherents of the San-Min-Chu-I—by the
time the period of tutelage ends. From thence onward constitutional government will begin.
*
There is another historic fact which our foreign friends would do well to understand. The Kuomintang is one of
the foremost among the declared enemies of Fascism. When the Revolutionary Government of the Kuomintang
still had its seat in Canton, a group of reactionary merchants and compradores conspired to set up against it a
“Government by the Merchant Militia,” which was Fascist in its very nature. Its prompt suppression by Dr. Sun
Yat-sen must be considered the first blow aimed at the Chinese Fascist movement.
This incident may not be quite familiar to our friends abroad. Let me cite a parallel instance in American
history to make clear what I mean.
During the War of Independence, the American Government was also under a one-party rule. The party headed
by Washington was a republican party, with the royalists in opposition, but the latter were soon suppressed. China
now finds herself in a similar position. In its role as the tutor of the Chinese people, the Kuomintang is really
paving the way for true democracy. Even in the present war, reconstructional work such as the new system of
hsien administration, local self-government, and the organizing and strengthening of public opinion has been
carried on with redoubled energy in order to lay a sound basis for the future constitutional government of the
country. The bureaucratic system should be done away with as soon as possible, for a bureaucratic government, as
a rule, always fears lest the people should organize themselves. The lukewarm attitude of the local authorities
toward the decree for democratization issued by the Central Government, and their hesitation to put these decrees
into effect, have in the past caused foreign observers to doubt our sincerity and capacity for self-government.
Such a situation should no longer be allowed to exist.
*
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Post-war international economic policy is also a question that is engaging the attention of various circles in
England and America from the Government authorities down to the man-in-the-street. Brains are being racked to
find ways and means for the realization of permanent peace on earth. Our painful experience in the past has
ingrained in our minds the truth that, failing a rational solution of the world economic problem, there will be no
safeguarding of world peace.
It is generally believed in America that the guiding post-war policy should be a return to free trade, the
demolition of the tariff-wall, and the removal of all obstacles to economic co-operation.
Since the First World War, economic nationalism has come into vogue, resulting in the shrinking, and almost
the killing of world trade. It was with a view to preventing the recurrence of such an unhealthy situation that the
United Nations signed, on New Year’s Day 1943, a common declaration urging free trade as one of their post-war
policies. As China is one of the signatories to the document, we have nothing to say against it as a matter of
principle.
But this does not mean that we are willing to give unconditional support to such a policy. The reason is that we
are an economically backward nation. If immediately after this war free trade is to be adopted in China, as it will
be in economically advanced nations like England and America, then a new economic inequality will be likely to
set in. Although, in respect of treaties, we are now on an equal footing with England and America, yet so far as
economic life and productive power are concerned, we lag far behind them. They are both highly industrialized
nations.
Once we adopt free trade and abandon the protective tariff policy, all the agricultural raw material will be
purchased by the industrial nations and sold back to China at a cheap price in the form of manufactured goods.
China will naturally suffer under such a situation, and her program of industrialization will be indefinitely
postponed. China will remain an agricultural country, supplying other nations with raw materials, while all the
goods she needs for consumption will have to be imported.
In that case America, as well as China, will have everything to lose but nothing to gain from the economic
point of view, for no matter how much America dumps her goods, she will not be in a position to compete with
Japan in the Chinese market, and the Chinese would be economically dependent upon Japan. This is something
which we cannot tolerate. Being a signatory to the said document, we do not ask for a repeal of the proposed
policy. What we suggest is a new program to deal with the peculiar situation in China.
In our opinion, free trade should be adopted in industrially advanced nations, such as England, America,
Germany, and Japan, as soon as the war is ended; but in China, the time element should be taken into account. It
is only after ten, twenty, or thirty years, when China has completed her industrialization, that we can be expected
to join an international regime of free trade.
We wish to make known to our American friends our hope that America will do her best to help China’s
industrialization in the first ten years after the war, just as at present she is doing her best to help us to win the
war. Of all the United Nations we find that America is the only one equal to the task, for all the other nations,
being exhausted after their war efforts, will have their own reconstructional problems to solve, while America,
owning abundant resources and great productive power, will not be so adversely affected by the war. She will still
have things to spare for helping the reconstruction of China.
It may be questioned whether ten years is a long enough period for the process of industrialization in China. As
revolutionists we answer the question definitely in the affirmative. The successful completion of the first and
second Five-Year Plans in Soviet Russia is an example. In her reconstructional work Russia made no use of
foreign capital, though foreign technicians were employed. All that the Soviets spent in their reconstruction was
saved from what they could spare from their food and clothing. The Soviet people at that time wore rags and had
black bread for food, but they were not heard to complain. They tightened their belts and saved their butter for the
purchase of German machines. Not infrequently the following words were inscribed on the machines in the
factories:
“Comrade workers! This machine has cost us so many poods of butter. We must make the best use of it!”
Soviet industrial products, such as linen cloth and furs, were exported to Europe and America in large
quantities. It is because the Soviet people could endure such hardships that they were able to complete their
industrialization in a period of ten years and prove themselves such a formidable power. They have shown their
strength in the present war, and their recent victories on various fronts bespeak the result of their tenacious efforts
in the past. We should regard them as our example, nay, our teachers.
When I first interviewed Stalin in Moscow, he told me that old as she was, China would soon be able to stand
on her own feet and make herself young again in the face of foreign aggressors. He further expressed the hope
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that China’s reconstruction after the war would even surpass Soviet achievements in speed. In this connection I
am glad to say that five and a half years of resistance against the aggressors have seen China making much
progress along various lines, thus greatly strengthening her national confidence. We expect our post-war progress
to be still greater when foreign capital becomes available to meet our needs.
*
For the completion of our reconstructional work in the first stage of industrialization let us assume that a sum
of ten billion U.S. dollars, amounting to two hundred billions in Chinese currency, would be loaned to us by
America for industrial equipment. In addition to this, we need another ten billion U.S. dollars for the building of
factory plants and the payment of wages. Such a figure is by no means as astronomical as it may seem to us at
first sight. It is generally known that America’s war budget for the fiscal year July 1943 to June 1944 has been
fixed at one hundred billion U.S. dollars, amounting to two thousand billions in Chinese currency. About twothirds of this sum is ear-marked for war production. Thus, as we see, China’s proposed loan of American money
to the amount of ten billion dollars, for her first stage of industrialization, is equal to only one-seventh of
America’s war production budget for the coming year, while an annual expenditure of one billion means only 1
per cent of America’s entire war budget for the fiscal year 1943-4.
Now, what can we hope to achieve with such a sum in our industrial development? It is not an extravagant
hope if we put our annual production of iron and steel after ten years at five million tons. That is about 5 per cent.
of the American production for one year. The annual production of iron and steel for Japan, England and Germany
is put at seven millions and a half, fifteen million, and twenty-five million tons respectively, while in America it
almost reaches the figure of one hundred million tons.
As has been said before, a small number of Americans are watching with suspicious eyes the development of
China lest she should become a menace to America. Such gloomy views of China can be easily dispelled by our
own endeavors. Once misunderstanding is cleared up as regards these Americans, the American Government, as
well as the American people, will only be too willing to see a strong and rich China emerge from this war, and to
co-operate with us in safeguarding the peace on both sides of the Pacific. If it is sincerely believed by the whole
world that a strong China is necessary to the peace of the Pacific, and that an industrialized China is a stabilizing
force in maintaining the free trade of the world, then no effort ought to be spared to speed up China’s
industrialization.
*
If at the end of the last war world statesmen had had enough courage and foresight to accept Dr. Sun Yat-sen’s
plea for international aid to China’s program of industrial development, the present war might have been averted.
Unfortunately the Governments of the Powers were too preoccupied with their own immediate problems to think
in terms of the world as a whole. Hence the agony of this war.
We cannot afford to commit a second error. We must learn by experience. We let a golden opportunity slip
twenty years ago, but we must lay firm hold of it this time. In Dr. Sun Yat-sen’s program of national development
we find plans to build 100,000 miles of railways and 1,000,000 miles of highways to solve our communication
and transportation difficulties. We should now lose no time in working for their early realization. What is of
paramount importance is to convince our foreign friends of our worthy intentions, and to win their willing help.
We believe that the development of Sino-American, relations will affect the future of the Far East and the
whole world, and we also believe that America alone, with her far-sighted leaders, will be in a position to help us.
We will frankly inform the American Government and the American people that China’s industrialization is
indeed intended to solve the problem of her internal reconstruction, to raise the living standard of her masses, and
to increase her national strength; but there is another side to the question.
It is not out of mere self-interest that we aspire to be a modernized nation; we have also the future of the world
in mind. Among every five men in the world, there is one Chinese. When four hundred and fifty million people
can live a decent life and find themselves able to contribute to world prosperity, the face of the world will
certainly be tremendously changed. Whether this will remain a mere dream or will become a fact hinges upon the
development of Sino-American relations. Both the American and Chinese people are therefore called upon to
shoulder their joint responsibility, and to make timely efforts to achieve their common goal toward world peace
and prosperity.
3

629

It has often been said that what the United Nations lacked was a plan for war. Be that as it may, we cannot
afford to be unprepared for the peace to come.
It is for this reason that people in Britain and America, whether the holders of responsible positions in their
respective Governments, or just the common man in the street, are now seriously interested in post-war world
problems. Not only are the publicists and experts expressing their views on post-war problems in technical
journals or newspapers, but Government machinery and civic organizations have been set up for the study of postwar problems. How are we going to restore stability and prosperity after the war? How are we going to lay the
foundations of a lasting peace? These are some of the problems now engaging the attention of students and
statesmen alike.
It is hardly necessary to emphasize the fact here that the Chinese people are a peace-loving nation. Tradition,
philosophy and history all point. to that. We have been endeavoring to maintain peaceful relations with our
neighboring peoples for thousands of years. We have an ingrained traditional love for peace. And what is more,
for the past fifty years or so, we have been having the beneficial influence of the teachings of Dr. Sun Yat-sen, and
the experiences of our National Revolution.
All these go to make China one of the main pillars for the maintenance of permanent world peace. As a matter
of fact, we have already been defending that peace. The War of Resistance against Japanese aggression, which we
have been fighting for the past five years,\fn{ This speech was delivered in Peipei on January 31, 1943 } is but a part of the
world struggle for preserving peace and order.
Before the outbreak of Sino-Japanese hostilities, many foreign friends had told us that, from the point of view
of national self-interest, it would be better for China to be patient and to play for time. Not that we were not fully
aware of the fact that once war should break out between ourselves and Japan, China would have to undergo
tremendous sufferings and make great sacrifices. But in order to extinguish the flames of aggression so as to
maintain permanent peace, we finally had to go to war.
It is needless for me to reiterate that the Chinese people have a strong love for peace and justice. We, as a
nation, refuse to be dominated by ideas of self-interest. We value our national existence, but at the same time we
are intimately concerned with the existence of the entire human race. In order to save the whole of humanity from
further sufferings, we would rather undergo all these sufferings ourselves. We are not unaware of our strength, yet
we would be neglecting ourselves if we should not fulfill the mission which, we think, the Chinese people have
towards mankind. Keeping constantly in mind such sayings of our sages as, “Drops of water go to make the
river,” we have at least succeeded in immobilizing a huge part of the Japanese forces which would otherwise be
used against our Allies.
The global war is now at its turning-point. The victory is in sight. But how, from painful experience of the past,
are we going to make a new world in which we can enjoy permanent peace? This has again become a problem for
all far-sighted, thinking, and peace-loving peoples. If we should succeed only in stopping aggression, without
laying the foundations for permanent world peace, then this war would have been fought in vain. The Chinese
people have sacrificed millions of lives and untold treasure in this war: we shall naturally contribute all that we
possibly can towards the establishment of permanent world peace.
*
Owing to difficulties of communication we have not been able to get all the current literature concerning postwar world reconstruction which has lately been published in Britain and America. From what I myself have been
able to get, I have noticed that although there are articles and treatises which have been written in a spirit of
justice, there are, nevertheless, others which were prompted by narrow considerations of self-interest and were in
line with traditional prejudice. Not long ago an article of mine was published in the Press, entitled “Dangerous
Thought on Post-war Problems.” In that article, I pointed out some of the biased opinions which are now current
abroad. Since then I have come across a recent book, American Strategy in World Politics, by Professor Nicholas
John Spykman of Yale University.
The author advocates the establishment of a new balance of power for the post-war world. His main thesis is
this: The formation of the united bloc of nations, comprising chiefly Soviet Russia, Britain, America and China, is
at the moment prompted mainly by considerations of self-interest. Each member of this bloc of nations has his
own designs and aims in this present struggle. At the conclusion of the present war, each will go his own way.
From the point of view of political realism, America should now consider its own case; for a strong Japan, or a
strong China, would equally be a threat to America.
The author is therefore of the opinion that after defeating Japan in this war, America should help Japan to
restore its military power. A powerful Japan will serve as a check on China, and only by check and balance can
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peace in the Far East be maintained. As regards Europe, the author thinks that peace in Europe can best be
maintained by the establishment of a new balance of power between Soviet Russia and Germany. Assuming the
role of a prophet, Professor Spykman warns the American people that
“The ally of today is the enemy of tomorrow.”
*
It need hardly be said that the so-called new balance of power is nothing really new; it amounts to a
reaffirmation of the doctrines entertained by the Haushofer school of geo-politicians which find so much favor
among the Nazis. But we must not ignore the significance of Professor Spykman’s pronouncement. Professor
Spykman has been Director of the Yale Institute of International Studies, and is Professor of International
Relations at Yale University. This University, together with Harvard University, occupies an important place in
American politics. What seems only to be academic discussion may sometimes exert considerable weight in
shaping the national policy of America.
Naturally there are many others in America whose views are directly opposed to those of Professor Spykman.
Such, for example, are those of Professor Nathaniel Peffer of Columbia University. In his book, Basis for Peace
in the Far East, Professor Peffer strongly advocates the theory of “balance of power.”
The author thinks that a powerful China is the only safeguard to peace in the Far East. As peace in the new
hemisphere is maintained by the existence of a powerful United States, so peace in the Far East is to be
maintained by a powerful China.
The East-West Association, which is under the chairmanship of Pearl Buck,\fn{ One of whose writings is also in this
Protocol:H} has also produced several articles criticizing such reactionary views. From England, I have come across
another recent book, Professor Carr’s Conditions of Peace. The book contains some very well-reasoned views
regarding post-war reconstruction, most of which are quite in harmony with the fundamental spirit of the Three
People’s Principles.
*
In our study of post-war world reconstruction we must keep a close watch over the prevailing opinions abroad.
We must give our support to those which are just and condemn those which are harmful to China. It is regrettable
that, so far, not much interest has been shown in these matters by our academic circles. Our Government
organizations whose duty it is to look after these matters have been quite negligent in this respect.
We all know that in a democratic country public opinion can influence national policy. If biased opinions
should be widespread, it would be difficult even for clear-sighted statesmen to eradicate them. A case in point is
the way in which America joined this war.
President Roosevelt is indeed a great statesman. As long ago as in October 1937 he made his famous Chicago
speech, in which he denounced aggression and called for the quarantine of the aggressors. He knew very well that
it is impossible for America to stand aloof in world politics. But public opinion, as then prevailing, was strongly
isolationist in attitude, so that President Roosevelt’s speech was violently attacked by the Press, and for a long
time he had to remain quiescent. His appeal for the passing of the Neutrality Act was held up by Congress. When
France collapsed, America had a standing army of only some 360,000 men. Not until September 1940 did the
American Congress pass the Selective Draft Act, introducing compulsory military service while the United States
was still at peace.
From the above we may see what a great and far-sighted statesman like President Roosevelt had to endure
before his views were finally accepted by his fellow-countrymen. All this indicates how powerful is public
opinion in America, and how it influences the shape of American national policy.
This has been so in the past, and will continue to be so in the future. I must therefore advise you not to ignore
the views expressed in the Press concerning post-war world reconstruction in Britain and America. Imagine if
such views as those of Professor Spykman’s should gain the ascendancy and become so powerful as to be capable
of influencing American national policy! What a postwar world should we then have?
*
If the so-called “realists” should succeed in influencing the national policies of the United Nations, then I think
the world situation would be something like this:
In Europe they would like to see the war between Soviet Russia and Germany go on as long as possible with
neither side scoring big victories nor suffering disastrous defeats. They would like to see both parties becoming
exhausted so that they themselves may be able to take advantage of such a situation, and become what we
Chinese called the “lucky fisherman.”
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In the Pacific, the United States would, of course, come to the support of China, for otherwise there could be
no balance of power. The appeal which has been made by so many clear-sighted men to come to China’s aid
quickly, so as to strengthen her power of counter-offensive, has, however, to be weighed on the scales of the
balance of power in the Far East.
As regards the post-war period, there will be intrigues and counter-intrigues just as in the old days. When
Power A is needed to check Power B, then the friendship of Power A will be courted; and when Power B is
needed to check Power A, then the friendship of Power B will be sought after. This is what we mean by balance of
power.
For self-interest, all this sounds very well indeed. But can world peace be maintained under such a system?
No, definitely no! If by maintaining such a system world peace could be maintained, then we should not have had
this present war at all. Should the so-called new balance of power become a reality, then the blood of our soldiers
and those of the United Nations would have been shed in vain, and the sacrifices which the whole of humanity
had been suffering would have been rendered meaningless.
The aspirations of the Chinese people are simple. We desire only that China may live in peace with the entire
human race. We earnestly hope that the close relationship now existing between China and her great Allies, Soviet
Russia, Britain and America, may be permanently maintained after the war, and that the spirit of the Atlantic
Charter may be carried out without reserve in establishing peaceful relations between various countries in the Far
East.
As regards Japan, the ideal solution would be to transform militarist Japan into a democratic Japan by the
concerted efforts of the four great Powers. After she had become a democratic country, we might invite Japan, in a
spirit of equality, to join the union of democratic nations. The permanent peace of the Far East is to be maintained
by collective strength. If this should be deemed to be too ideal a solution, we might then follow the other
alternative; that is, to annihilate completely the military strength of Japan and never again to allow her to become
a threat to Far Eastern peace.
Such are our ideals. If, however, our ideals cannot be carried out, then we may resort to “realism.” Here we
have a twofold policy. Firstly, in consideration of the geographical and other factors, we must have closer
relations with Soviet Russia so as to prevent Japan from becoming again a threat to Far Eastern peace. Secondly,
at the same time, we may turn to defeated Japan after the war and establish closer relations with the Japanese
people, who would by then have learnt a good deal in this war.
This “realist” policy of ours is again a simple one, because if we should adopt such a policy, we should do so
for the sake of our own security. We cannot, however, be in favor of “realism,” because we know that “realist”
policies are no safeguard to permanent peace. They will only lead to further conflagrations.
The enthusiastic support and material aid given to China by our Allies in this war will never be forgotten by
the Chinese people. But I must point out that in respect of the ideals. of post-war world reconstruction, we are still
friendless. On previous occasions I have, indicated that people have viewed a powerful post-war China with
apprehension. They imagine that a strong China after the war will be a threat to the world. All this suspicion is
uncalled for. It reminds me of the Chinese saying,
“Once bitten by a snake, one is even afraid of the sight of a rope.” The rope will not bite anybody; one is afraid
of it only because one is nervous.
After World War I, many Western thinkers, such as H. G. Wells, Bertrand Russell, and Harold Laski,
dissatisfied with the chaos and confusion to which Western philosophy had led them, became interested in
Chinese political philosophy. Although their views may not be always correct, they have, nevertheless, shown
their interest in the study of Chinese traditions.
Unfortunately, interest in the Chinese thought was short-lived; so to this day the spirit of the Chinese people is
still something mysterious to the minds of the West. We have ourselves to blame, for we ourselves have not
accepted the responsibility of letting the West know what we really are.
*
I wish also to say a word to our Allies.
If in the peace settlement after the war, the views of a country which represents one-fifth of the total population
of the world, such as China, were not respected, and if such a country were not given an equal opportunity in the
peace settlement, then whatever settlement might be reached would not be lasting. It is not the question whether
traditional Chinese political philosophy should have world-wide acceptance or not; it is merely a simple
mathematical problem. One-fifth of humanity cannot be lightly ignored.
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Finally, I would like to give you in a few words my own personal opinion concerning the fundamental
principles to be followed in post-war world reconstruction. The most important of these principles, I think, is the
principle of the equality of the nations. If in the post-war world the division between ruling peoples and subject
peoples should continue to exist, then national hatred and ill-feeling would also continue and intensify. Under
such circumstances there could be no guarantee whatever for permanent world peace.
If a new world should be created after this war, we must thoroughly abolish all racial theories entertained by
the Nazis, and put into effect the principles of national freedom and national equality as enunciated in the Atlantic
Charter. As regards the so-called backward peoples, the advanced peoples should help them to raise their cultural
level, as elder brothers helping the younger. Christ commands people to love their neighbors, and this rule should
be followed in international intercourse.
Secondly, the post-war world should be so reconstructed as to increase the general well-being and happiness of
mankind. To this end, we must first of all raise the standard of living among the various peoples. There should be
not only rationalization of production, but also rationalization of distribution and consumption. For if we should
concentrate on rationalizing production alone, this would involve us in all kinds of troubles. What is needed is
some kind of co-ordination between production, distribution and consumption. The post-war China will
undoubtedly follow closely the principle of People’s Livelihood. The standard of living of our people will have to
be raised. We shall have closer economic relations with other nations.
As we examine the causes of the failure of the peace established after the First World War, we cannot but feel
that in order to maintain permanent world peace, the above two principles must be strictly adhered to in the peace
settlement following this present war. It is the avoidance of past mistakes that marks human progress. It is
sincerely to be hoped that past mistakes will not be repeated after this war.
I do not know whether after this war there will still be room for military activities; but to prevent such
activities is undoubtedly our responsibility. Also I do not know whether our proposals for post-war world
reconstruction will be acceptable to all; but regardless of this we must do our part.
1892

207.76 Address To The Political Consultative Conference\fn{by Tseng Chi (1892-after 1946)} Lang-chang,
Szechwan 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.
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
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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.
197.61 On Ko-Yi, The Earliest Method By Which Indian Buddhism And Chinese Thought Were
Synthesized\fn{by Tang Yung-tung (1892-1964)} Huaiyuan, Kansu Province, China (M) 5
Ko-yi\fn{The equation of concepts} was the first method by which Chinese scholars attempted to synthesize Indian
Buddhism and Chinese thought. This term, together with its definition, appears in the Kao-seng-chuan (by the
bonze Hui-chiao of the Liang Dynasty [907-1125AD]). The biography of Chu Fa-ya, in chuan 5 of this work,
contains the following paragraph:
At that time, all the followers of Ya,\fn{Chu Fa-ya; a learned Buddhist of the Ch’in Dynasty, 262-420AD} were well
versed in secular literature, but were not good at Buddhist reasoning. Therefore Ya, together with K’ang Fa-lang and
others, taking the shihshu\fn{Categories} which were within the scriptures, compared and paired them with the outer
books, thus making instances\fn{I.e., examples} to promote understanding; this he called Ko-yi. And P’i-fou, T’anhsiang and others also made use of Ko-yi in order to instruct their disciples.

The term Ko-yi, thus defined, very seldom appears in Chinese Buddhist books; it designates the method used
by the Chinese devotees of Buddhism prior to the Western Chin Dynasty; with the advent of the Eastern Chin,
learned Buddhists discovered its defects and discarded it. Therefore there were very few men who knew it. Three
aspects of this method, discernible in the paragraph just quoted, should be noted:
*
1. Ko-yi was a method used for teaching students. Chu Fa-ya, K’ang Fa-lang, and others used it for this
purpose, as did P’i-fou, T’an-hsiang and still other men; its use, then, was widespread. Moreover, it can be
surmised from the wording of the quotation that P’i-fou and T’an-hsiang were juniors of Fa-ya, perhaps his
students, while K’ang Fa-lang was his co-worker and equal.
2. In Ko-yi, ideas originally Chinese are made use of; they are compared with those of Buddhism, in order to
enable a student familiar with Chinese concepts to come to a full understanding of the doctrines in India. By the
“secular literature” referred to in the quotation is meant the “this-worldly” works of China as contrasted with the
supermundane doctrines of Buddhism. Moreover, from the standpoint of Buddhism in both India and China, a
proper designation of the Buddhist scriptures was “Inner Books”(Chinese nei-shu) , while the books of Chinese
origin were “Outer Books” (waishu). Chu Fa-ya’s students were Chinese and had already an understanding of
Chinese concepts; hence Chu Fa-ya taught them to use these concepts for purposes of comparison, in order to
bring them to a full understanding of Indian thought. Not only did the students approach their studies in this way,
but the Buddhist teachers of that were, from the outset, well versed in Chinese learning. Chu Fa-ya’s biography in
the Kao-seng-chuan says:
When [Chu Fa-ya] was young, he was good in the “outer studies”; when he grew up, he became versed in Buddhist
thought.

It says further:
[He] lectured on the “outer books” and on the Buddhist scriptures, both alternately and in mutual association. Each
time he, together with Tao-an\fn{Shih Tao-an, another learned Buddhist of the Chin Dynasty} and Fa-t’ai,\fn{Chu Fat’ai, yet a third Buddhist of the Chin} unravelled the knots of perplexity and resolved doubts, they jointly exhausted the
essential purport of the scriptures.

Probably Fa-ya had originally arrived at his understanding of the Buddhist works from the standpoint of
comparison with Chinese thought.
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3. Of precisely what does the Ko-yi method consist? It is not simply a broad, general comparison of Chinese
and Indian thought; rather it is a very detailed process by which each of the ideas or terms of the respective
regions are individually compared and equated. Ko, in this context, has the meaning of to match or to measure; yi
means name, term, or concept; Ko-yi is the method or scheme of matching ideas or terms, or the equation of
ideas.
*
Buddhism, from the time of Sakyamuni\fn{ Its founder, who achieved enlightenment c.528BC } stressed analysis.
Therefore, in the Buddhist books, we have many and various analyses of human life and the universe. The
products of these analyses are the “categories of the Dharmas” (Fa-shu, lit. Dharma-numbers), or, as they were
called by the early Chinese Buddhists, the “categories of things” (Shih-shu, lit. thing-numbers). The Commentary
on the Wen-hsüeh-pien (Literature Section) of the Shih-shuo-hsin-yü says:
By shih-shu is meant such classes as: Wu-yin (the five Skandhas), Shih-êrh-ju (the twelve Ayatanas), Ssu-ti (the four
Satyas), Shih-êrh-yin-yüan (the twelve-fold Pratitya-samutpada), Wu-ken (the five Indriyas), Wu-li (the five Balas),
Ch'i-chueh (the Seven Bodhyangas).

The early Chinese converts to Buddhism, on reading the Buddhist books, must have got the impression of an
overwhelming abundance of enumerations of numbered ideas and terms; these were not only troublesome, but
were difficult to understand. Because of this, men like Fa-ya searched out similar analyses from the Chinese
books; they compared them with the Indian ones and fashioned a great many “instances” (“examples”), by means
of which understanding was produced in the minds of their disciples. Just how Fa-ya worked them out is not now
known; however, in the Buddhist books of the period between the Han and the Chin, the Indian concept of four
elements (the Mahabhutas) was often interpreted in terms of the Chinese five elements ( Wu-hsing); such a
comparison of the categories of the two countries may be taken as an example of Ko-yi. It is probable that also in
the Han and Three Kingdoms periods many of the Buddhist ideas were explained in this way.\fn{ As Hui-jui states:
“At the end of the Han and the beginning of the Wei … the worthies who sought the essence of [Buddhist] ideas began to have [fixed]
lecturing places. The extravagantly enlarged [their lectures] by means of Ko-yi and pedantically distorted them by pairing explanations.” }

and were somehow made identical with Chinese concepts.
We may also conjecture that some of the “instances” of Chu Fa-ya’s Ko-yi are attributable to the comparisons
sporadically made by the Buddhists of the preceding age. It is not known whether or not the results of this method
of comparison, item by item and set by set, of the Chinese and Indian terms or concepts, were ever written down
as textbooks by Fa-ya. However, we can be sure that Fa-ya and his colleagues, in their oral expositions of the
scriptures, had a detailed and definite method of comparative procedure, as a result of which, moreover, they gave
numerous instances for the purpose of promoting the full understanding of their students. Such, in general, was
the method of Ko-yi.
*
Before proceeding to a discussion of the origin of this method. it would be well to note the time and place in
which it flourished.
The dates of Chu Fa-ya’s birth and death are unknown. However, according to statements in the Kao-sengchuan, he and Tao-an were both students of Chu Fo-T’u-Ch’eng, and Fa-t’ai was at one time a fellow-student of
Tao-an; it is further stated that Fa-ya’s disciple T’an was respected by Shih-Hsüan. Tao-an was born in 312 A.D.
and died in 385; Shih-Hsüan was killed in 348. Therefore Fa-ya was somewhat earlier than Tao-an; he lived in the
latter half of the third century and the first half of the fourth. He was a man of Ho-chien,\fn{ In modern Hopei
Province, Ho-chien County} and once founded a temple in Kao-i.\fn{ In modern Hopei Province, Pei-hsiang County } The
Ming-seng-chuan-ch'ao (Selections From the Biographies of Illustrious Monks) calls him “Chu Fa-Ya of ChungShan” (“Chung-shan Chu Fa-Ya”).\fn{ Chung-shan is also in modern Hopei Province, Ting County } K’ang Fa-lang who,
together with him, made use of Ko-yi in teaching scriptures, also lived in Chung-shan. Chu Fa-ya’s student T’anhai was respected by Shih-hsüan, hence we know that he had been in the Later Chao capital, Yeh.\fn{ In modern
Honan Province, Ling-chang County} Chu Fa-ya’s master, Chu Fo-T’u-Ch’eng, also did most of his preaching in Yeh.
These places are all north of the Yellow River and are the places where Chu Fa-ya’s fellow-students Tao-an and
Fa-t’ai spent the early part of their lives; this, then, is the region where the Ko-yi method flourished.
In the time of the Western Chin, the region north of the Yellow River. was the most important one from the
standpoint of Chinese Buddhism; all the Eastern Chin Buddhism of both north and south was later to be
influenced by it.
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*
As for the origin of the Ko-yi method: in the first place, traces of it can be discerned in the pattern of Han
thought. The scholars were very fond of matching concepts with concepts. Both the Confucianists of that time
(e.g. Tung Chung-shu, ca.179-104B.C.) and the Taoist thinkers (e.g. Huai-nan Wang, d.122B.C.) freely borrowed
from the Yin-yang school of ancient philosophy; they made use of the dual principles Yin and Yang, the five
elements (wu-hsing), the four seasons (ssu-shih), the five notes (wuyin), the twelve lunar months (shih-êrh-yüeh),
the twelve semitones (shih-êrh-lü), the ten heavenly stems (t’ien-kan), the twelve earthly branches (ti-ch’ih), etc.,
and paired them one with another. Even up to the Western Chin, this was the type of learning which, with its
accompanying methodology, was taught, and was very familiar to the scholars. Although it was a new epoch in
which Chu Fa-ya and his colleagues lived, still they had not renounced the pattern of Han Dynasty thought. For
example, the works which Tao-an wrote when he was in the region north of the Yellow River (312-365 A.D.) were
(I think) deeply colored by the Han learning.
Secondly, the origin of the Ko-yi method is probably related to the nature of the Buddhist studies which came
into vogue in the closing years of the Han Dynasty.\fn{ 202BC-221AD} In the time of Huan-ti of the Han, the
famous Parthian monk An Shih-kao came to Loyang (148AD). He seems to have been the first learned man of the
West to come to China, and the first to translate a considerable number of sacred books. According to the earliest
records, he was an Abhidharma Master and was deeply versed in the section of meditations (dhyana) which are
exponded in the Abhidharma. Tao-an’s Preface to the An-p’an-shou-i-ching (Anapana-smrtyupas-thiina-sutra)
says:
An Shih-kao studied widely and searched out the ancient ways; he specialized in the learning of the A-p’i-t’an; in
the books which he produced, the Ch’an shu (the categories concerning dhyana, lit. the Ch’an-numbers) are set forth
with greatest completeness.

“A-p’i-t’an” is a transcription of Abhidharma; by shu is meant Shih-shu (Categories of things) or Fa-shu
(Categories of the dharmas); hence, Ch’an-shu has reference to the Shih-shu or Fa-shu of the Ch’an (dhyana).
The Abhidharma spoken of here presumably followed the arrangement of Matrka, i.e. the whole book is arranged
by divisions and subdivisions according to the serial order of Shih-shu or Fa-shu. This is precisely the case with
such works as the Yin-ch'ih-ju-ching, which he translated.
In the beginning of this work, the Law of the Buddha is divided into three parts:
(1) Yin, i.e. the five Skandhas.
(2) Ch’ih, i.e. the eighteen Dhatus.
(3) Ju, i.e. the twelve Ayatanas.

Then, under "the five Skandhas," are listed:
(1) Riipa
(2) Vedana, etc. etc.

Further, under "Riipa," the ten kinds are explained:
(1) Visual Organs
(2) Colour, etc. etc.

This manner of enumeration and exposition by divisions and subdivisions continues throughout the whole
book. Indeed, it may have been the original format of the Abhidharma books of Buddhism,\fn{ In fact, during the
period of the Six Dyansties (221-589AD) the term Shu-lun (Number Dissertations) was frequently used to designate the [sutras of the]
Hinayana Abhidharma; and that entire breanch of study or learning was frequently referred to as Shu-hsüeh (Study of the Numbers)} and

we know of not a few still extant books in the Chinese Abhidharma-pitaka which are arranged in this way.
An Shih-kao was a specialist in the third pitaka; therefore, after coming to China, he gave lectures according to
the serial arrangement of the Abhidharma, that is to say, he orally explained to his Chinese p\ipils the categories,
one by one, in divisions and subdivisions as they were set down in the original Indian texts, e.g. the Yin-ch’ih-juching referred to above. We learn from Seng-yu’s Ch’u-san-tsang chi-chi that among An Shih-kao’s works there
was a ching (sutra) called A-han-k’ou-chieh-shih-êrh-yin-yüan (i.e. a sutra orally expounded, on the twelve-fold
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Pratityasamutpada in the Agama), and also that Tao-an, in his bibliography of Buddhist scriptures, said that An
Shih-kao wrote the following chings (sutras):
the Ssu-ti (four Satya)
the K'ou-chieh (“Orally expounded,” and abbreviation of the sutra on the twelve-fold Pratitya-samutpada referred to
above)
the Shih-ssu-i (the fourteen Smrti?)
the Chiu-shih-pa-chieh (the ninety-eight Anusaya).

The significant fact to be noted here is that all the works listed deal with categories or numbered sets of the
dharmas; hence, as written by An Shih-kao, they have really the character of the Abhidharma, though designated
as ching (sütras). On the basis of this we may conclude that in both his oral and written instructions, An Shih-kao
often adopted the procedure of item-by-item exposition in accordance with the arrangement of the categories in
the Abhidharma books.
Moreover, the Preface to the Sha-mi-shih hui-chang-chü (a commentary on the Ten Wisdoms of the
Sramanera), by An Shih-kao’s disciple Yen Fou-tao\fn{The earliest known Chinese Buddhist monk} says:
Things cannot be defined without being put into the categories (lit. “the numbers”).

And again:
Only about the Ten Wisdoms of the Sramanera did we not hear [An Shih-kao’s] explanation in detail.

From these statements we can conjecture that An Shih-kao laid much stress on the importance of a clear
knowledge of the Shih-shu for the proper comprehension of Buddhist thought, and that his lectures consisted of
item-by-item expositions of the categories of the Dharmas, with the exception of the Ten Wisdoms of the
Sramanera, with which, as his disciple complains, he did not deal very thoroughly.
*
An Shih-kao’s influence prior to the Western Chin was very great. Tao-an, in the works which he wrote while
living in the region north of the Yellow River, expressed great esteem for him. At that time, his studies were
devoted expecially to An Shih-kao’s works and the Ch’an-shu (the Categories of dhyana or meditations).
In his Preface to the Shih-fa-Chu-i, Tao-an said that the Buddha’s great disciple Maudgalyayana paid good
attention to the knowledge of the categories (the numbers), and that An Shih-kao, among those teachers who came
to China, applied his genius to this subject; he also reported that no learned man of India would neglect to study
the Abhidharma, which was the depository or treasury of the categories. He expressed his agreement with Yen
Fou-tiao by saying:
there is no clearer knowledge than the delineation of the categories (i.e. the numbers).

We may safely conclude, therefore, that under the influence of such a great Master as An Shih-kao, the Chinese
scholars of the period from the Han to the Western Chin frequently gave their lectures on Buddhist doctrine in the
form of item-by-item exposition of the categories.
We have seen that the time-honoured practice of the Han scholars was to match or pair concepts with concepts,
and that the fashion of the Buddhists from the Han to the Western Chin was to expound item-by-item the Shih-shu
or “Categories of things.” Since the meanings of the Indian categories were not easily grasped by the Chinese
devotees, they sought better understanding by interpreting them in terms of Chinese concepts. Such matching, or
establishing one-to-one correspondence between Indian and Chinese ideas, is not to be wondered at; the precedent
was already firmly established by the Han scholars among whom such a practice, involving only Chinese
concepts, had flourished for hundreds of years. Chu Fa-ya and his fellow-workers extensively and systematically
compared ideas or terms indigenous to China with similar Indian categories (Fa-shu or Shih-shu), and thus
supplied their students with a great many instances of equations of ideas or terms in order to bring about their
complete understanding; they called this method Ko-yi.
*
Such seems to be the origin of Ko-yi as it flourished north of the Yellow River during the Western Chin
Dynasty. However, when the Chinese scholars had studied the Buddhist scriptures a little longer and penetrated a
little more deeply, they gradually became aware that the method had its defects. The Kao-seng-chuan, Ch. 5,
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biography of Sen-kuang, says that when Tao-an and Seng-kuang were living together (c.394AD) at Fei-lungshan:\fn{A mountain in Yung-shih County, modern Hopei Province}
An said, “The Ko-yi [practiced by] our elders was frequently contrary to reason.” Kuang said, “Let us aim at happy
analyses; why [should it be] permitted [to us] to pass judgment on the savants of former generations?” An said, “In
propagating and bringing to light the [Buddhist] doctrines, we should make them fit-and-proper ( yun-ch’ieh). As long
as we all strive to beat the drum of the Law, what matters it whether we are earlier or later?”

From the use here of the words “elders” (hsien-shiu) and “the savants of former generations” (hsien-ta), it can
be seen that the period in which the Ko-yi method flourished was somewhat earlier than Tao-an. In fact, as we
have already noted, such matching was done sporadically long before Chu Fa-ya’s extensive systematization of it.
Moreover, the use of the term “analysis” (fen-hsi, “to divide and discriminate”) is significant: it indicated the
analytical character of the item-by-item comparison of the Shih-shu of Indian Buddhism with the native Chinese
concepts.
Moreover, Tao-an, in giving the reason for his opposition to Ko-yi, says that the explanations of the Buddhist
scriptures should be “fit-and-proper” (yun-ch’ieh). In the Ko-yi method, comparisons were made in which not
only the numbers, but also the meanings were different, e.g. the comparison of the Chinese Wu-hsing (five
elements) with the Buddhist Mahabhiitas (four elements); naturally, it was difficult to make such comparisons
"fit-and-proper."
Furthermore, the Preface to the Commentary on the Vimalakiirti-sutra (P’i-mo-lo-chieh-t’i-ching-i-shu-hsü),
written by Seng-jui (Tao-an’s disciple) in the last years of the Chin Dynasty, says:
Ko-yi is pedantic, and diverges from the original texts.

It was inevitable that the matching of ideas and terms would frequently be wide of the mark, and would not
coincide with the original ideas.
It seems that the reason why Tao-an said that this method was not “fit-and-proper” was because it was
frequently “contrary to reason.”
Here we have an idea that goes to a deeper level. It is a noteworthy fact that concentration solely on the
similarity between the concepts and terms of two different kinds of thought (whether they have their origin in two
different individuals or in two countries) cannot bring about a synthesis of them; it is essential to look for the
identity of their basic theories or fundamental principles. Comparisons merely of terms and concepts inevitably
result in confusion and distortion, or, as Tao-an said, in the state of being “contrary to reason,” and hence the
profundity or essential heart of the philosopher’s thought or of the religious teacher’s doctrine remains
unfathomed.
That which demands closest attention is the reason or principle; it is more important to comprehend the deeper
meanings implicit in a system of thought than to have a superficial knowledge of its concepts or terms. Because
the thinkers of the Wei-Chin Era (the Three Kingdoms period plus the Eastern and Western Chin, i.e. 220-4I9AD)
realized this point, they began to adopt a new method, which may be called “the distinction of words and
meanings.” This new method of procedure played an important part in the transformation of the whole cultural
character and philosophical spirit of the Han into the spirit which characterized the new age of the Wei-Chin.
After Tao-an, it was also applied to the work of synthesizing Indian Buddhism with Chinese thought; for this
reason, Ko-yi was not referred to again.
*
In the Northern Wei (386-535AD), however, a priest named T’an-Ching, between the years 454-464 wrote a
spurious sutra called T’i-wei-po-li-ching,\fn{The Sutra of Trapusa and Ballika, two merchants towhom the Buddha, immediately
after his enlightenment, allegedly preached a sermon on the moral conduct of human beings and deities } in which the Chinese five
cardinal virtues (wu-ch’ang) were compared with the five precepts of the Buddhist Upasakas:
Five Virtues

Five Precepts

Humaneness
Righteousness
Propriety
Wisdom
Sincerity

Not to take life
Not to commit adultery
Not to drink intoxicating liquor
Not to steal
Not to lie
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In addition to these, he paired together, also after the fashion of Han philosophy, the wu-hsing (five elements),
the wu-hsing (five planets), etc.; truly this sort of matching has the appearance of Ko-yi.
In view of this fact, it is evident that, in matching concepts with concepts and terms with terms, Chu Fa-ya and
his colleagues were carrying on one of the practices of Han scholarship. With the advent of the Wei-Chin era, a
new philosophy, Hsüan-hsüeh (commonly translated “Mysticism”), became dominant; it emphasized profound
searching for first principles and regarded with contempt the matching of concepts; it is not surprising, therefore,
that its proponents, who used the new method of “the distinction of words and meanings,” would discover the
defects of Ko-yi.
However, the Teaching for Human Beings and Deities (Jen-t’ien-chiao), which was the theme of the spurious
T’i-wei-po-li-ching, was frequently expounded by the Buddhists of later generations. Therefore, if T’an-ching’s
matching can be called Ko-yi, then Ko-yi, at least in this one instance, was adopted by the later Chinese
Buddhism.
19.1 & 203.109 1. Dilemma 2. Marx Enters The Confucian Temple: Two Essays\fn{by Kuo Mu-jo [Guo Moruo] (18921978)} Shawan, nr. Leshan, Sichuan Province, China (M) 9
1
When\fn{A note reads: The Chinese title for this story is, literally: The Cross.} I was living in Shanghai I was a burden to
you, I know, and when I fmally departed I had to cause you even more trouble.
The weather was not bad when we left, but that afternoon the sea was violent and we were all very uncomfortable.
The three children were sick, Little Peace worst of all, but next day he recovered. It was snowing when we reached
Nagasaki, and was still stormy when late in the afternoon we came into Fugun. We spent the night there in Shih
Chuan’s home. In the morning we went to Yuhu’s.
We had lived at Yuhu’s for only two days, however, when we wanted to move. You know that second story of his is
not safe. It is cold, and the timbers are unsound. Moreover, with children running in and out, and requiring to be
watched, it is inconvenient to be living upstairs. I’ve therefore rented a house for twenty dollars a month, and it is
attractive, with a little garden of orange-trees where the children can play.
Perhaps you remember it? From where we lived before we could just see those trees. Don’t you recall it? That’s the
place. At first I thought of consulting you by letter before taking it, as the rental is a little higher, but I finally took the
decision by myself because for the children’s sake I thought we should move in as soon as possible. I can afford the
expense for the present.
How are you living in Shanghai? I still feel desolate, with a lonely sorrow for ever whirling along in my head.
Outside it is still bitter, there is a heavy snowfall, and I am in a morbid mood. We have been parted only half a month,
yet it seems to me already a year.

The day before yesterday the sky cleared for a while, and I took the children with me to shop in the market. We
passed by the cinema and they begged me to take them in. It was a task to sit through it. Returning, we stopped to
have some noodles, and Sonny Fu then wanted to be carried; he had eaten so much! I took him on my back for
nearly half the way. How heavy he is becoming! I ached with a sore back that night and could not sleep.
There are so many things I want to write to you, and yet now that I have begun I can say nothing, and this all ends
without any significance. I cannot help being depressed. I am no longer young, many of the things I once valued most
in the world are gone, and those precious things I held in my hands have somehow slipped through them. I feel
dreadfully uncertain about the future. How brief life is! Is there anything left of it for a woman after the age of thirty?
What is your opinion, father of my children?
But my head is a confusion oflonelitless and fatigue! … I shall write to you later.

*
Mrs Ai-mao had been in Japan almost three weeks, and nothing had been heard of her. Her husband had
written a letter asking for news, and when none had come he had been much annoyed. Then he had begun to
worry. Here was a letter at last. He carefully read every character of it, his eyes taking it in eagerly, his nostrils
turned out, his breath quickening.
It was written in pencil and was hardly legible. From the nervous scrawl he understood that she must be
troubled by the children, moving, and adjusting herself. The end of it was so chaotic that he decided she must
have written during a sleepless night. When she was not caring for the children evidently she was longing for him.
Well, it couldn’t be helped: they could not continue to live with him if he were to make a living. He re-read her
words, and at the end a few tears mingled with those that his wife had shed on the letter as she had written it.
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“Yes, truly, men are mortal and their mortality is short! Yet living under such pressure as we do we are not
even allowed to enjoy these few years! Weare more to be pitied than cows and horses. Even the dog has liberty to
go where he chooses and to sleep in peace, but we are denied this! We suffer deeply from suppressed griefs, and
we struggle vainly in a sea of troubles.
“Why do we live? Why do we exert our brains at all? Isn’t the whole process only conducted for the benefit of
money-grabbers? Don’t we do it only to impose upon our descendants exactly the same role as we ourselves are
living in the present world? We are really insufferable creatures! We are vegetables, we are water, we are even
baser! Art? Literature? Prestige and reputation? Finally, enterprise? Are they not all merely gold-plated trapwords, delusions?
“I don’t want to sacrifice my character in order to be an artist. I want to create out of myself a man! In the end
I may become a beggar, I may die abroad, but at least I want to be the sweetheart of my wife, I want to be the
beloved father of my children, however many crosses I may bear! I am yours, now and tomorrow, permanently
yours, my chosen wife! How I long for you! Should it prove impossible for us to live, we can at least destroy our
children, and end everything by jumping together into the Poto!\fn{ A note reads: A river in Japan where unhappy lovers
commit suicide.}
“Sorrow no more! I shall return, I certainly shall return!
“Our magazine is publishing on a contract of only one year, and its first issue must appear within thirty or forty
days. I am responsible for its publication. When these first thirty or forty days are over I shall return, certainly I
shall return, whether the magazine appears or not! Whether we are destined to live or to die, this I shall decide in
that time, and nothing can stop me from following you! Where you go I shall follow you! Through fire, water, or
suicide! Where you make your home there my home will be also.”
He remonstrated to himself in this manner for some time, weeping bitterly. Then his senses gradually became
more subject to discipline. He moved back and forth in his small room. It was early afternoon, scarcely two
o’clock, and the sunlight billowed in from a side window. The warm rays seemed now encouraging, now cynical,
disillusioning. The walls were bare except for his bookshelves and a portrait of Goethe\fn{ Johann Wolfgang von
Goethe (1749-1832), German writer.} on one side and on the wall adjacent to it a print of Beethoven.\fn{ Ludwing van
Beethoven (1770-1827), German composer.}
“How insipid are your feelings! What a habitually complaining person you are! How self-pitying is your daily
life! And how narrow and selfish are your thoughts! Such notions as you’ve had only prove the ease with which
you profane the artist that’s in you! You are a criminal-souled artist after all!”
Scolding himself in this way he felt that his spirit was repressed between two partitions, threatening to burst
asunder both of them. But he ignored and mastered this conflict withimself and walked thoughtfully back and
forth across the room.
“My Beethoven! My Goethe! Don’t stare at me! I no longer claim any kinship with you. I promise never to put
on your sheep’s head to sell my dog’s meat—no, never again! I shall bid farewell to you, farewell for ever.”
And actually he looked at the two images before him as if he were bidding them good-bye for all time as he
muttered to himself.
Ai-mao had suffered deeply, and at last he decided to communicate to his wife the degree and nature of his
sorrow after reading her letter. Just when he put brush to paper, however, he heard a knock at his door.
“Is it Ai-mao’s house?”
“Yes.”
“Is Mr Ai-mao in?”
“I am Ai-mao.”
“Eh! Eh!”
The two guests bent deferentially to him, and yet they seemed not quite convinced. Ai-mao invited them into
his rooms, and they relieved themselves of their names. That delivery was really perfunctory, as Ai-mao had
already identified them from their features and their dialect.
They came from the city of C——, of the far western province of Szechuan.
Two weeks earlier Ai-mao had received a telegram from the Red Cross Society of C—— City, asking him to
return there again and take up his post as a doctor. The message stated that the Red Cross was sending
representatives to bring him money, and begged him to accept their offer. A few days later this long express letter
had come from his eldest brother in C——:
I have written to you several times, but thus far no letter has come in reply. I wonder if there is any special reason for it,
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and if so I wish you would tell me, fully, what it is. A letter has come to me from the Red Cross of C-. I enclose it,
together with a copy of their telegram, and you will see what it is about. I want to tell you that it is very difficult finding
a job now. It is especially hard to find a good permanent position. The Red Cross is organized on a big scale here, more
so than in other places, and it is more dependable than any official connexion. I hope you will not reject this
opportunity. You know your parents are getting older. They are expecting much of you. I will personally appreciate it
very much if you can come back as soon as possible. With affectionate regards to you, and remembrances to Hsiao Fu
(Mrs Ai-mao) and the children,
Sincerely,
W.

The letter enclosed read as follows:
Dear brother W,
We have come to a decision here to invite Ai-mao to join us. The salary offered is nominally 400 dollars a month,
but actually, due to our fmancial condition at present, there will be a discount on this of 20 per cent., which means he
will collect 320 dollars per month. When our fInances are in better shape we will pay him accordingly.
Weare hoping that you will write to him about this matter. I am afraid that Ai-mao will have taken another position
in Shanghai by the time this reaches him, so that I have already telegraphed him our proposal. I shall be glad to send
represen- tatives of ours to meet him, and provide him with travelling funds.
I enclose a copy of my telegram to him.
With kindest regards,
K.

Ai-mao’s eldest brother had already been in business in C—— City for a long time. He had found a good job
for Ai-mao two years ago, and the Red Cross had promised to send him traveling expenses when he returned from
Japan. The remittance had somehow gone astray, however, and he had lived in Shanghai for more than a year
before his brother had learned his address and sent him a series of letters. Ai-mao had made no reply. His brother
and parents loved him deeply and wanted him to return as soon as possible. They did not understand why he had
no wish to go back.
Eleven years earlier he had been married at home, and immediately he had desired to be unmarried. Yet he was
helpless. His parents were old, and he did not want them to suffer. He dared not divorce his wife because she was
so dominated by old ideas that she would most certainly have committed suicide, and his parents themselves
might die of anger and shame. So he had fled from his home instead.
Nine years ago, when his younger sister had been betrothed,.he had written some letters of objection, saying
that wedding her off without her consent destined her “if she married a chicken to live with the chicken, if
shemarried a dog to live like the dog, for whomever she married she must obey and be dependent upon.” His
parents had bitterly resented his ironical comment, and they had been outraged by his unreasonableness. His own
wife, due to his aloofness, had made several attempts to kill herself.
Then he had gone to live with Hsiao Fu, and for a while his parents had broken all relations with him. Later on
they had slightly relented, because he was after all their son. Yet when they wrote to him they referred to his
Japanese wife as his “concubine” and to his children as “concubine’s sons.” This wounded him deeply, and often
he longed to return home, to divorce himself, and win his freedom, but whenever he seriously considered doing it
he was restrained by the thought of injuring his mother and father, and was moved by pity for his backward wife.
The first in the family to forgive him had been this eldest brother, who nevertheless did not really understand
the mental torture through which he had gone. His ambi-tion was to persuade him to return to C——, which was
not far from his home town. But how could he go there? He often thought of his old father, whom he had not seen
since he had left home, and his mother and his brothers and sisters, none of whom he had seen in all that time.
Finally he thought fondly of his native town, and sometimes lay awake with a nostalgic yearning for a glimpse of
familiar people and scenes of his youth. Yet it was impossible for him to return, impossible!
“My father and my mother! I think you will not see me again in this century. I weep when I think of your
sorrow over my conduct, but I can do nothing to comfort you. I have only given you regrets to carry with you the
rest of your life! My brothers and sisters! I am grateful for your kindness, but we cannot meet again either.
Woman who has lived with my parents and who was queerly my wife! We were victilnized by stupid customs of
the past, and I have no complaint to make against you, and I hope you have none against me! I sympathize with
you, and with your dull role as a mere guest in my parents’ home for the rest of your life, yet I am powerless to
free you from your yoke …”
Whenever he thought of his home he could scarcely keep from weeping. But no one but himself knew the
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depth of his misery.
“We have come to see you, at the request of our president. Here is his letter, and here is a letter from your
brother. I have a bank draft for you too. It’s in here, in my blouse—there are many pickpockets about.”
One of the visitors handed him the letters, loosened his coat, and from inside drew out a bank draft for a
thousand silver taels. The letter contained little new information, but merely added a few words of introduction
for the visitors. After he had read them Ai-mao declared that he could not accept. He explained why he must
refuse, and he returned the bank-draft to them, and asked them to take it back with them to Szechuan.
“But we have been ordered by the Red Cross to turn the draft over to you. If you accept it then our duty has
been performed; if you do not then we shall be criticized by our president. He expects you to come.”
“Are there not two German doctors in the hospital?”
“Yes, yes, there are two, but there are also more than thirty Chinese doctors.”
“Oh! But the staff must be well filled then. It is unnecessary for me to go.”
“On the contrary, we are understaffed. The Second Army suffered a severe defeat, there were thousands of
wounded, and we had to take care of all of them. At the same time the First Army had several thousands of
wounded—and altogether our staff is inadequate.”
“If that’s the case, my coming or not cannot matter much. There is always fighting nowadays, and we cannot
take care of all the wounded even if we make doctors out of the entire population of Szechuan!”
“Ah-ha! Ha, ha! …”
The guests refused to take back the bank-draft and at last Ai-mao accepted it. He made out a receipt for it and
the two men left at once.
*
Sunlight sprayed in diffused banks of light into the little room, and dust drifted lazily in the air.
Ai-mao’s inten,tion to write a letter to his wife having been interrupted, he thought now about the thousandtael draft before him. It was the biggest sum of money he had ever possessed at one time, and it was proving very
tempting. He thought of cashing it, going at once to Japan, and bringing his wife and children back with him.
They could then go on to C—— together. They would not have to worry about the materials of living, for with
$320 per month he could recklessly squander even as much as $120 and still save a great deal. In three or five
years they would be comfortably well fixed. He could look forward to salary increases from time to time; besides,
there would be other commissions. Well, in case he went to C—— he would not return to his native town. His
people would insist upon it, but if he did there was certain to be an explosion over his marriage. His parents would
never become reconciled. It was after all impossible for him to go back, reopen old wounds, and cause new
despair, only because he wanted to make his fortune.
“Alas! My father and my mother, forgive your son! It is unfilial for me not to see you; it would be more
unfilial for me to see you! If your unfilial son returns it will be only to ruin the lives of others, perhaps to
endanger your lives also. So how can you wish me to return? I will not see you again in this life.”
He thought with remorse of how often he had seen his mother weep when his two older brothers were studying
in Japan. She had repeatedly said that she would never let Ai-mao go abroad, because having her sons away from
her for so long had nearly broken her heart. When Ai-mao had married he had insisted, however, upon being
permitted at once to go to the provincial capital for higher study. His mother had gone with him to the wharf. The
last thing she had said, as the boat was about to leave, was:
“Promise me not to go abroad without my knowledge, son! Do you hear?”
It was over those words of parting that he felt profound regret, for he had after all gone to Japan without asking
his mother’s consent. How great and prolonged must have been the sorrow, how numerous the tears of his mother
during his long absence! How many recollections she must have borne with anguish! He thought now that she
must never see him again, and that she must die without seeing him. Frequently he had told his sweetheart that he
longed to return only once, to visit his mother a last time to ask her blessing, but he realized that the journey
would never be made. Ah, the cursed results of the arranged marriage! How many parents had been separated
from their sons, how many had suffered under the same system, how final and irremediable was the
estratlgement!
“Money! You will not ruin me, but I shall ruin you!”
He threw the bank-draft and letter on to the floor and viciously stamped upon them. Strength to form his
decision, to refuse to return to C——, seemed to grow out of this physical action. He sat down at once and wrote
two letters, one to his brother and the other enclosing the bank-draft, to the president of the Red Cross Society of
Szechuan. Then he took up the letter from Hsiao Fu and read it again and again. He made the following reply to
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her:
I have your letter, sweetheart. Before it came I was extremely depressed, and since I read it how depressed I have
been again! You know that I thoroughly understand your distress, and I cannot greet you with trivial words. Just now I
can only say that I shall be back with you again in three or four weeks. Perhaps this may cheer you a little.
I have repented my extravagant ambitions. I have come to recognize that I have no talent for literature. Now I do not
feel the slightest hesitation concerning this decision. I shall stay here for several weeks only because our magazine, you
know, will be prepared for a full year by that time. In any case, I must keep my word to my friends.
Several days ago I went to Wusih, and you remember that one of our friends told us of a beautiful house there? I saw
it during my trip, and regretted a little that we did not move into it, so that it would not have been necessary for you to
return to Japan. However, let’s forget it now; it does not matter.
I am not worrying about my present living conditions here now. I have a last way to solve everything, but I shall not
tell you about it until I return to Japan. One thing which makes me very happy is that I have just trampled upon a
thousand-tael bank-draft—stepped on it indeed! Money! I won’t bother my head about it again. After I return to Japan I
think it may be possible for me to be an assistant in a physiology class—or I shall be glad to become a newsboy or
milkman, for that matter. As a last resort there is this one way to solve everything, about which I’ll tell you when I
reach Japan.
Kiss the children for me.

When Ai-mao fInished his letter it was past four o’clock in the morning. He seemed to have relieved himself of
a great burden, and there was a peace in his body and brain. He drew some cold water into a basin and bathed his
face. Then he put the letters into his pocket and went out by the back door.
2
Two days after the October-fifteenth autumn services in his memory, Confucius was sitting with three of his
favourite disciples, Yan Hui, Zi Lu, and Zi Gong. They were in the Confucian Temple in Shanghai, eating the cold
meat of a pig’s head that worshippers had left behind as an offering, when four young compradores carrying a
red-lacquer sedan-chair barged in.
Zi Lu saw them first. Getting so angry his hair nearly lifted his hat, he slammed down his chopsticks and was
about to go up front and put an end to the disturbance. Confucius hastened to restrain him, saying,
“Zi Lu, your bravery exceeds mine; but you are lacking in judgment.” Zi Lu could only hold back his anger.
Confucius took a while to send Zi Gong to welcome the guests. Only when the red-lacquer sedan-chair had
been set down in the front of the sanctum did the man inside step out.
His face was red like a crab, his whiskers covered his chin and cheeks: he was a Westerner. Zi Gong went up
front to welcome the guest and lead him back into the hall. The four sedan-bearers followed behind. Thereupon,
guests and hosts—nine altogether—stood on opposite sides of the great hall and greeted each other as equals.
Confucius introduced himself and asked the guest his name. It turned out the bearded, crab-faced Westerner
was none other than Karl Marx!
Because of his recent widespread acclaim, Karl Marx’s name had already reached Confucius’ ears. And
Confucius was one who respected the wise and loved leaming. You see, while alive, he studied ritual with Lao Zi,
the zither with Shixiang, and music with Changhong. As long as a person excelled in something, not only was he
unwilling to offend him, but with bowed head and humble heart he would seek the person’s instruction. This was
precisely what made Confucius Confucius—quite different from the people of our generation who close the door
to all, refusing to take in anything, while feigning to understand what they do not. So as soon as Confucius heard
that his guest was Marx, he could not help but call out in pleasant surprise:
“Ah, a friend from afar has come; is this not a pleasure! Mr Marx, what a rare delight your coming is! Rare
indeed. Have you come to our humble temple to teach us something?”
Marx launched unceremoniously into his speech—it goes without saying it was all the chirping gibberish of
the Southern Barbarians. For Confucius to understand, he had to depend completely on the compradores to
translate; and what he said, as well, had to pass through a round of translation before Marx could understand.
“I have come specially to seek your instruction,” Marx said. “Our doctrine has already been transmitted to
your land of China and I hope it can be put into practice here. But of late, some have been saying that my doctrine
and your way of thought are different; that in a China where your thought is widespread, there is no possibility of
my doctrine being put into practice. For this reason I have come to seek your instruction. What, after all, is the
nature of your thought? How is it different from my doctrine? And to what degree do they differ? I sincerely hope
you can answer in some detail.”
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Confucius listened to what Marx said, simply nodding his head in approval. Only then did he reply:
“My thought is not very systematic because, as you know, when I was alive there was no science. And logic is
beyond me. If I were to go first and speak of my thought in jumbled fashion, even I would be unable to find a
thread to unravel it all, and I fear I would fail your good intentions. It would be better if you spoke first about your
doctrine; then I could add my views by way of comparison. You see, although your doctrine came to our China
some time ago, I am still unclear as to exactly what it is, since not even one of your books has been translated into
Chinese.”
“What!? Not even one of my books has been translated? How is it then that my doctrine has been creating such
a stir here?”
“I have heard it said, in order to talk about your doctrine there is no need for any of your books. All you need is
to read a few Japanese or Western magazines—that’s all.” Openly showing he could also be mischievous,
Confucius faced the four compradores and asked,
“Isn’t that right, you New Men?”
But these New Men were no fools. They did not translate accurately what Confucius said. What they translated
was:
“But everyone can read your works in the original. And these compradores—well, their German and
economics are top-notch.” This was how both Marx and Confucius were deceived by the four “scholarcompradores”.
“That’s all right, then,” Marx said. “As long as they are able to read the original, that’s fine.”
“What a rare treat that you have come in person today. Being pressed for time, we cannot rightly ask you to
give a formal lecture—asking famous foreigners to give lectures is all the fashion nowadays—but could you give
an informal talk at least?”
“Fine, fine,” Marx answered. “I will go first and speak about my doctrine. But before talking about it, I must
first explain the starting point for my thought. My thought vis-a-vis the world and human life is thoroughly
affirming, which is simply to say that I am not like the standard religious thinker, who views life and the universe
as being meaningless or as being evil. Since we already live in this world, we should seek a way that will enable
us to achieve the greatest happiness in our lives, as well as a way to make our existence achieve the greatest
happiness, and a way to make the world suitable for our existence. I stand in this world and speak of this world.
On this point, I differ from many religious thinkers and metaphysicians. And it is on this point I wish to ask you:
how exactly does your thought compare with mine? If even on this starting point we already differ, then we are
following two fundamentally divergent paths and there is no need to continue ourdiscussion.” Marx had just
finished speaking when Zi Lu, without waiting for Confucius to speak, rushed in:
“That’s right! My master is certainly one who emphasizes utilizing the principle of improving life; more than
anything he emphasizes the livelihood of the people. This is why he said, ‘It is the great virtue of Heaven and
Earth to grant life.’”
“Correct,” Confucius continued. “One could say that the point from which we start is the same. But if you
would like a world better suited to our existence, then what kind of world would that be? In what kind of world
could we achieve the greatest happiness? Surely you have thought about this kind of ideal world. What would it
be like?”
“You want to know about my ideal world? Fine, fine. You have asked a very good question.” Marx suddenly
became cheerful, his eyes beaming with uncommon warmth and his hands arranging his side whiskers. He
continued, saying:
“There are many who would make a materialist of me. Taking me to be an animal, they think I only know how
to eat and that I am without ideals. In fact, I am just as you suggested: I am one who has the highest, furthestreaching kind of ideal world. I daresay I am the most idealistic idealist in history. My ideal world is one where
one and all would be able, freely and equally, to develop their talents, to use their abilities to the full without
expecting reward, and to be assured of their livelihood without the worry of cold or hunger. This would be
communist society of the kind where, as the expression goes, ‘From each according to his abilities, to each
according to his needs.’ If this kind of world were ever realized, would not a heavenly kingdom have been built on
earth?”
“Ah, yes!” At this point even the dignified Confucius could not but clap his hands in applause.
“This ideal world of yours and my Grand Harmony unexpectedly coincide. Let me recite an old passage of
mine: ‘When the Grand Harmony was pursued, a public and common spirit ruled all under the sky; they chose
men of virtue and ability; their words were sincere, and what they cultivated was harmony. Thus men did not love
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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 and widowers, orphans, childless men, and to the sick and disabled, 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 laboured 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. That was what we call the Grand Harmony.’ Is this not identical to your ideal world?"
Confucius elongated each syllable while chanting the above, one of his favourite passages. When he intoned
the two sentences—“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 laboured with their strength, disliking that
it should not be exerted, but not exerting it only with a view to their own advantage”—he even wagged his head
back and forth, displaying a kind of self-hypnosis.
Marx, however, remained quite calm—he did not seem to find the passage as important as Confucius did. At
best, might the latter at this point have been in Marx’s eyes no more than a “utopian socialist”? So Marx, as if
standing on a dais giving a lecture, began again to expand on his doctrine.
“But”—Marx gave emphasis to this adversative conjunction—“my ideal is different from that of some
utopianists. My ideal is not an empty concoction, nor is it something that can be reached in one step. First, we can
prove from history that it is possible for society’s production gradually to increase and prosper. What follows,
though, is that the gradual increase in commodities from this production slowly becomes concentrated in only a
few people’s hands. This then gives rise to poverty and to social struggles persisting without respite.”
“Hmm … Of course … Of course …” Confucius still had not completely awoken from his earlier selfintoxication; he merely kept nodding his head in agreement. “A long time ago, I once said: ‘The ruler is not
troubled by scarcity, he is troubled by uneven distribution. He is not troubled about poverty; he is troubled by
instability.’”
Before Confucius’ words had, as it were, touched the ground, Marx was already raising objections.
“No! No! We have two different views after all. I am concerned about scarcity as well as uneven distribution; I
am concerned about poverty as well as instability. You must understand, if there is scarcity, then equal distribution
can never occur; and as for poverty, it is the root of instability. That is why, although I oppose the concentration of
private assets, I not only favour an increase in production but most energetically promote it. Therefore we
advocate using the greatest force possible to abolish private property, and at the same time using the greatest force
possible to increase society’s production. If production increases and it is possible for everyone to enjoy it
together, only then can people, peacefully and with one mind, equally and without favour, develop their innate
talents and individual natures. It goes without saying that the impetus for this force is the proletariat—those who
approve of abolishing private property. Moreover, this force will first take the state as its unit, then extend it
internationally. If this can be realized, everyone will be equally able to satisfy fully his individual needs, both
material and spiritual. Only then can human existence achieve the greatest happiness. My ideal, then, has a
definite sequence and solid, factual underpinning.”
“Yes, yes!” Confucius, as before, nodded his head in agreement. “I also said: ‘Since they are numerous, make
them rich. Once they have been made rich, instruct them.’ I also stated that govemment policy should be ‘that
there be sufficient food, sufficient arms, and the people’s confidence be gained.’” (At this point, Confucius turned
towards Zi Gong and said, “I said that to you, didn’t I?” to which Zi Gong merely nodded his head.)
“I also argued: ‘If a true king were to arise, it would require a generation for there to be benevolence.’ I also
noted: ‘The state of Qi, with a change, can attain the level of the state of Lu; Lu, with a change, can attain the
Way.’ I also stated: ‘Those who would make bright virtue shine bright throughout the empire should first order
well their own states.’ Valuing what is material has been fundamental to the traditional thought of our China. The
initial instance of this is found in the Book of Documents, where food and goods are among the ‘Eight Objects of
Government’ in the ‘Great Plan’ section. Guanzi also said: ‘After their granaries are full, they can learn about
ritual and moderation; when their clothing and food are sufficient, then they can learn about honour and shame.’
So my thought, as well as my country’s traditional thought, is fundamentally the same as yours: first increase
production—only then can there be equal distribution. That is why I said, ‘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.’
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“I have always looked down upon merchants, but this disciple of mine (the master again turned and indicated
Zi Gong) never listens. Many times 1 have told him not to conduct business, but he deliberately turns a deaf ear.
(He does know how to make money, though.) You have to understand that when we were alive, science had not
been developed, so our methods of producing wealth were quite rudimentary. Within the confines of such limited
ability to produce wealth, we could only advocate economizing. This was due to the age we lived in. But I think
that even now economizing is still important, don’t you agree? When there is not even enough rice to go around,
we certainly should not allow a minority to eat such delicacies as sea slugs and shark’s fin.”
“Ah, you’re right!” Marx now began to exclaim: “I never imagined that two thousand years ago in the distant
East there was already an old comrade like you! Our views are completely at one. How can there be people who
say my thought is at odds with yours, that it does not suit the national conditions of China and cannot be
implemented here?”
“Ai!” Confucius at this point suddenly exhaled a long sigh—a sigh long enough to release two thousand years
of pent-up frustration. “Ai!” Having vented the long sigh, he continued: “How can they implement your way of
thought, when even I have been eating cold pig’s head for more than two thousand years?”
“What!? You mean Chinese are unable to implement your way of thought?”
“How can you speak of implementing it! People need only understand it; then those who believe you won’t
oppose me, and the people who believe me won’t oppose you.”
“Ah, if that’s the case, then I want—”
“What is it you want?”
“I want … to go back for my wife.”
Had this been the Confucius seen in the eyes of moralists, at this point he certainly would have flown into a
rage and cursed Marx as a beast for missing his wife. But the sage does not prohibit what human feelings are
unable to resist. So our sage not only did not curse Marx, he even asked him rather enviously,
“Mr. Marx, do you have a wife?”
“Would I not have one? My wife and I share the same ideals and aspirations. Besides, she’s very goodlooking!”
When it came to speaking of his wife, Marx, ever impolite, inflated her into an ideal in the same way he
inflated his ideology into an ideal. The master, seeing Marx so pleased with himself, heaved a deep sigh, intoning:
“All men have wives. Only I have not!” At this point, Zi Gong, who had been holding back his tongue for
some time, quickly interposed:
“All within the four seas are his wives. How can the master worry about being without a wife?”
Twisting the old cliché, Zi Gong, the only orator worthy of the name among Confucius’ disciples, managed to
elicit a smile from Confucius.
Marx was at a loss. Upon close enquiry he learned that Confucius had divorced of his own free will—which he
felt lent Confucius more depth of character. After a while Confucius continued addressing Marx:
“Nonetheless, I treat the aged in my family as they should be treated, and extend this to the aged of others. I
treat the young of my family as they should be treated, and extend this to the young of others. I treat my wife as
she should be treated, and extend this to the wives of others. So your wife is also my wife—” Hearing this, Marx
was so startled he shouted:
“What!? Mr. Confucius! I only advocate sharing commodities; you openly advocate sharing wives! Your ideas
are even more dangerous than mine! Very well, I won’t provoke you further.”
After saying this, Marx quickly beckoned the four sedan-bearers and hastily retreated from the field, as if the
wife he had left behind in Europe were to be immediately shared by Confucius.
The master and his three disciples stood in the hall and watched Marx’s sedan-chair until it was carried out the
west gate. Only then did Yan Hui, who from start to finish had been looking on as if dumb, finally speak up:
“‘The Gentleman for one word is deemed wise, for one word deemed foolish.’ ‘Our master of today is not our
master of yesterday.’ Why were your words so extreme?” The master, well pleased and smiling, said,
“My remarks just now were only in jest.”
Thereupon everyone followed suit and began to smile. After a while, they returned to their mats and, picking
up the cold pig’s-head meat they had been eating before, began anew their appreciative chewing.
204.126 Excerpt from Recalling The Long March: [An Overview]\fn{by Liu Po-ch’eng (1892-1986)} Kaihsien,
Szechwan Province, China (M) 8
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In full two years from October 1934 to October 1936 the Chinese Workers’ and Peasants’ Red Army, having
left its base areas, undertook the world-shaking 12,500-kilometre Long March. During the Long March the Red
Army captured many strategic points, fought its way across rapid rivers, repulsed vast numbers of pursuing and
intercepting enemy troops, crossed towering snow-clad mountains and went through unpopulated marshlands. The
courage and endurance shown by the Red Army men fully demonstrates the unquenchable vitality of the
Communist movement and the all-conquering fighting strength of the army led by the Communist Party.
But why was the Long March necessary, and what had enabled the Red Army triumphantly to complete this
great military undertaking? A study of these questions provides rich experience and invaluable lessons.
*
The closing of the Fourth Plenary Session of the Sixth Central Committee of the Chinese Communist Party
held in January 1931 marked the beginning of the domination of a “Left” opportunist line—then represented by
Wang Ming—in the Party for the third time during the period of the Agrarian Revolution (1927-37). In
accordance with the erroneous programme of the Plenary Session, the Party congress of the central base area in
November 1931 and the Ningtu Meeting in October 1932 smeared Comrade Mao Tsetung’s correct line as a “rich
peasant line” and an “error of the most serious and consistent Right opportunism,” and the correct Party and
military leadership in the central base area was removed. Because of the serious damage the incorrect line had
done to the Party’s work in the Kuomintang-controlled areas, the provisional central leadership moved to the
central base area early in 1933. This facilitated the further application of the incorrect line both there and in the
neighbouring base areas.
The “Left” deviationists confused the tasks for the two historical periods of the democratic revolution and the
socialist revolution and the distinction between them, and subjectively were anxious to go beyond the democratic
revolution; they underestimated the decisive role of the peasants’ anti-feudal struggle in the Chinese revolution;
and they advocated a policy of opposition to the bourgeoisie as a whole, and even to the upper petty bourgeoisie.
The exponents of the third “Left” line went further and put the struggle against the bourgeoisie on a par with the
struggle against imperialism and feudalism and totally denied the tremendous change in the domestic political
situation brought about by the Japanese invasion of China. They categorically labelled as “the most dangerous
enemy” those intermediate groups which had contradictions with the Kuomintang reactionary rule and were
taking positive actions. They failed to understand the specific features of semi-colonial and semi-feudal Chinese
society. They did not recognize that the bourgeois-democratic revolution in China was in essence a peasant
revolution and failed to understand the uneven, tortuous and protracted nature of the Chinese revolution. They
therefore underestimated the importance of military struggle, especially the importance of peasant guerrilla
warfare and rural base areas, erroneously urging the Red Army to capture key cities.
But, thanks to the profound influence of Comrade Mao Tsetung’s correct strategic principles, the Red Army
was able to secure victory during its fourth counter-campaign against the Kuomintang’s “encirclement and
suppression” in the spring of 1933. The victory was achieved before the provisional central leadership’s erroneous
line had been carried through in the Red Army.
On the other hand, an utterly incorrect military line gained complete control in the fifth counter-campaign
against “encirclement and suppression” which began at the end of 1933. The Fifth Plenary Session of the Party’s
Sixth Central Committee called in January 1934 marked the apex of the development of the third “Left” line. Its
exponents mistakenly concluded that “the revolutionary crisis in China has reached a new acute stage—an
immediate revolutionary situation exists in China” and that the struggle against the fifth “encirclement and
suppression” was a “struggle for the complete victory of the Chinese revolution.” Militarily, the exponents of the
third “Left” line also evolved a fully articulated system. On the question of army building, they reduced the Red
Army’s threefold task of fighting, doing mass work and production to the single one of fighting, demanded undue
regularization and opposed the then sound guerrilla character and mobility of the Red Army as “guerrillaism”;
furthermore, they fostered formalism in political work in the army. On the question of military operations, they
denied the premise that the enemy was strong and we were weak; they demanded positional warfare and so-called
regular warfare, which relied solely on the main forces; they demanded a war of strategic quick decision and
protracted fighting in campaigns; they demanded “attack on all fronts” and “strike with two fists”; they opposed
luring the enemy in deep and regarded necessary shifts of troops as “retreat and rightism”; and they also
demanded fixed battle lines and an absolutely centralized command. In brief, they negated guerrilla warfare and
mobile warfare of a guerrilla character and did not understand how to conduct a people’s war correctly.
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During the fifth counter-campaign against “encirclement and suppression,” the “Left” opportunists began with
adventurism in attack and, on the ground of a chance victory in the encounter at Hsunkou, dispatched troops into
enemy areas and followed the erroneous policy of “engaging the enemy outside the gates.”
The Fukien Incident\fn{Influenced by the Chinese people’s anti-Japanese upsurge throughout China, Tsai Ting-kai, Chiang
Kuang-nai and other leaders of the Kuomintang’s 19 th Route Army came to realize the futility of fighting the Red Army. In November 1933,
allying themselves with the Kuomintang forces under Li Chi-shen, they publicly renounced Chiang Kai-shek, established the People’s
Revolutionary Govenrment of the Republic of China” in Fukien\fn{Fukien Province} and concluded an agreement with the Red Army to
resist Japan and oppose Chiang Kai-shek. This government collapsed in early 1934 under the attacks of Chiang Kai-shek’s superior forces.
Later, Tsai Ting-kai and others gradually switrched over to a position of co-operating with the Communist Party } took place at this

time and the enemy was compelled to shift its forces eastward. Had we taken effective measures to unite the
forces standing for struggle against Chiang Kai-shek and resistance to Japan and waged a joint battle against the
Chiang Kai-shek reactionaries, we could have done much to reinforce the ever-growing demands of the people to
fight the Japanese invaders and for the institution of democracy in China. At the same time, it was entirely
possible for us to make use of the opportunity militarily to wipe out a portion of the enemy forces and smash the
enemy’s fifth campaign of :encirclement and suppression.” But the “Left” opportunists, claiming that the
intermediate groups were the so-called most dangerous enemy of the Chinese revolution, lost this excellent
opportunity. Thus the Kuomintang reactionaries were able to strangle the Fukien People’s Government and
unhurriedly turn back to attack the base areas again.
Following the Kuangchang battle in which the Red Army suffered heavy losses, the “Left” opportunists turned
to conservatism in defence and proposed dispersing forces to defend important positions. This placed the Red
Army in a totally passive position. When it acted to resist at one point, the enemy would attack at another. Thus
the Red Army was hard put to cope with the situation and it shrank in size, as did the territory it occupied.
Finally, the “Left” opportunists rejected Chairman Mao’s correct proposition to shift the main forces of the
Red Army to the exterior lines to manipulate and wipe out enemy forces and defend and expand the base area, and
ended up running away. In October 1934 they rashly decided to leave the central base area, and made a hurried
shift of position without explaining the reasons to the cadres and the masses. They even failed to make the
necessary preparations for the change-over from positional warfare to mobile warfare and from reliance on the
base area to fighting without the base area, and for operations in along march.
*
Because of the mistake of flightism committed by the “Left” opportunists in military actions, the Red Army
continued to suffer great losses even after the Long March had started. The Fifth Army Group of the Central Red
Army served for a long time as a rearguard to cover the whole army and its transport columns since it set out from
the central base area in the westward movement along the Kwangtung-Kwangsi-Hunan border. The more than
80,000 troops of the whole army made their way along narrow, winding mountain paths. They were under heavy
strain as they marched in crowded columns, and it often took them a whole night to cross one mountain ridge. The
enemy troops, however, had the advantage as they moved along easier roads. Their progress was much quicker
than ours and we could not shake them off our heels.
After fierce fighting, the Red Army finally broke through three enemy cordons. Chiang Kai-shek then hastened
to dispatch 400,000 troops in three routes to pursue and intercept the Red Army, in an attempt to wipe it out along
the Hsiang-chiang River on the Hunan-Kwangsi border.
Faced with this huge attacking force, the “Leftist” leaders were at the end of their tether. They simply ordered
head-on attacks in an attempt to break through, pinning their hopes on being able to join forces with the Second
and Sixth army groups of the Red Army. There was a week of bitter battles along the eastern bank of the
Hsiangchiang River south of Chuanhsien County (today’s Chuanchow) in northeastern Kwangsi. During these
battles a large number of our troops were deployed as a covering force and were thus exposed to enemy attacks.
Although they succeeded in breaking through the enemy’s fourth cordon and finally crossed the Hsiangchiang
River, the price was dreadfully high. More than half the troops were lost.
The repeated setbacks after the fifth counter-campaign against “encirclement and suppression” and the almost
hopeless situation at the time provided a sharp contrast with the situation prior to the fourth counter-campaign
against “encirclement and suppression.” This gradually opened the eyes of the cadres to the fact that these
reverses resulted from the rejection of the correct line represented by Comrade Mao Tsetung and the
implementation of an erroneous line. The rank and file of the army began to voice doubts and dissatisfaction and
earnestly called for a change of leadership. This sentiment increased with our army’s setbacks and reached its
highest point during the battle along the Hsiangchiang River.
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At that time, the Second and Sixth army groups launched a powerful offensive on the Szechuan-KweichowHunan border in order to co-ordinate with the Central Red Army. To forestall the link-up of the Red Army units,
Chiang Kaishek hastily sent large numbers of troops to intercept and pursue us. If the original plan was not to be
changed, a decisive battle would have to be fought with an enemy five or six times the size of the Red Army
forces. Already greatly depleted, our units were faced with the danger of annihilation if they continued to follow
the foolish tactics of engaging a superior enemy force head on.
It was at this critical moment that Chairman Mao came forward with a plan which saved the Red Army. He
strenuously advocated abandoning the attempt to join the Second and Sixth army groups and proposed that the
Central Red Army wheel towards Kweithow where the enemy was weak. This would give the Red Army the
initiative and enable it to win several battles and get some necessary rest. Chairman Mao’s proposal won the
support of most comrades and the Red Army captured the city of Tungtao, on the southwest border of Hunan, in
December and then advanced into Kweichow, taking Liping in southeastern Kweichow at one blow. Had it not
been for Chairman Mao’s firm demand for a change of policy, the remaining 30,000-some Red Army men would
have been wiped out.
The Political Bureau of the Party Central Committee held a meeting at Liping and resolved to march further
into weakly defended Kweichow Province. After regrouping, the Red Army resumed its journey and, in January
1935, forced the Wuchiang River and took Tsunyi in northern Kweichow. It was a period of intense marching and
fighting but all military operations were conducted smoothly and the army’s morale rose higher and higher, thanks
to Chairman Mao’s brilliant policy.
At Tsunyi, the Red Army began a 12-day programme of rest and consolidation. An enlarged meeting of the
Political Bureau of the Party Central Committee was held in this period.
*
The Tsunyi Meeting concentrated its efforts on rectifying the military and organizational errors that were a
decisive factor at the time. The “Leftist: leaders had attempted to replace guerrilla and mobile warfare with
positional warfare and to wage what they called “regular warfare” instead of a war by the masses of the people. It
was this incorrect military line that had been responsible for the defeat of the fifth counter-campaign against
“encirclement and suppression” and caused serious losses to the Red Army forces in the early days of the Long
March.
The Tsunyi Meeting triumphantly put an end to the domination of the “Left” line in the central leading body of
the Party and inaugurated a new central leadership with Comrade Mao Tsetung at its head. This change saved the
Party and the Red Army at a most critical time. It was a change of great historic significance, one which enabled
the Party to bring the Long March to a victorious conclusion, preserving and steeling a hard core of cadres in the
Party and the Red Army under extremely difficult conditions. It also overcame the line of Chang Kuo-tao,\fn{ A
note here reads: Cheng Kuo-tao was a renegade from the Chinese revolution. Speculating on the revolution, he joined the Chinese
Communist Paty in his youth. In the Party he made many mistakes which resulted in serious consequences. Most notoriously, in 1935 he
opposed the Red Army’s northward march, advocating a defeatist and liquidationist withdrawl by the Red Army to the minority nationality
areas in southwest China, and he engaged in openly traitorous activities against the Party Central Committee, established his own bogus
central committee, disrupted the unity of the Party and the Red Army, and caused heavy losses to its Fourth Front Army. Thanks to patient
education by Chairman Mao and the Central Committee, the Fourth Front Army and its numerous cadres soon came back under the
correct leadereship of the Central Committee and played an honourable part in subsequent struggles. Chang Kuo-tao, however, proved
incorrigible, escaped by himself from the northern Shensi revolutionary base area in the spring of 1938 and joined the Kuomintang secret
police} who insisted on retreating and fleeing, and defeated his plots to split the Party. The Red Army later arrived

triumphant in northern Shensi, an event which both contributed to the formation of the national united front
against Japan and hastened the upsurge of China’s resistance to Japanese aggression.
The decisions at the Tsunyi Meeting were like a tonic to the Red Army units, raising morale and sweeping
aside all misgivings and discontent. After more than 10 days’ rest the Red Army, with energy restored and ranks
consolidated, began to move northward.
During this period, the Second and Sixth army groups had made remarkable progress in the Hunan-HupehSzechuan-Kweichow area, but owing to enemy troops being stationed along the front at Chihchiang in western
Hunan to prevent the Red Army from re-entering Hunan, it was impossible to establish contact with them. In the
Szechuan-Shensi area too the Fourth Front Army had shattered the six-pronged encirclement by Szechuan’s
warlord troops. When the Central Red Army passed Tungtzu and Hsishui north of Tsunyi, pushed west across the
Chihshui River and drove northward, the enemy was thrown into great confusion. The Szechuan warlords hurried
to shift troops to defend the Szechuan-Kweichow border and sent their crack division under Kuo Hsun-chi to
patrol the area. They also blockaded the approaches to the Yangtze River, attempting to check the northward
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advance of the Central Red Army and so prevent its joining forces with the Fourth Front Army. When the Central
Red Army reached Weihsin in northeastern Yunnan, one enemy column under Chou Hun-yuan and Wu Chi-wei
had already rushed there from Hunan. The battle at Tucheng failed to wipe out the Kuo Hsun-chi division, and
more enemy troops arrived. The Red Army decided to abandon its plan of forcing the Yangtze to the north. It
shook off the enemy troops abruptly, switched east, recrossed the Chih-shui River and occupied Tungtzu,
Loushankuan and Tsunyi for the second time. In the course of this action it wiped out two divisions of Kweichow
warlords.
The enemy column caught up with our units and a fierce battle ensued. In a pelting rain and on slippery
mountain paths our Third Army Group and the Cadres’ Regiment fought time and again to seize the height on
Laoya Mountain. In the darkness, our First Army Group drove wedges between the enemy troops from the west.
Clarion calls were sounded from all sides and echoed over hill and dale. Pincer-attacked, the enemy was
immediately flung into confusion, fleeing southward helter-skelter. The Red Army followed in hot pursuit right up
to the Wuchiang River, delivering hammer blows en route. By the time it reached the river it had wiped out the
equivalent of a division of enemy troops.
After crossing the river the remnant enemy forces tried to cut off our pursuit by demolishing the floating
bridge. Thus the Kuomintang units which had not yet reached the bridge in their southward flight were all put out
of action. This campaign ended with the first big Red Army victory after the start of its Long March.
Following the Tsunyi Meeting a completely new situation arose and the Red Army took on a new lease of life.
It was able to manoeuvre freely among enemy units and baffle them. The Red Army had the initiative and moved
powerfully among the perplexed Kuomintang troops, leading them where it wanted them. One moment it seemed
as if the Red Army was heading east, when actually it was marching to the west. The bewildered enemy thought
we were planning to penetrate north by crossing the Yangtze when actually we aimed to swing round and strike
another blow at him. Whenever we moved away from a place where the enemy had tried to engage us, he was
compelled to re-deploy his troops: This gave our army ample time to rest, mobilize the masses and draw in new
recruits. By the time the enemy finished his re-deployment, we had moved away again and fought elsewhere.
This way the enemy forces were dealt blow after blow until they were exhausted and confused. Contrasting
this situation with that prevailing during the domination of the “Left” line, the commanders and fighters in the
Red Army came to realize more deeply that Chairman Mao’s correct line and his highly developed Marxist
military principles were the sole guarantee of the Red Army’s invincibility.
While in Tsunyi, the Red Army several times sought battle with the enemy, but the latter evaded action and
remained on the defensive. In March 1935 our army moved west from Tsunyi, occupied Jenhuai, crossed the
Chihshui River at Maotai for the third time and again entered southern Szechuan. Thinking that the Red Army
would cross the Yangtze to the north, the enemy was in a state of panic and hurriedly ordered the construction of
numerous blockhouses along the Szechuan-Kweichow-Yunnan border, calculating to entrap and exterminate our
army. Little did he know that the Red Army would retrace its way to Kweichow from southern Szechuan and
force the Chihshui River a fourth time near Maotai. A small part of the Red Army forces were left behind to tie
down the enemy, while the remainder made a forced march to the south across the Wuchiang River and closed in
on Kweiyang, the provincial capital. Meanwhile, a small number of troops were sent to attack Wengan and
Huangping to the east.
Chiang Kai-shek, who had arrived in Kweiyang to take personal command of the military operations, hastily
ordered the Yunnan warlord troops to his rescue. At the same time he rushed the troops under Hsueh Yueh and the
Hunan army to defend Yuching and Shihchien in eastern Kweichow just in case the Red Army should march
eastward to join up with the Second and Sixth army groups. While planning the operations, Chairman Mao had
remarked:
“We shall win the battle, if only we can lure the enemy troops out of Yunnan.”
The enemy did act fully in accordance with Chairman Mao’s command. Thereupon we used the First Army
Group to surround Lungli southeast of Kweiyang, bluffing purposely to deceive the enemy. The rest of the Red
Army’s main force crossed the Hunan-Kweichow Highway and rushed towards Yunnan, marching in the opposite
direction of the Yunnan troops hurrying to the aid of Kweiyang. This time Chairman Mao again successfully
applied the tactic of making a feint to the east while actually attacking in the west. The enemy swallowed our bait
—the appearance of our units east of Kweiyang—and this enabled our army to turn west.
*
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The enemy outwitted, we crossed the Hunan-Kweichow Highway and sped forward, covering as many as 60
kilometres a day. The Red Army seized in quick succession many county towns in southwestern Kweichow
including Tingfan (today’s Huishui), Kuangshun and Hsingyi, and crossed the Peipan River.
In late April the Red Army was divided into three columns to enter eastern Yunnan. One column was the Ninth
Army Group which remained north of the Wuchiang River to tie down the enemy. Repulsing the five pursuing
enemy regiments that attempted to encircle it, this army group fought into Yunnan and took Hsuanwei. Later it
went through Huitse and crossed the Chinsha River.
The other two columns, the main force of the Red Army, captured Chanyi, Malung, Hsuntien and Sungming
and threatened the provincial capital, Kunming. By that time the main force of the Kuomintang’s Yunnan army
had all been shifted to the east, leaving the province almost undefended. So when our army entered Yunnan, the
Yunnan warlord Lung Yun panicked. He hastily mustered the various reactionary militia units in an attempt to
defend Kunming. The Red Army, however, only made a gesture of attacking and then headed northwest for the
Chinsha River.
The broad, turbulent Chinsha River surged through deep mountain gorges along the Szechuan-Yunnan border,
the surrounding terrain being of great strategic importance. The Red Army was faced with the danger of being
trapped and wiped out in the gorges should it fail to force its way north across the river. Chiang Kai-shek seemed
to have discovered our army’s movements and sent reconnaissance planes over the area every day: it was a race
against time.
Marching by night, the Red Army approached the Chinsha River by three routes: the First Army Group was to
seize the Lungchieh Ferry, the Third Army Group the Hungmen Ferry, the Cadres’ Regiment the Chiaoping Ferry,
while the Fifth Army Group was again to bring up the rear to provide cover for the other units.
The Cadres’ Regiment stealthily crossed the Chinsha River and sprang an attack on the enemy, destroying a
whole platoon. It then took control of both landings of the Chiaoping Ferry and seized seven small boats. The
regiment’s main force sped on to the plateau scores of kilometres distant from the yawning valley on the north
bank of the river and routed the enemy reinforcements. The river flowed very swiftly at the Hungmen Ferry and
was very wide at the Lungchieh Ferry, where low-flying enemy planes could harass the crossing. It was unfeasible
to cross at these points. Therefore, the First and Third army groups moved to the Chiaoping Ferry to cross the
river under the protecting fire of a division of the Fifth Army Group.
Three days later, about six regiments of the enemy’s “dare-to-die” 13 th Division approached the Chiaoping
Ferry in pursuit of the Red Army. But they were beaten back in a surprise attack by the Fifth Army Group and
were forced to retreat along the Chinsha River in utter confusion. By that time Chiang Kai-shek had discovered
the change in the Red Army’s tactics and called a meeting in Kweiyang, which studied the specific features of our
army’s recent operations and decided on a tactic of “long pursuit, well-planned attack” to save his forces from
annihilation by the Red Army.
Now far from the enemy’s main force and stunned by the events, the Kuomintang’s 13 th Division dared not
take action and dug itself in at Tuanchieh. With the aid of the seven boats, our army crossed the Chinsha River at
the Chiaoping Ferry in nine days and nine nights. When large enemy reinforcements arrived on the tenth day, the
Red Army was already far away and all the boats had been destroyed.
*
Thus the Red Army extricated itself from the several hundred thousand Kuomintang troops in hot pursuit or
trying to intercept and encircle it. This was a decisive victory in the course of the Red Army’s strategic movement.
After a five-day rest at Huili in southwestern Szechuan, the Red Army continued its drive northward. It passed
Hsichang and Luku and entered areas where the Yi people dwelt in compact communities. Adhering to the policy
towards minority nationalities outlined by Chairman Mao, we entered into an alliance with the chieftains of the
Kuchi tribe and succeeded in neutralizing the Laowu tribe. To the Lohung tribe (Kuchi, Laowu, Lohung are all
branches of the Yi nationality), which constantly attacked us under prompting from Chiang Kai- shek’s secret
agents, we repeatedly explained that our policy was to help the minority nationalities achieve liberation. Thanks to
the Party’s policy towards minority nationalities, the Red Army passed through the Yi areas unhindered and
reached the ferry-crossing of Anshunchang.
Anshunchang on the south bank of the Tatu River was where Shih Ta-kai of the Taiping Heavenly
Kingdom\fn{A note here reads: The Taiping Heavenly Kingdom (1851-1864) arose in the mid-19th century during the revolutionary
peasant movement against the feudal rule and national oppression of the Ching Dynasty. In January 1851 Hung Hsiu-chuan and other
leaders launched an uprising at Chintien Village in Kueiping County, Kwangsi Province, and proclaimed the founding of the Taiping
Heavenly Kingdom. Preceeding northward from Kwangsi, their peasant army attacked and occupied Hunan and Hupeh in 1852. In 1853 it
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marched through Kiangsi and Anhwei and captured Nanking. a section of the forces then continued the drive north and pushed on to the
vicinity of Tientsin. However, the Taiping army failed to build stable base areas in the places it occupied; moreover, after establishing its
capital in Nanking, its leading group committed many political and military errors. Consequently it was unable to withstand the combined
onslaughts of the counter-revolutionary forces of the Ching government and the British, U.S. and French aggressors, and was finally
defeated in 1864. Shih Ta-kai was one of the leading generals of the Taiping Heavenly Kingdom. At a time when it was in great danger, he
advocated a split and broke away from the kingdom. Leading a force of over 100,000 men, he fought on his own in and out of Kiangsi,
Chekiang and seven other provinces. In May 1863 he was defeated on the bank of the Tatu River in Szechuan Province } suffered final

defeat when his army failed to cross the river in its northward march. The river cut its way through gaping valleys
banked by towering mountains extending for a distance of some 25 kilometres; the terrain afforded little room for
an army to manoeuvre or deploy its forces, and we were exposed to the danger of being ambushed and destroyed
by the enemy.
The Szechuan warlords had once boasted that they would cause a re-enactment of the Shih Ta-kai fiasco there
and bring about the final defeat of the Red Army. One Szechuan warlord had a battalion stationed at
Anshunchang. It had only one small boat, the others having been hauled to the north shore. We managed to seize
the small boat and organized a shock force to cross the Tatu River. As soon as our 17 volunteers got to the other
side, they crushed the enemy and took the ferry. They were followed by the First Division which, after crossing,
cleared the north bank of enemy troops and routed a reserve brigade of the Szechuan army at Hualin-ping. Then,
marching abreast of the Second Division on the south bank, it swept onwards along the river towards Luting
Bridge. The Second Division was the first to reach the iron-chain bridge and, giving the enemy no time to destroy
the span, crossed the Tatu along its chains and joined the First Division.
This was in June 1935. After crossing the Tatu, the Red Army proceeded to fight a battle at Hanyuan and
routed four regiments of the Szechuan warlords. Then, it passed through Tienchuan, Lushan and Paohsing in
western Szechuan and crossed Chiachin Mountain, the first snow-capped peak along the route of the Long March.
Tawei and Maokung in northwestern Szechuan were taken by the Central Red Army on its way to the triumphant
joining of forces with the Fourth Front Army.
*
While the Central Red Army was on the Long March, the Fourth Front Army in the Szechuan-Shensi base area
successfully smashed the enemy’s six-pronged encirclement. But persisting in his flightist line of Right
opportunism, Chang Kuo-tao abandoned this base area and led all his units on a retreat westward. After crossing
the Chialing, Fuchiang and Minchiang rivers, they reached the neighbourhood of Lifan (today’s Lihsien County)
and Maokung, where they joined forces with the First Front Army.
In dealing with Chang Kuo-tao’s mistakes, Chairman Mao always adhered to a correct policy of inner-Party
struggle. After the joining of forces, a meeting of the Political Bureau of the Central Committee was called at
Lianghokou, which decided to continue the march northward. Chairman Mao led the army as it set out in late June
and went on to cross the snow-clad Mengpi, Changpan and Taku mountains and reached Maoerhkai near
Sungpan.
But Chang Kuo-tao still clung to his erroneous line of retreat. Before the forces of the First and Fourth front
armies had joined, he had rigged up a “northwestern federated government.” This revealed that he had an eye on
the northwest, including Sikang, Chinghai, northwestern Kansu and even Sinkiang. Sticking to his original plan,
he fled towards the minority nationality areas in Sikang and Chinghai, ignoring the many telegrams from the
Party Central Committee against this move.
While ordering food stocks to be built up in preparation for the trek across the marshlands ahead, Chairman
Mao remained at Maoerhkai for a whole month, waiting for a change in Chang Kuo-tao’s attitude. With the
Japanese imperialists intensifying their aggression of China, it was a critical period. In less than four years after
the September 18th Incident of 1931, they had attacked and occupied China’s three northeastern provinces and
then Jehol,\fn{The three northeastern provinces referred to are Liaoning, Kirin and Heilungkiang. Jehol Province was abolished in 1955
and its area incorporated into Hopei and Liaoning provinces and the Inner Mongolia Autonomous Region } and later on province after
province in northern China until almost half our territory was trampled underfoot by them. As early as January
1933, the Chinese Communist Party had issued a declaration expressing its readiness to unite with all the other
armies in the country for joint resistance to Japanese aggression under the three conditions that they cease their
attacks on the revolutionary base areas and the Red Army, grant freedoms and rights to the people, and arm the
people.
But the Kuomintang reactionaries, closing their eyes to the peril threatening the very existence of the nation,
were servile to the Japanese invaders and prepared for a sell-out. At the same time, dreaming of stamping out the
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Red Army, they continued to mass ever greater numbers of troops under their command to pursue, attack and
encircle the Red Army. Their vicious acts aroused mounting indignation in many circles.
In contrast, the firm and just stand of our Party gained the deep sympathy of public opinion and the people
looked to our Party to shoulder the heavy task of fighting the Japanese aggressors. Our Party had long called for
an end to the civil war and for united resistance to the Japanese invaders. It gained the hearty support of the
people of all strata and dealt a blow to Chiang Kai-shek’s reactionary policy of persisting in the civil war.
*
Shortly afterwards, the Political Bureau of the Party Central Committee met at Maoerhkai, adopted resolutions
on the political situation and the tasks arising out of the joining of forces of the Red Army’s First and Fourth front
armies. It was decided to push north along two routes.
The route to the right was to be taken by the forces comprising the First and Third army groups of the First
Front Army and the Fourth and 30 th corps of the Fourth Front Army. It would be led by the Party Central
Committee and Chairman Mao.
The left route was to be followed by a combination of the Ninth and 31 st corps of the Fourth Front Army and
the Fifth and Ninth army groups of the First Front Army. It should be led by Commander-in-Chief Chu Teh and
Chang Kuo-tao.
The right-route army waded through the marshlands and drove on towards Panyu, Pahsi and Ahhsi, putting one
of the enemy divisions under Hu Tsung-nan out of action at the Chiuchi Lamasery on the Paotso River.
The army on the left route set-out from Chokehchi and moved across the marshlands towards Ahpa and Panyu.
Upon arriving at Ahpa, Chang Kuo-tao revealed more evidence of his personal ambitions to split the Party. He
cabled the Party Central Committee, demanding that the whole right-route army turn southward. The Central
Committee sent him several messages, trying to correct his mistake of attempting to go south, and pointing out
that the only way out was to march north. Later he was even sternly ordered to do so. Chang Kuo-tao, however,
flagrantly defied the Central Committee's instructions and stuck to his erroneous line.
The right-route army had been reduced to a mere 7,000-8,000 men, but the Central Committee was firm in its
determination to continue pressing north. Starting from Pahsi in September, this army crossed the Paotso River,
advanced along the Pailung River in southern Kansu, travelled over precipitous mountain paths and conquered the
natural barrier of Latzukou Pass. It then crossed the Minshan Mountains, leaving behind the snow-covered
mountains and the marshlands, and reached Hatapu between Minhsien and Hsiku in southern Kansu. The enemy
hastily mustered 200,000-300,000 troops in an attempt to block the Red Army’s advance by intercepting it along
the Weishui River.
After a two-day rest at Hatapu, our units feinted a move towards Tienshui and thus enticed the enemy to
concentrate his main force there. Meanwhile, we marched non-stop between Wushan and Changhsien, breaking
through the Kuomintang’s cordon along the Weishui River and occupying Panglo and Tungwei in quick
succession. In October, our army passed through areas inhabited by the Hui people and cut through enemy
blockades between Huining and Chingning and between Pingliang and Kuyuan (now belonging to Ningsia) in
eastern Kansu, beating off four enemy cavalry regiments dogging our heels. We then crossed the towering Liupan
Mountain in Kuyuan, passed Huanhsien and arrived at Wuchichen, a small town in the revolutionary base area of
northern Shensi, where we joined up with the 15th Army Group operating there.
During the battle of Chihlochen, we foiled Chiang Kai-shek’s third campaign of “encirclement and
suppression” in the Shensi-Kansu border area, and laid the cornerstone for the task undertaken by the Party
Central Committee of setting up the national headquarters of the revolution in northwestern China.
After the Party Central Committee arrived in northern Shensi, its Political Bureau met at Wayaopao in
December 1935. The Wayaopao Meeting criticized the mistaken view in the Party that the Chinese national
bourgeoisie could not be an ally of the Chinese workers and peasants in the common fight against Japan and
decided on the tactics for establishing an anti-Japanese national united front. It drew attention to the protracted
character of the Chinese revolution, and criticized the narrow-minded closed-doorism and overhastiness with
regard to the revolution that had long existed in the Party. These mistaken ideas were the root cause of the serious
setbacks of the Party and the Red Army during the Second Revolutionary Civil War (also known as the period of
the Agrarian Revolution).
The Tsunyi Meeting held during the Long March could only make decisions on the most urgent military and
organizational problems of the moment. Only when the Red Army had reached northern Shensi after the Long
March was it possible for the Party Central Committee and Comrade Mao Tse-tung to systematically deal with the
various problems of tactics in the political sphere. The Wayaopao Meeting was one of paramount importance.
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After this meeting, Comrade Mao Tsetung made his report On Tactics Against Japanese Imperialism. The
report defined the Party’s policy at that time and raised in a systematic way the question of establishing an antiJapanese national united front. It also summed up the fundamental experiences of the First and Second
revolutionary civil wars and outlined the Party’s basic line for the period of the democratic revolution.
*
After Chang Kuo-tao’s open breach with the Party Central Committee, he arbitrarily led the left-route army
and two corps of the right-route army which originally were part of the Fourth Front Army to re-cross the
marshlands and snow-capped mountains and retreat through Maoerhkai, Maokung and Paohsing towards
Tienchuan and Lushan on the Szechuan-Sikang border.
When he reached Chomutiao, he revealed his entire scheme and turned to open betrayal of the Party. He
announced the formation of a bogus central committee under his own chairmanship.
In the face of this situation, Commander-in-Chief Chu Teh resolutely upheld Chairman Mao’s correct policy
concerning inner-Party struggle and maintained a firm and principled political stand. Chang Kuo-tao tried to
induce him to issue a statement opposing the Party Central Committee. Comrade Chu Teh not only sternly refused
to do this but patiently explained the Central Committee’s correct policy to the cadres.
The Fourth Front Army stayed in the Tienchuan-Lushan region for three months, during which a contingent of
the Kuomintang’s central army entered Szechuan to attack us in co-ordination with a Szechuan warlord’s units;
The two sides fought a battle which grew in ferocity, causing heavy losses to our army.
At this juncture, however, Chang Kuo-tao became hesitant. It was only after the breaching of a sector of his
defence line that he was forced to retreat to Taofu, Luhuo, Chanhua, Kantze and Tachinszu in northeastern Sikang,
still attempting to flee in the direction of Sining in Chinghai Province.
By that time the Second Front Army, which had started out from the base area on the Hunan-Hupeh-SzechuanKweichow border, had also arrived at Kantze. It had travelled a long distance, fighting continuous and arduous
battles right through Kweichow and Yunnan provinces. Chu Teh, Jen Pi-shih, Ho Lung, Kuan Hsiang-ying and
other comrades resolutely defended the correct line of the Party Central Committee. Large numbers of cadres in
the Fourth Front Army also had come to realize the fallacy of going south and demanded that the troops march
north to resist the Japanese invaders.
The renegade Chang Kuo-tao’s splittist plot was completely thwarted. He was forced to dissolve his bogus
central committee and lead the army north.
Starting its journey from Kantze, the army passed Tungku, Ahpa and Paotso, re-crossed the snowy mountains
and marshlands and reached southern Kansu in August and captured Hatapu, Tatsaotan and Lintan. By this time,
the Party Central Committee had ordered Comrades Nieh Jung-chen and Tso Chuan to lead their troops in a
westward expedition to prepare the way for the north-bound Second and Fourth front armies. It also made
preparations for a battle with the Kuomintang army in the area between Chingning and Huining.
The Second and Fourth front armies branched out into two columns, the former taking the right route and the
latter the left. The right-route army swept eastward along a line between Hsiho and Wushan, capturing in
succession Chenghsien, Huihsien, Kanghsien and Liangtang in southeastern Kansu, and laying siege to Fenghsien
in western Shensi. This action was designed to tie down the Kuomintang forces under Hu Tsung-nan. By this time
the units of Nieh Jung-chen and Tso Chuan had already encircled the enemy troops under Mao Ping-wen and Hsu
Keh-hsiang.
When Nieh Jung-chen and Tso Chuan asked Chang Kuo-tao to join them in sweeping up the surrounded
Kuomintang troops, he still clung to his mistake of flightism. Under the pretext of preparing battles in the
Minhsien-Lintao sector, he even had the audacity to lead the left-route army to retreat still further west, his
destination being Sining of Chinghai. The discontent shown by the rank and file and the difficulties involved in
crossing the Yellow River made him realize that he had no alternative but to turn back.
His personal ambitions unsatisfied, Chang Kuo-tao made a pretext of carrying out the plan for the Ningsia
campaign and again ordered the Fourth Front Army to force the Yellow River to the west. Only part of this army
was able to cross the river before the Kuomintang troops under Hu Tsung-nan arrived and seized control of the
ferry. In accordance with Chang Kuo-tao’s plan, the units that had succeeded in crossing the Yellow River moved
westward to Kanchow (now Chang-yeh) and Suchow (now Chiuchuan) in western Kansu, where they were
encircled time and again by the Kuomintang forces. Though they fought back heroically, they were finally
defeated.
Chang Kuo-tao’s errors brought incalculable losses to the Party and the Red Army. It was only thanks to the
fact that the correct leadership of the Party Central Committee headed by Comrade Mao Tse-tung was established
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throughout the Party after the Tsunyi Meeting that Chang Kuo-tao’s errors did not cause greater harm to the
revolution. Comrade Mao Tsetung’s correct leadership played a decisive role in saving the Fourth Front Army
from Chang Kuo-tao’s erroneous line, in preserving the Chinese Workers’ and Peasants’ Red Army under
extraordinarily difficult conditions, and in ensuring the victorious conclusion of the Long March.
In October 1936, the three branches of the Red Army’s main force, namely, the First, Second and Fourth front
armies, joined up in Huining.
Then came the Shanchengpao battle. A whole division of Hu Tsung-nan’s forces was wiped out and the Long
March was brought to a victorious ending. Thenceforth our army, closing its ranks under the correct leadership of
the Party Central Committee headed by Comrade Mao Tsetung, embarked on the struggle for carrying out the
Party’s policy of forming an anti-Japanese national united front in order to hasten an upswing in the resistance
movement against Japan.
*
Looking back on the Long March as a whole, we can clearly see that its victory was achieved only after
completely rectifying the “Left” erroneous line and establishing the leadership of Comrade Mao Tse-tung’s
correct line, and that its victory was achieved only after a resolute struggle against Chang Kuo-tao’s Right
opportunist line and his splittist plot, and by firmly implementing Comrade Mao Tse-tung’s correct proposition.
We can also see that Comrade Mao Tse-tung’s long-tested revolutionary strategic thinking, which integrates
Marxism-Leninism with China’s concrete conditions, is the sole correct guiding thinking for the Chinese
revolution. It alone can give the Chinese communist movement unmatched vitality and the revolutionary troops
all-conquering fighting strength. It was this thinking that guided the Red Army to triumph seemingly miraculously
over the numerous hardships and difficulties, complete thc Long March and advance towards new victories.
With iron-clad facts, the Long March testified to the invincibility of the Chinese Communists armed with Mao
Tsetung Thought.
1893

207.150 How The Communist Party Has Educated Me\fn{by Wu Yao-Tsung aka Y. T. Wu (c.1893- )} Canton, China
(M) 2
The historical accomplishments and service to the Chinese people of the Chinese Communist party during the
past thirty years are incalculable, and impossible to express fully in words. It is due solely to the Chinese
Communist party that the Chinese people today can stand erect, receive these blessings and have such a bright
outlook for the future.
In the early period—more than twenty years\fn{ This essay was published in 1951} ago—I was anti-communist. At
that time I was student secretary in the Peking Y. M. C. A.,\fn{ Young Men’s Christian Association} and whenever I met
a student with leftist tendencies I would use Christian teaching to try to correct his “mistaken” thoughts. But the
cannon shots of September 18\fn{ 1831; the date of the Japanese invasion of Manchuria } awakened me. The development
of the movement for saving the nation made me gradually drop my prejudices against the Communist party.
In Shanghai I joined the Save the Nation party, where I was indirectly influenced by the Communist party, and
I began to realize that Communist thinking and the Communist road of struggle were the only way to save China.
Also in the period just before, during, and after the Second World War my reading of such works as those of Lu
Hsün\fn{Prominent novelist and member of the League of Leftist Writers; d.1936 } and of such magazines as Chinese Life and
World Intelligence, as well as my own experience in opposing Japan, which led me to oppose Chiang Kai-shek
and America, all helped me to understand the Communist party better.
And now today, after only a little more than a year since Liberation, I have seen with my own eyes the great
accomplishments of the Communist party in the construction of the New China, and this not only greatly
increases my faith in and admiration of the Communist party, but also leads me to express on behalf of the
Chinese people and myself an unbounded affection for the party. Now I want to make a brief report on how the
Chinese Communist party has educated me during the past ten to twenty years.
*
First, it has taught me the true meaning of the verse, “Love your enemies.”
Not long after I became a Christian, I was influenced by a British Quaker to become a pacifist, that is, to
believe that on the basis of Christ’s teaching to love our enemies we should oppose all military action. At that time
I greatly admired Gandhi and Tolstoi.
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But the Japanese aggression against China and the Chinese declaration of war on July 7\fn{ 1937} unsettled my
pacifist ideas. I came to realize that I had misunderstood Christ’s teaching: to love your enemies does not mean to
condone wrong. The method of persuasion is not enough; on the contrary, one best loves one’s enemies by
attacking all wrong.
Thus I realized that it was the Communists who truly love their enemies, for they on the one hand resolutely
carried on war, and on the other treated their Japanese prisoners with kindness and tried to help the Japanese
people obtain democratic freedom. Now I am no longer a pacifist, rather I recognize the teaching of pacifism as
an imperialist opiate to keep oppressed peoples quiet. It is only by a proper combination of patriotism and
internationalism that we can truly love our enemies.
*
Second, the Communist. party helped me to recognize the true face of imperialism, and to see that the most
pressing problem today for China, as indeed for the whole world, is how to destroy imperialism and set up
peoples’ governments. Imperialism really is the devil that Christians talk about. For the sake of a few, it carries on
aggression against the whole world, using open war and undercover plots to kill and enslave millions of people. It
is the world’s deadliest enemy and must be destroyed before the people of the world can obtain true peace,
freedom, and prosperity.
Formerly I did not understand the international situation well, and considered that all nations were by nature
selfish, and that on the international stage there were no such things as right and wrong, justice and injustice. Now
from my understanding of imperialism I have gotten a key to the international problem. Now I know that
capitalism is an oppressive system that must necessarily produce many domestic and international contradictions
and threaten world peace; it is communism, and the socialism and new democracy that form the foundation of
communism, that constitute the world’s only road to safety.
*
Third, the Communist party enabled me to understand the true meaning of revolution. Even before I had
become a Christian I had already been deeply influenced by those two agents of American imperialibm, John R.
Mott and Sherwood Eddy.\fn{Mott and Eddy were two of the most prominent evangelists of the late 19 th and early 20th centuries;
both made several trips to China for evangelistic tours and both made a special effort to appeal to student groups. The organization and
coordination of Y.M.C.A. work received their particular attention } Mott was for several tens of years the chief agent in

spreading American imperialism throughout the world through Chribtianity. Eddy took the slogan of “reform” and
preached the social gospel; he was the American traveling evangelist to the youth of the world.
The gospel that they preached was that “character” can save the nation. The Chinese government was sunk in
darkness and corruption; to save China we must have men of character, and Christianity is the most effective faith
for producing character—this was their theory.
Mott and Eddy were two of the most important men in the American Y.M.C.A., and much of the work of the
Chinese Y.M.C.A. was based upon the theory that they preached. It proclaimed a fourfold ideal—ethical,
scientific, physical, and social—and in its program of religious cultivation, service to workers and families, and
strength through recreation, its main purpose was the development of “character.”
But the Communist revolutionary theory led me to see that all of this was but for the purpose of upholding the
old society and adorning its walls; at best it was but embroidery upon the old society for the sake of the rich and
leisure class. This program could not change the basis of society, it could not bring prosperity to the people as a
whole. On the contrary, it drugged the people and sapped their revolutionary strength; it was a preparatory step for
imperialistic aggression, and even directly assisted that aggression, so that fundamentally it was a force for
reaction.
It was Communist influence that changed me from a reformist to a revolutionist. In 1948, on the eve of
Liberation, Eddy .came to Shanghai for the last time, and in one of his addresses said that Syngman Rhee and
MacArthur were two great Christian leaders.\fn{ Syngman Rhee was the first President of South Korea. He became a ruthless,
brutal dictator, and although it is now said that he died in exile of a stroke, I remember the national press in America reporting that he
committed suicide in remorse over his pact actions. MacArthur is General of the Armies Douglas MacArthur, who openly opposed
President Harry S. Truman in Truman’s conduct of the Korean War, and who was fired on that account; but whose retirement speech—
before a joint session of Congress—so moved the politicians and general public alike that he was allowed to step down from public service
with dignity, having prevented a divisive and probably long-lasting bitterness between his supporters and those who defended the
President’s action as the only possible course available to any President of the United States who believed his Constitutional authority to be
undermined by a potential military usurper of his power:H}
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When Eddy said this he condemned himself in the eyes of all Chinese Christians as one who committed the sin
of using Christianity to further aggression. From this I came to see more clearly the hypocritical nature of
American missionaries in general.
*
Fourth, the Communist party made me understand the true position of the proletariat. I had formerly thought
that since all Christians are children of God they must be all members of one big family, and this was what
Christians meant by the word “fellowship,” or in more recent terminology by the “ecumenical” nature of
Christianity. Accordingly, Christianity is above class and should not encourage class warfare.
But the Communist party showed me that the whole of organized Christianity has a class nature. Its claim to be
above class is false, and the proletarian standpoint is the only correct one. According to the historical
understanding of materialism, the culture of a given period is only the ideology of that society. Christianity is
inseparable from culture, and so it is possible for the Christianity of one age to change its nature completely and
become a tool of cultural and political aggression, and for Christians themselves on behalf of their own personal
interests to throw themselves into the political struggle.
As a matter of fact, the larger part of Christendom today is already completely controlled by the capitalist class
and by imperialistic ements, and has become a tool for their aggression and an enemy of the proletariat. In this
understanding the so-called ecumenical nature of Christianity is a deceit, and the so-called fellowship impossible
of attainment.
On the contrary, it is the duty of Christians to take with non-Christians the standpoint of the proletariat, that is,
the standpoint of the people, to oppose exploitation, oppression, and aggression, and work for the true freedom
and equality of all the people of the world. If we stand firmly upon this platform, we shall not confuse friend and
enemy, or thief and father, and will always see clearly the true purpose of our struggle.
*
Fifth, the Communist party has shown me the true relation between theory and practice, between faith and
deeds. Christianity teaches universal love, and looks for the coming of the kingdom of Heaven. When I became a
Christian I took this high ideal to heart, but as to how it was to be realized I did not concern myself. Now the
Communist party has shattered my empty dreams and made me realize that practice and theory go together. The
Communist party not only enlightened my mind but trained me in action.
Their action is always according to a system of severe logic, not a mechanical and outward logic but a living
and dialectical logic. They use theory to direct practice, and then from the practice get experience by which they
improve the theory. The fact that the Chinese Communist party was able, in the short space of thirty years, to
become the leader of the Chinese people and complete its revolutionary task in this ancient land, is due to their
ability to use this tool of the combination of theory and practice.
The so-called scholars of imperialistic Christianity, such as Reinhold Niebuhr in America, have brought
forward ingenious theological theories to discredit this Communist point of superiority and to spread anticommunist and anti-Soviet poison. They say: according to fundamental Christian teaching, all men are sinners,
and only God is truly good.\fn{Reinhold Niebuhr (1892-1971), who was equally at war with the idealism of the Left and the Right
—which he attacked as naïve in its attitude to Scripture and narrow in its concept of “true religion”—is responsible for the following
political summation of his own theology: “Man’s capacity for justice makes democracy possible; but man’s inclination to injustice makes
democracy necessary.”}

But if all men are sinners, then every institution of man, including communism, is also sinful. These European
and American “scholars” would have us look for an empty ideal, and lay aside the question of its practical
realization, while at the same time using this ideal to attack communism.
Actually their “ideal” is only a smoke screen. They are not really asking us to seek for an ideal but rather just
to uphold the present order—the capitalist and imperialist system that “eats men.” This confused theological
thinking has deceived millions of well-intentioned Christians, and for a short time influenced my thinking as well.
But now the development of world-wide revolutionary strength has disproved this whole theory and has proved
the Communist theory to be correct.
*
During the past ten or fifteen years this education that I have received from the Communist party has had a
decisive effect upon my life, and the party is still teaching me. During this time Communist influence has forced
me to carry through a long and painful mental struggle. I have been misunderstood, criticized, and attacked by
many Christians. Because of this change in my social thinking there has been a very evident change in my
theological stand, and as a result I have been condemned as a “leftist” or even as a “heretic.”
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Today, under the direction of the Communist party, all of China has been liberated, the Chinese Christian
revolutionary movement is spreading throughout the country, and the thinking of many Christians has already
undergone a fundamental change. Much that yesterday was impossible and wrong has become today possible and
right. If the “miracles” that Christianity believes in are true, then the fact that the Chinese Communist party in the
short space of thirty years has enabled the Chinese people, exploited and oppressed for thousands of years, to
stand upon their feet, and at the same time enabled the Chinese Christian church to throw off the shackles of
imperialism, is a miracle of a sort heretofore unheard of.
Under the leadership of the Communist party, the future of the New China is bright and glorious, and it is not
to be doubted that under the direction of world-wide communism, imperialism will be overthrown and destroyed
and the world-wide revolution will be victorious. For all of this I want to express my gratitude to the Chinese
Communist party, and congratulate them on the occasion of this the thirtieth anniversary of their founding. At the
same time I extend hearty greetings to the Communist parties of other nations.
73.103 In The Pawnshop\fn{by Zhao Tiaokuang (1893-1953)} Wuxing, Zhejiang Province, China (M) 3
Manager Ma of the Beneficial Pawnshop was an old gentleman who had been there since he was a student in
elementary school. He had gradually worked his way up to his present position of head manager, which had taken
him over ten years. For more than another decade since then, he had been transacting business behind the main
counter. In spite of his advancing age, he remained young in spirit, continuing to carry out his duties with great
conscientiousness.
He brought a cheerful disposition to his job. Seated on his high stool each day, he very much enjoyed watching the people come in and out. Each one, among the many who did so, appeared different; to him none fitted any
sort of stereotype. From his vantage point he would regularly make guesses as to each one’s circumstances, each
one’s immediate good or bad fortune. He never wanted to force his conclusions on anybody, yet he was confident
that, even if he were to miss the mark, he would nor be all that far off. In this way, he was secretly rather pleased
with himself.
On this particular day, the manager, atop his stool as usual, was taking care of business. It was a slow time, and
he was rather relaxed. His eyes wandered outside the shop, where he noticed someone who looked like an old
amah standing in front of the door. She stuck her head inside several times before slipping in. He surmised that
the woman had probably never been in a pawnshop before; she was showing the obvious timidity of a neophyte.
Even as he sat pondering, the amah approached the counter. She hesitated a second before pulling out a pair of
diamond-studded bracelets from her blouse.
“Mister, is this a place where people hock things?” she asked as she laid them on the counter. “I want to hock
these.”
The manager gave her a smile as he picked up the bracelets to assess their value. He saw that they were worth
four to five hundred dollars, but he would have to knock down the price by quite a bit.
“How much do you want for them?” he asked.
“My master has told me to ask for four hundred dollars,” she said. “But a little less would not matter.”
“Four hundred? That’s impossible,” Ma said. “I’ll give you three.”
The old woman nodded her assent without protest, and the transaction was swiftly completed. After she left,
Ma passed the bracelets around to his several coworkers to ask whether anyone had seen them before. Upon
learning that none had, he concluded that it was the first time the items had been brought there, and hence more
than likely the first time that particular family had had to pawn anything. Whoever the people may be, he sighed
to himself, it was never a good thing for them to have to do business with this place. For certain they would be
coming in with increasing frequency and never be able to extricate themselves from having to do so. On the other
hand, the shop had now added another client and significantly increased its business prospects. At this thought, a
trace of a smile crossed his face.
Sure enough, from that day on, the amah came with great regularity. She would be there five or six times a
month, sometimes with bracelets or with various gold trinkets, pawning them for tens of dollars each time. On
occasion she did come with cash to redeem one object or another, but these times never equaled those when she
came to pawn. Ma often talked to the others in the shop about what was happening, concluding that the family
must have enjoyed good circumstances in the past and was now on the decline. Perhaps it had a prodigal son.
Strangely enough, Ma always seemed to be able to guess the day the amah would visit. Every so often, he
would say to the others, “The old woman will probably come today.” Then, in no time, she would actually be
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there, just as he’d predicted. Since this happened time and again, many of his mates began to wonder. Could the
old man foretell the future? Why was it that his spoken guesses always came true?
One evening, when everyone was at leisure, they gathered around to demand he reveal his secret. The manager
pulled on his whiskers and smiled.
“There’s nothing difficult about this,” he said. “You simply have not been paying attention. Now, let me ask
you this: on which days does the woman come to hock her things?”
At this the people looked at one another, unable to come up with any answer. Ma smiled again.
“You see, you are not observant enough. I’ll just have to tell you. She comes here either on the days of the
horse races in Jiangwan, or on the first or fifteenth of the month. This is why I can always tell.”
“In that case,” said his mates, “the master in the family must love betting on horses. But why the need to hock
things on the first and the fifteenth?”
Ma chuckled. “She doesn’t come on those days because of the races,” he said. “She comes because of another
kind of expense. According to the practice of the city’s brothels, regulars who have special ties to a particular girl
must host dinner parties for her in the beginning and middle of each month. The money’s probably going for
that.”
“But at the end of each month, the family must have all sorts of expenses,” one of his fellows pointed out. “If
the household’s short of funds, she’d be coming here about that time. Why does her master wait for the very day
when he has to play host for his lady before thinking of how he’ll pay for it?”
“From that, you can see how messed up the man is,” said Ma. “He likely never concerns himself with the other
expenses, figuring that he can always owe a little here and there. The races and the whores, on the other hand, are
necessities to him, and so he racks his brains for a way to pay for them. That’s probably the only reason any of the
other bills get paid at all. His devil-may-care attitude, moreover, can be said to have gotten out of hand. Just think:
He always waits until the very last minute to get his money each time he wants to bet on the horses or party with
the ladies. Never have I seen him prepare a day ahead.”
“You talk as if you really knew him,” another fellow said with a smirk. “You’re so certain that he goes to the
horse races and to brothel parties. But isn’t it possible you could be wrong, that you’ve just jumped to those
conclusions? Let’s take a step back and reconsider. Even supposing what you say is so, I would still like to ask
you this: in betting on horses, wouldn’t there be days when he’d win? Why does he have to resort to coming here
each and every time?”
“Those are very good questions,” said Ma, smiling. “A person who gambles may lose on certain days, but there
will also be days when he wins. He couldn’t just lose all the time. But you don’t realize that this kind of person is
worse off after winning than after losing. When he wins a dollar, he thinks he’s won ten; when he wins ten, he
feels he’s won a hundred. So he throws yet another dinner party for his girl, or sends her an extra present. Then he
has to ingratiate himself with his wife by ordering her some clothes and getting some of her things out of hock.
Only in that way will he have room to maneuver in the future. So think about it. Doing all this, wouldn’t his
winnings disappear in a wink? How could he possibly leave himself enough to bet on the next race? In fact, if he
spent a little too much now and then, his winnings might not even cover his expenses. He’d have to dig further
into his own resources.”
This explanation brought one nod after another. The person who’d spoken up earlier was nevertheless
unconvinced.
“What you’ve been saying surely takes us to new depths of understanding,” he said. ‘You have thoroughly
described the mentality of a profligate. But your points are, in the final analysis, nothing but speculations. Before
we are actually shown proof, we cannot, after all, consider them to be factual.”
“So you’re still skeptical,” said Ma cheerfully. “If you want to learn the truth about him, that won’t be difficult
at all. Just wait until the amah comes. We can ask her then.”
Everyone indicated their approval as the gathering broke up.
A few days after that, the old woman appeared again. This time, rather than gold trinkets, she was pawning a
leather overcoat and several fox furs. As they negotiated, Ma took the opportunity.
“Your young master likes the horses, I suppose,” he said to her. “He’s going to Jiangwan again with this
money, isn’t he? And doesn’t he also enjoy his dinners with the ladies?”
The woman gave him a stare.
“How in the world would you know about that?” she said.
Ma let out a guffaw.
“I can of course find out,” he said as he felt around a side pocket of the overcoat and actually pulled out a roll
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of racing tickets. “And what a coincidence we have today,” he continued as he waved it about. “I’ve got the proof
right here! Isn’t this a roll of tickets from the horse races? It’s just that I’ve yet to find anything concerning those
banquets.”
Looking down, he then unrolled the tickets, only to discover a printed invitation to a brothel party. Delighted,
he held it up and waved again:
“The proof of those banquets is now here as well. This is an invitation from the Golden Hunan Jade. Lots of
names are printed on the back, in groups of four or seven. Looks like these have been prearranged for mahjongg
or poker. From the list we can see that up to thirty people were expected—three tables at the minimum. Your
master surely puts on extravagant shindigs!”
The old woman was quickly losing her patience. She shot Ma an angry glance.
“Sir!” she said. “Why don’t you just take care of what concerns you here at the pawnshop? Why bother yourself with someone else’s business?”
“I mind my own business—and also other people’s,” said Ma, grinning. “I’m an old man and have to amuse
myself this way in order to get through a day without being bored to death. Don’t you see that, ma’am?”
The words brought a smile to the old woman’s face as she finished her business and departed. A few of Ma’s
co-workers were nearby and witnessed the entire episode. In no time at all, they were relating what they saw and
heard to others. Now all the pawnbrokers were talking about Ma’s uncanny ability to figure things out.
From then on the amah came frequently to the shop. What she now had to hock was clothing. A time or two,
apparently out of desperation, she even brought in cotton-padded stuff worth hardly any money. Some of the
pieces of jewelry she’d pawned earlier were nearing their expiration date, and she came to extend that by adding
more interest. She also redeemed several items, which were then not seen again, unlike previous times when she
would pawn and redeem certain things over and over. Manager Ma thought they must have been sold.
*
More time passed, and then the old woman was not seen anymore. Ma was just asking himself why the amah
had not been back when he saw a twenty-ish young woman enter with a bundle under her arm. She was wearing
old clothing, and her hesitancy—repeatedly leaning in and pulling back—was several times worse than that of the
old amah on her initial visit. As for Ma, he was merely thinking to himself when he saw her that he was about to
have a new client, by which time the young woman had gotten herself to the front of his counter. She handed him
the bundle with great uncertainty, her face puffed up and crimson, not saying a single word. Ma opened up the
bundle to find a few pieces of the clothing brought there by the amah before. Instantly, everything became clear.
The family’s situation had surely worsened; the old woman had had to be let go. With no more servants, the
person standing there now must be none other than the young mistress.
At this realization, he could not help losing himself in thought for quite a while. He never expected the young
woman to misinterpret this reaction as an unwillingness to accept what she had brought because they were wellworn.
“These pieces … you won’t take them?” she blurted out, blushing with anxiety. This shook Ma out of his
reverie.
“Not at all. We’ll take them,” he said quickly as he smiled at her. Then he wrote out the ticket, handed her the
money, and sent her on her way.
After that, the young woman became intimate friends with the floor tiles in the shop, visiting them without fail
every few days, each time with something under her arm. Other than the few pieces of clothing she absolutely
could not do without, everything she brought simply remained there; the shop did not add any interest for keeping
them past due. There was no reason even to mention the word “redeem.” Toward the end, she dug up clothes that
were torn or thoroughly frayed to bring in. Seeing how bad off she was, Manager Ma gave her no trouble, sending
her off each time with some cash. Her face, though, appeared more gaunt and dispirited by the day. Each
successive time she entered the shop, she looked more and more decrepit. In the end, she became so emaciated
that she seemed to be a different person. Seeing this, Ma departed from his normal optimism.
“Ai!” he sighed to himself. “This woman is really pathetic and can’t be long for the world. Isn’t it her husband
who’s brought her to such straits?”
Then one day, as Ma was thoroughly occupied at the counter, someone suddenly lifted a bundle up to him. He
untied it without thinking, then felt his heart thump as he looked over the contents. The few pieces of clothing
were like old acquaintances, instantly recognizable to his eyes. First that old amah and then the young woman had
brought them there before. Only, early on, they had been spanking new, before wearing down progressively. Now
they were in an utterly dilapidated state. Ma steadied himself before turning his eyes to the person who’d handed
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him the bundle.
*
He saw a young man in his twenties with a sullen expression on his haggard face. With his slovenly coat and
hat, he presented the ghastly appearance of someone near the end of his rope. Upon closer inspection, however,
his features were not at all common or unattractive. Dress him up and fill out his face with a few good meals and
he could very well turn out to be handsome.
“This has got to be the husband,” Ma thought. These last several years, he had repeatedly speculated about
what the man must be like, but it wasn’t until now that he’d had the chance to see his face. This was a fateful
meeting, indeed! A fateful meeting!
“How much do you want for these things?” he asked, setting aside his thoughts.
“I want to pawn them for ten dollars,” said the man.
“These things are worn through,’ said the manager. “How can they be worth so much?”
“Give me a little break, will you?” the young man said as his eyes welled up with tears. “My wife has died at
home and I’m just short that much to pay for her funeral.”
Ma’s heart skipped a beat. So the young woman was really gone—just like that.
“Your wife’s dead?” he asked without betraying any emotion. The young man nodded ruefully. As Ma
pondered the transaction, the woman’s pitiful, careworn face passed before his eyes. He quickly gave the man
what he wanted.
From that day on, the young man followed in the footsteps of the amah and young woman, becoming a regular
at the pawnshop. But the things he brought were all worthless. Sometimes he would exchange one piece of
clothing for another. The days he would show up, moreover, neither coincided with those of the horse races nor
with the beginning and middle of each month. This schedule, not followed since the young woman first came by
quite some time ago, had now definitely been discarded. His straitened situation, it goes without saying, precluded
his participation in brothel parties. Nor did he have any more spare cash to bet on the horses. Every bit of money
he took away from the pawnshop had to be used to stay alive.
*
Things went on that way for quite a while. Then, before anybody was quite aware of it, winter was again upon
them. During a big snowstorm one morning, someone said that a person had frozen to death in front of the shop.
Ma hurried out with a group to look. Aiya! The person, lying stiff as a stick in the snow, was none other than that
young man! Heartsick at the sight, Ma went back into the shop with his hands over his face. He got back on his
high stool and sat as if in a trance. Although he’d never learned his name, Ma was thinking, he had witnessed with
his own eyes the man’s slow descent into this abyss. How really tragic to end up like this! How could anyone not
feel for him?
After some time, though, Ma’s sanguine disposition got the better of his grief.
“Oh, I’m just too much of a chump,” he chided himself. “Of all those people coming in here, is there even one
who’s not living in pain? If I’d pay careful attention, I’d probably find quite a few others with stories even more
tragic. Even if I were so inclined, I simply don’t have enough grieving in me to pass around.”
204.14 Excerpt from My Forty Years On The Stage: “An Actor Prepares”\fn{by Mei Lan-fang aka Wan-hua (18931961)} Peking?, China (M) 1
“It was true that I was not a robust young man,” Mr. Mei said, “and my eyes were a little near-sighted. What
my Auntie said about my eyes was quite true, drooping eyelids and all. Whenever I stood facing the wind, my
eyes would water. I could not move my eyeballs with ease. \fn{ This (edited) section of Mr. Mei’s book was prompted by the
following question from one Hisu Chi-ch’uan, to whom he narrated his memoirs: “Mrs. Ch’in once said that when you were young, your
eyes were spiritless. Yet today I heard people in the audience praising your eyes. How did you manage to bring about this
transformation?”}

“For actors, the eyes occupy a very important position among the five organs. The audience often comments
by saying so-and-so has an expressive face and so-and-so’s face is wooden. The difference actually lies in the
eyes. It’s simply because the eyes are the only mobile feature in the face and therefore the most important for
expression. Many famous actors possess eyes that dart with brilliance and yet preserve an inward strength at the
same time.
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“When I was young, my relatives and friends who took an interest in my career were all concerned about my
eyes and thought they might jeopardize my future. I, too, was often distressed. I never imagined that my eyes’
defects could be corrected by raising pigeons, an outcome that took me completely by surprise. …
“The pigeon is not only lovely to look at, but also good to listen to. Some pigeons have whistles attached to
their tails. Thus when a squadron of them flies over, the whistles produce sounds of different pitches, some loud
and clear while others are soft and lingering. It all depends on the owner. If he mixes the pitches right, you will
really have a heavenly choir.
“The whistles are beautiful and delicate things. Some are made of bamboo, some bottle-gourd and some ivory,
worked into various shapes, with the signature of the creator on them, like pieces of carving carrying the
signatures of their artists. I used to make collecting pigeon whistles a hobby, gathering quite an extensive
collection over the years.
“To serve these little creatures is no mean task. At the break of dawn, around 5 or 6 a.m., I have to get up. After
washing myself, I hurry to open the pigeon cells and cleanse them thoroughly. Then I feed the pigeons with food
and water. After completing these daily chores, it’s time to open the cells and let the pigeons out. I let the
strongest squadron out first. After a while follow the second and the third, and so on continuously. After these
veterans have had enough exercise in the air, they begin to circle in teams, indicating their desire to descend.
“But I want them to lead and train the novices, so I direct their traffic with a bamboo stick, stopping them from
descending right away. Then I begin to throw the new pigeons into the sky one by one so that they can mix with
their more experienced brethren.
“After they have lined up in a new formation, I make them come down and let them rest upon the roof for a
while, direct them to their respective cells, and feed them with food and water once more. I repeat this routine
several times a day. To serve a fleet of pigeons is more complicated than to serve human beings. …
“What I have told you is the normal procedure of pigeon-raising in Peking. What good has it done to me
physically? An awful lot. First, I have to rise early. My lungs benefit from the fresh air inhaled in the dawn.
Secondly, when the pigeons fly high in the sky, from down below I have to strain my eyesight to tell which ones
belong to me and which ones to others. How difficult that is can be left only to one’s imagination. My eyes have
to follow their trails as they recede further and further away, as if reaching the end of the horizon and beyond the
clouds. And I don’t do it for one day either, but for days and days on end until my eyes are improved and
corrected without my knowledge. Thirdly, when I use a heavy bamboo stick to direct the traffic of the pigeons, I
have to rely on the muscles of my arms. By waving the bamboo stick regularly, I can feel my arms strengthen, and
gradually the muscles on all parts of my body became much better developed. …
“That I love to raise pigeons has become well-known to my relatives and friends. After I gave up this hobby,
one day a very dear friend, Mr. Feng Yu-wei, happily told me,
“‘Wan-hua, I bought a piece of antique by accident and it must have a special appeal to you. It is only fitting
that I present it to you as a souvenir.’
“As he spoke, he produced a painting of a pair of pigeons in a square glass-paneled frame. The background
was black, the pigeons were done in white, their eyes and claws in red, standing together on a piece of light blue
Yunnan marble. They were painted in the Western style and looked so lively that they could almost move.
“At first I thought it was painted on paper and framed like an ordinary piece of painting. He explained it to me,
however, that it was actually done on glaze, somewhat like the way they paint a snuff bottle. Judging from the
style and decor, it must have been more than a hundred years old. It was said that it belonged to the Emperor
Ch’ien-lung period and was done by the Italian painter, Giuseppe Castiglioni. Since there was no signature, we
could not determine its authenticity. But its vintage and antiquity made it a lovely sight to look at.
“I thanked him for his consideration and took it home with me to hang on the wall so that I could gaze at it.
This souvenir has been with me from north to south for more than twenty years, never parted from me, and is still
hung on the wall of my home today.”
210.10 International Institute Of Rural Reconstruction\fn{by Yen Yang-ch’u aka Y. C. James Yen (1893-after 1967)}
Pachung, Szechwan Province, China (M) 5
The International Institute of Rural Reconstruction is a direct outgrowth of our movement’s forty years of
experience in working with the peasant people, first in pre-Communist China, and later in the Philippines.
Throughout this period our central concern has been the development of human potentialities in village
communities. This has been based on our conviction that the paramount need of the peasant people is not relief,
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but release—release of their own potential powers for individual growth, economic productivity, and social and
political responsibility.
An emphasis on the development of human potentialities would have little effect if it were not embodied in a
practical, workable program. Such a program does not come easily. In our case, it has involved many years of
intensive study and extensive application. We had much to learn from our failures as well as our successes. But
the heartening net result has been the evolution of a dynamic pattern of rural reconstruction. The purpose of the
International Institute is to further improve this pattern and, using it, to help establish new rural reconstruction
movements as pilot programs in other countries of Asia, Latin America, and Africa.
*
On learning about our China program in 1952, many of our Asian friends saw it as an answer to the basic
needs of their peasant people. They recognized that our program had evolved on the soil of a less developed
country and was especially adapted to the fundamental needs and conditions of the less developed peoples. They
believed that it could offer their peasant people a basic start—without which modern agriculture and industry
could not function effectively.
Friends and supporters of the movement in the United states were equally convinced that our China experience
should prove valuable to other less developed countries with predominantly peasant populations.
On behalf of our Board of Directors in the United States, I made an exploratory trip to the leading countries of
Asia to find out what government and private agencies were doing to help their peasant people, and whether any
country would welcome our cooperation in starting a rural reconstruction program.
Each country I visited had many problems, and the Philippines was no exception. The government at that time
was ineffectual, the national economy unstable, and there was unrest throughout the country. The situation was
not unlike that prevailing in many countries of Asia, Latin America, and Africa today.
What made us finally decide to select the Philippines was the presence of a small but influential group of
public-spirited civic leaders who showed a profound concern for the sad plight of their peasant countrymen. They
were eager to learn from our experience, in order to avoid the mistakes we had made and benefit by the successes
we had achieved. They urged me to stay on to help them.
As a result, the Philippine Rural Reconstruction Movement (PRRM) was organized, with a distinguished
Board of Trustees under the chairmanship of Dean Conrado Benitez, the beloved educator and elder statesman of
the Philippines. Thus the Philippines became our first pilot country in rural reconstruction.
In cooperating with the PRRM, we had two important objectives. One was to assist our Filipino friends in
launching a rural reconstruction program to raise the economic and social standard of their peasant people. The
other was to help develop a national pattern of rural reconstruction, which, if successful, could be extended to
other developing countries that would seek our assistance.
Mr. Ricardo Labez became the first Executive Director of the PRRM and helped lay the foundation for the
young movement during its pioneering years. Mr. Cornelio Balmaceda, former Secretary of Commerce and
Industry, served as the movement’s first President, and under his leadership the PRRM became firmly established
and gained national recognition. Mr. Gregorio Feliciano succeeded Mr. Balmaceda as PRRM president. In the last
five years, he has broadened PRRM’s base of support, strengthened its field operation, and made it a training
center for public and private agencies engaged in rural work.
*
From a handful of volunteer workers in 1952, the PRRM has developed into a potent force in the Philippines,
working for the economic and social betterment of the peasant people. As a private movement, the PRRM does
not aim at coverage but at excellence. Though it concentrates its studies and demonstrations in the pilot area of
Nueva Ecija, a province in Central Luzon, its impact has been nationwide. Some of its wider effects may be cited
below.
1. It has served as a catalyst in rural reconstruction and has stimulated the government to action. The late
President Ramon Magsaysay of the Philippines was so impressed with the concrete results achieved in PRRM
villages that he established a government agency called the Presidential Assistant for Community Development
(PACD), for the uplift of the village people. PACD now has over 3,000 workers, covering more than 10,000
villages.
2. It has helped to generate a new sense of social values by bringing about a fundamental reorientation in the
thinking and attitudes of an increasing number of civic leaders, scientists, and scholars. Throughout the country
there is now a deepened sense of responsibility among the elite towards their less privileged countrymen, and an
eagerness to have a meaningful part in the alleviation of their lot.
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3. It has created a new vocation for educated youths as rural reconstruction workers. Restless, jobless, such
educated youth could be a menace to the nation; committed and trained, they become a dynamic force in village
and national reconstruction.
4. It has been instrumental in bringing about a fundamental political reform at the village level. As a direct
result of the studies and demonstrations PRRM made in village self-government, the Philippine Congress passed
the Barrio Council Law in 1955, which provided that the village councilors should be elected, instead of
appointed as from time immemorial. Thus democracy acquired a new dimension in the Philippines.
5. It has produced a duplicatable pattern for healthy economic growth and social change 1n the rural areas.
In 1960, during the celebration of the fourteenth anniversary of Philippine independence, the President of the
Philippines, Carlos Garcia, singled out the PRRM for his Presidential Award of Merit:
For outstanding contribution to the country's economic and social development during the past eight years …
through its significant pioneering work in rural reconstruction and community development …
For having started a “silent but glorious revolution” among the rural people … and
For its sustaining leadership in rallying private efforts, national and international, to supplement and complement the
Government’s services in improving rural life in the Philippines
*

The Philippine Movement has demonstrated that the basic philosophy, approaches, and techniques evolved in
China were applicable, with adaptations, to another developing country with an utterly different historical and
cultural background.
Thus a dynamic pattern of rural reconstruction came into be1ng, bringing a new sense of self-respect to the
people it touched, and demonstrating what the people of a country could do for themselves.
What are, one may ask, the salient features of this national pattern of rural reconstruction?
1. An Indigenous Movement. For a program of economic and social reconstruction to be effective and lasting
in any country, its nationals must embrace it as their own. Although we had a part in bringing the PRRM into
being and have continued to give it technical and financial assistance, the PRRM has been led and run by
Filipinos themselves from the very outset. From the President to the village-level worker, the staff of the PRRM is
100 per cent Filipino. Outsiders can help, but insiders must do the job.
2. A Private Movement. The PRRM is a private movement. In developed countries such as the United States,
many important enterprises are conducted by private organizations. But in Asia, Latin America, and Africa, the
administration of sizable projects by private citizens is still rare. This is one important reason why it has been
taken for granted that a program like rural development is exclusively a government affair, having little or nothing
to do with the civic leaders of the community. But rural reconstruction is a gigantic task. To hasten progress, all
resources—public and private—must be mobilized. Moreover, a private movement has important advantages. For
instance, it is free from political entanglements and political pressures. It is free to experiment and to innovate. It
is in a better position than a government agency to stimulate the spirit of self-help and self-reliance; it is closer to
the people and can more effectively identify itself with the people.
3. An Integrated Four-Fold Program. The basic problems of the peasant people—poverty, illiteracy, disease,
and civic inertia—interlock. A sick peasant is a poor producer. An illiterate peasant makes a poor citizen. The
solution of one problem depends on the solution of the others. Hence the PRRM’s emphasis upon an integrated
approach, as against a piecemeal approach. To put this approach into action, the PRRM conducts an integrated
four-fold program of rural reconstruction, including (1) livelihood (agriculture, cooperative organizations, cottage
industries), (2) education, (3) health, and (4) self-government, in order to make a concerted attack upon the four
basic problems of the peasant people.
*
The PRRM is led by a “coalition” of three key groups of the community.
The first group is made up of leading citizens of the country—businessmen, industrialists, bankers, and
educators—who see the vital importance of a rural reconstruction program and have come forward to assume
responsibility and give their full backing.
The second group consists of technical experts in the major fields of rural reconstruction. There exists a big
gap today between modern science and technology, on the one hand, and the peasants, on the other. To bridge this
gap, science must be “stepped down.” For science, as it is taught in the colleges and universities, is beyond the
comprehension of the peasants. For this we need creative, dedicated, and imaginative scientists and scholars,
whom we call “science simplifiers.” Their task is not to make new scientific discoveries but to apply the various
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discoveries already made—in such fields as agricultural science, medical science, and social science—to the level
of the peasants; that is, to simplify and translate the relevant scientific and technical knowledge into terms that the
peasant can understand and apply. Serving in the PRRM is a fine nucleus of such dedicated and competent
specialists, who have resigned from universities and government service to take on this difficult, challenging job.
The third group in the “coalition” is composed of the educated youths trained in the basic sciences, who are
willing to live and work with the village people and to bring them the simplified scientific knowledge and downto-earth skills that they need. They are what we call “science missionaries,” young men and women with a sense
of mission. About 150 young college graduates are working and living in PRRM-assisted villages, serving as a
bridge between modern science and the peasant people.
Separately, what each group can accomplish is limited. But together, they form a “reconstruction coalition”
that serves as a dynamic force within the nation working at the foundations for the economic and social
betterment of their peasant countrymen.
*
The PRRM worker does not deal with a few isolated individuals here and there in the villages. Instead, he aims
to mobilize and train the three key segments of the village population—the men, women, and youth between the
age of 15 and 45. The sad fact is that most of these men and women and youth have already passed school age and
never had a chance for education. They are, in a sense, “educational outcasts.” Yet, they are of immense
importance to village development, because (a) they represent the great majority of the country’s working
population and (b) they are in the most productive period of their lives. It is, therefore, on this strategic group that
the PRRM focuses its major attention.
In the PRRM-assisted villages, the men are organized into rural reconstruction men’s associations, in which
they learn about such subjects as plant production, animal production, fertilizers, insecticides, and cooperative
organizations for credit, consumers, and marketing. The women are organized into rural reconstruction women’s
associations, in which they learn together about child care, hygiene, nutrition, family planning, health clinics, and
vocational arts. And the youths of the village are organized into rural reconstruction youth associations, in which
they are trained to serve as auxiliary health workers, auxiliary literacy teachers, and to undertake such projects as
village plant nurseries, home-lot gardening, and cottage industries.
Thus the men, women, and youth of the village are mobilized and trained, each group to play the part it best
can. As the village reconstruction progresses, one sees not only the emergence of a new village, but of new
villagers, with new skills, new habits, a new outlook, and a new spirit. The village is important, but the villager is
more important. Rural reconstruction is only the means, and human reconstruction the end.
*
Since our goal is to work with the peasant people, we must go where they are. Hence our worker does not
merely visit the village; he lives in the village and works with the village people. The motto of the PRRM states
succinctly the principles underlying this rice-roots operation:
Go to the people.
Live among them.
Learn from them.
Serve them.
Plan with them.
Start with what they know.
Build on what they have.

Each project to be undertaken must be simple so the people can understand it. It must be practical, meeting
their felt needs, so they will want it. And it must be economical of time and cost so they can afford it. If a project
is simple, practical, and economical, it will be duplicab1e—an important word in our lexicon!
*
Village work is tough work. It entails plenty of sweat and tears, setbacks and frustrations. Technical know-how
is important, but technical know-how alone is never enough. Unless a worker is imbued with a crusading spirit, he
may have the starting power, but he will not have the staying power.
*
Heartened by the results to date, and challenged by the desperate needs of the peasant peoples around the
world, we decided that the most effective way to help launch rural reconstruction movements similar to the
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PRRM in other countries was to establish an International Institute of Rural Reconstruction (IIRR). The major
functions of the International Institute are:
1. International extension. The Institute’s primary task is to promote and help organize private, indigenous
rural reconstruction movements broadly patterned on the PRRM in countries that invite our cooperation.
2. Leadership training. The Institute conducts (a) “intensive training” for carefully chosen teams of specialists
and educated youths from the cooperating national rural reconstruction movements, and (b) “extensive training,”
by special request, for workers connected with other agencies, public and private, concerned with rural
development.
3. Operational research. Rural reconstruction in the less developed countr1es is a vast and urgent challenge.
The fact that it has been so long neglected makes an effective approach all the more imperative now. This requires
not only a deep study of what the problems are, but also practical demonstrations of what can be done about them,
and how, with and by the rural peoples directly concerned.
It is for this reason that operational research is one of the most important functions of the Institute. It includes
continuing, intensive field study and research into ways and means whereby (a) scientific and technical advances
can be made available to the rural peoples most effectively in terms that they can comprehend and apply; (b) the
villagers can best be helped to organize and run their own cooperative endeavors; and (c) different types of
activity can best be coordinated so that they will reinforce each other in an integrated program affecting the total
life of the individual and of the community. Operational research also includes the study of special problems that
are characteristic of less developed rural societies, such as cooperative organization, land reform, family planning,
relationships between agriculture and industry, and legislation affecting rural areas.
4. Consultation and reflection. The arts and techniques of rural reconstruction are not cut-and-dried. Well
conceived and creative experimentation followed by penetrating observation, analysis, and evaluation are needed.
The Institute endeavors to provide opportunities for informal discussions, and for full interchange of ideas and
experiences. Such cross-fertilization of ideas can be a constant source of fresh insights and better approaches.
5. Conferences and publications. Tentative plans have been made for periodic conferences at the Institute of
rural reconstruction officers, specialists, and workers from cooperating and other interested countries, in which
civic leaders and scholars will be invited to participate. These conferences will provide scope for lectures and
reports on outstanding developments and progress in fields of vital interest, and for the dissemination of the
findings of significant research.
*
Although the International Institute is incorporated in the United States, it is based in the Philippines because
of its strong historical ties and close working partnership with the PRRM. The training and research of the
International Institute are conducted in cooperation with the PRRM, whose field operations in 200 villages serve
as the Institute’s social laboratory and training field. More specifically, the principal reasons that the Philippines
was chosen as the location for the IIRR are:
1. That there is in existence in the Philippines a strong, ongoing rural reconstruction program which can
provide an adequate training field;
2. That there is now in the Philippines, as a result of more than ten years of grooming, a competent corps of
experienced specialists who form the nucleus of the Institute’s senior instructors—men who have been “through
the mill” of rigorous field adaptation, discipline, and experience;
3. That there are in the Philippine Movement over 150 carefully selected college graduates who have not only
mastered the techniques needed to become effective rural reconstruction workers, but also exemplify the
dedication that is essential to the conduct of a vital, indigenous rural reconstruction movement. They serve as
active, friendly “counterparts” to the youths brought in from other countries for training.
4. That the basic economic and social problems of the peasant people in the Philippines are similar to those in
other developing countries. This ensures a high degree of relevance in the practical aspects of the training
program.
5. That the Philippines is relatively secure and stable politically, an important factor in considering a longrange program affecting many countries.
*
In selecting a country to be assisted in developing a national rural reconstruction movement, we are guided by
the following criteria:
1. The presence in the country of a group of public-spirited and influential citizens, willing and able to take the
lead in sponsoring a private, indigenous rural reconstruction movement.
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2. The availability in the country of specialists in the major fields of rural reconstruct1on, willing to devote
themselves to the cause of rural reconstruction, to play the role of “science simplifier,” and to undergo intensive
training in the application of their scientific knowledge to the needs and conditions of the peasant people.
3. The availability in the country of educated youths, young men and women willing to dedicate themselves to
the service of their peasant countrymen, and to undergo rigorous training as rural reconstruction workers, live in
the village to perform the function of “science missionary,” and carry the major responsibility of inspiring,
organizing, and training the villagers.
4. The willingness of the government (and of the Church, especially in Latin America) to welcome a private,
indigenous rural reconstruction movement in the country. .
*
In 1964 the International Institute launched its program of international extension. At the request of friends in
Latin America to help them initiate private rural reconstruction movements patterned on the PRRM, we made
exploratory visits to several leading Latin American countries. After careful consideration and full consultations
with leaders in the countries we visited, we decided on Guatemala, representing Central America, and Colombia,
representing South America, as the pilot countries in Latin America.
The Guatemalan Rural Reconstruction Movement and the Colombian Rural Reconstruction Movement, both
privately supported and indigenously led, were inaugurated in 1964. Each movement is headed by a board of
directors composed of leading citizens in education, law, medicine, business, banking, and industry.
*
Two national rural reconstruction teams, from Guatemala and from Colombia, were carefully selected, in close
collaboration with the International Institute, by their respective boards of directors, and were sent to the
Philippines in January, 1965, for four months of intensive training. Each team was composed of an executive
director, five senior specialists, and ten younger associates, who had three or more years of field experience with
the peasant people.
Our central purpose in the training of these teams was to help prepare the key leadership needed to initiate
effectively the field programs of the Guatemalan and Colombian Movements. The associates were given basic
training in the interrelated fields of rural reconstruction—agricultural improvement, cooperative organizations,
village industries, fundamental education, public health, and local self-government—so that upon their return,
they could serve as effective multipurpose rural reconstruction workers, and later as instructors and supervisors of
such workers in their own countries.
In the reorientation of the specialists, the purpose of the International Institute was not only to supplement their
technical knowledge in areas where it might be needed. It was also to increase their awareness of the
interdependence of the four major aspects of the rural reconstruction program, and of the importance of facets of
rural reconstruction work outside their fields of specialization. It was, moreover, to give them the benefit of the
movement’s experience in translating the sciences into terms that the peasants can understand and apply. In
addition, they were given counsel on planning and carrying out various types of rural projects in their respective
fields, and on the coordination of their activities with those of other specialists and the multipurpose village
workers.
Field observation and participation constituted an essential part of the training. Classroom instruction was
directly related to actual field practice. Seminars were followed by visits to the field. The training culminated in
each trainee’s living in a village for a continuous period, working side by side with the movement’s veteran rural
reconstruction workers, in order to gain an intimate, day-to-day knowledge of village life and village problems.
A major part of the source material on which this Manual for Field Workers is based was used during their
training, as reference and background information.
The Guatemalan and Colombian teams have since returned to their countries and started their programs in this
field. While progress is necessarily gradual during the initial period, both movements have made a promising
start.
In order to help the two movements build a firm foundation during their crucial years, the International
Institute is cooperating closely with them, providing technical guidance and some financial assistance.
*
We have now been invited by leading citizens of South Korea and Thailand to assist them in organizing similar
rural reconstruction movements in their countries. As in Guatemala and Colombia, we are collaborating with their
boards of directors to recruit teams of specialists and associates to be sent to the International Institute for
leadership training in 1967.
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It is our aim to continue to assist responsible, public-spirited civic leaders, as we have done in the Philippines
and are now doing in Guatemala and Colombia, to develop dynamic rural reconstruction movements in key
countries of Asia, Latin America, and Africa. They are to serve as “centers of excellence” in rural reconstruction
—to demonstrate, on the one hand, what the people of a country can do for themselves, and on the other, to
provide examples to their neighboring countries.
73.97 The Ghost In The Villa\fn{by Cheng Xiaoqing (1893-1976)} Shanghai, China (M) 6
One afternoon in early spring, our former servant Shi Gui brought in a visitor. The man was past fifty, with a
short, broad face. His nose was flat and his eyes large. He wore a light-gray silk brocade robe with small circular
patterns and an inner lining. On his left ring finger was a diamond. Overall, he looked extremely well-heeled. He
swaggered when he walked, very much in the manner of a so-called revered member of the merchant class. Only
after the customary greetings did I learn that the man’s surname was Hua and his given name Bosun, and that he
was the manager of the Colorful Threads Silk Factory in Shanghai. Then he explained his reason for coming. He
said:
“Mr. Huo, I have long held you in the highest regard and known you to be a great detective, with phenomenal
abilities. I have also read the case notes recorded by Mr. Bao here …”
Huo Sang’s face betrayed his impatience. He held up his right hand.
“You need not stand on ceremony, Mr. Hua. Whatever it is you want, please tell us directly.”
The mild rebuke caused Hua Bosun’s face to flush with embarrassment. He shifted his body on the couch
before proceeding hesitantly. He said:
“What I … uh … what I need to ask you is to use your great talents to help me find the solution to a very
difficult matter.”
He was still not coming to the point, even though Huo Sang had so urged him. He riveted his gaze on Huo
Sang’s face, as if waiting for a reply. Huo Sang, his eyes shut, slowly puffed on his cigarette, absolutely refusing
to take up the cue.
Huo Sang had this trait: Whenever he got insincere or formulaic blather from someone, he would invariably
become annoyed. Here was a person who, on first encounter, appeared to be a bit highbrow. That alone was
sufficient to trigger Huo Sang’s impatience. In this case, however, I could see that the worry on the man’s face
was not pretense, and I felt a little bad that Huo Sang’s cold and detached attitude toward our guest left the latter
no room to avoid embarrassment. I therefore interjected:
“Mr. Hua, can you explain your difficulty? Were you robbed? Did you lose track of someone?”
Hua Bosun turned toward me and waved his hand.
“No, no. If it were just a robbery or a missing person, the Shanghai police could handle the investigation; I
would never dare to trouble the two of you. I’m here because … because …”
Again, he hesitated and stopped before getting to the point. Huo Sang’s eyes remained closed. He seemed to be
paying no attention. Oblivious as a slug in a windstorm, the man seemed too dense to ever get to the heart of the
matter. I tried again to draw him out.
“What really is the problem, then? Please don’t just talk around it.”
The visitor blushed again. Then he said:
“All right. I came especially to seek your advice because a ghost has appeared in my new villa.”
Huo Sang’s eyes popped open.
“Bao Lang,” he turned to ask me, “when did I hang out any sign about catching ghosts? Did you put out any
advertisement for me saying I was some kind of exorcism expert?”
Another rebuke! The redness in Hua Bosun’s cheeks spread to his ears. He stammered:
“Mr. Huo, please don’t make fun of me. I worked up the courage to come to you because I had no other
recourse. I’ve often heard people say you are not only an expert detective, but someone who can solve all
mysteries. This case is really extremely bizarre. Other than you, sir, there is no one I can go to. You’ve just got to
help me!”
His tone was sincere and desperate. His large eyes were wide open. Huo Sang did not show he was paying
attention. He threw away the butt of his cigarette, took out another, and lit up once more. I spoke for him:
“Since this is the situation, please make clear to us the strange particulars. My friend here can perhaps be of
some assistance then.”
Huo Sang let out an unexpected chuckle.
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“Heh, heh. Bao Lang, you’re really a great schemer. You just want to hear a ghost story free of charge!”
Hua Bosun raised a hand and spoke with a stern expression on his face:
“Mr. Huo, this is in all seriousness a bizarre actuality; it’s not some made-up ghost story. Please don’t misunderstand.”
Looking directly at the visitor for the first time, Huo Sang nodded.
“In that case, let’s first hear about it from you. How bizarre can it be?”
Hua Bosun rolled his eyes, as if somewhat comforted; then he gathered himself to speak:
*
“My villa was built in rural Zhenru. The construction began in September of last year and took six months
altogether. It was completed only at the end of last month. My intention in building it was to go there for a few
days of restful peace and quiet enjoyment during summer and other vacations. That’s why I deliberately picked a
secluded spot far away from the village; I wanted to avoid being bothered. How could I have known that less than
two weeks after the completion of the construction, rumors of the villa being haunted would begin?”
With fear all over his face, he paused again to look at Huo Sang.
Huo Sang retained his cool detachment.
“What sort of rumors?” Hua Bosun said:
“The first time, according to what was passed around the people there, the mournful sounds of a flute issued
daily from within the villa, just before and after nightfall. Since the completion of construction, the villa had been
locked and unoccupied. So the people naturally became astonished over the sudden occurrence of the sounds. The
suspicion arose that maybe some sort of demons or ghosts was making mischief inside.”
Huo Sang drew back his lips.
“After hearing that, you just went ahead and believed it?”
“No. At first I absolutely did not believe it, since in our time superstitions about ghosts have all been shown to
be groundless. I thought that the sounds of the flute could not have come from within the villa, that perhaps they
had been carried from elsewhere by the wind. One rumor breeds another, and this kind of talk is typical of country
folk.”
“That’s right. This is the only reasonable explanation. So what happened subsequently?”
“The rumor persisted. At first, it was only passed around among the people there. But later, my younger brother made a special trip to Shanghai to tell me about the matter.”
Huo Sang interrupted him:
“You have a brother in the country?” Hua Bosun replied:
“Yes. His name is Boyang; he lives in the town of Zhenru.”
“How far is the town from your villa?”
“About a mile.”
Huo Sang nodded his head.
“Go on.” Hua Bosun picked up the thread again.
“Boyang was deadly serious when he came to see me. He, too, had thought it was nonsensical gossip at first
and gave no credence to it. After that he purposely went out to the villa for an inspection. He saw that the back
door was locked up as before, that nothing at all appeared out of the ordinary. But sure enough, just as he was
leaving, that heart-rending wail of the flute assaulted his ears. He felt certain that the sound came from within the
house. Amazed, he didn’t want to hesitate and came right to Shanghai to report to me. Even though I half believed
him, I retained a basically rational attitude and did not become concerned at all. But after some time, matters grew
more and more strange.”
His complexion was turning pale as he spoke.
“So what happened?” It seemed that Huo Sang’s interest was piqued.
“Time and again, there appeared to be fires burning on the upper story of the building. Toward dusk one day, a
mail carrier passed the front door and suddenly, through a window, saw flames leaping upward, as if the place was
on fire. The carrier ran off in a panic, shouting for help. The townspeople became alarmed and dragged a water
hose to the villa to put out the fire. But they found the doors and windows shut up tight and the whole place
deathly quiet. Nothing seemed to be amiss. After this incident, the villa’s reputation for being bizarre spread even
more rapidly.”
The visitor paused to catch his breath. Huo Sang, silently puffing on his cigarette, made no comment. I
interjected once more:
“That is truly peculiar. What was actually going on?” Hua Bosun said:
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“It wasn’t all that peculiar. What was really peculiar occurred later. Because these things happened one after
the other, I couldn’t help feeling a little apprehensive. I was deeply concerned that were I to ignore everything that
had gone on, the place tnight really catch on fire and the results would not be inconsequential. So I went out and
hired a Shandong watchman, a big fellow named Lin Shangzhong, to guard the building. This would stifle rumors
of the villa being haunted. Moreover, any unexpected calamity would also be prevented. How could I have
foreseen that three nights after the man took up his watch, he would run off, never daring to go back to the place?
When I asked why, he, too, said the place was haunted!”
Huo Sang put down his cigarette.
“Oh? Really haunted? What all did he tell you?” Hua Bosun said:
“He said that on his first day in the house, the night passed without incident. The second evening, however, he
saw a fireball rolling downstairs from the second-story window. He was so startled he shouted out, but on closer
inspection, he saw that the fire had died out completely. He then went upstairs. The windows were shut up as
before, with no trace of anything unusual. So even though he’d been unnerved, he as yet felt no fear. Then came
the third night, during which he was sure he fell asleep on his bed. When he awoke in the morning, however, he
was sleeping under it!”
*
There\fn{This section is entitled in the text: The Ghost-Summoning Spell.} was a tremor in the visitor’s voice. I, too, was
mesmerized by the baffling account. Huo Sang had both his eyes wide open and rolled his eyeballs several times.
It seemed his curiosity had been roused.
“Do you think that watchman was telling the truth?” he asked. Hua Bosun said:
“How could he not be? I was paying him to watch the place, and at a very good salary. There was definitely no
reason for him to lie, especially after he voluntarily quit the job.”
Huo Sang let out a puff of cigarette smoke as he thought things over. Then he asked the visitor:
“That man from Shandong, did you hire him from the town of Zhenru or from some other place?”
“I hired him from Shanghai.”
“Before he was hired, had he heard anything concerning the bizarre happenings in the villa?”
“Not at first. But I thought that once he got there, he would learn about it sooner or later. So I thought it best to
explain everything to him beforehand and to ask him whether he was willing to go. He was—without hesitation.
Moreover, he told me he’d never believed in ghosts in his life, much less been afraid of them. How was I to know
that four short days after he got to the villa, he’d be running back to me?”
“After he ran out, did you go to see the villa?”
“I did, yesterday. A person there told me that when he passed the place the day before, he, too, saw a fireball
flying through the air. Don’t you think that’s odd, Mr. Huo?”
“Mmm. It is indeed very odd. Yesterday, did you go upstairs to look?”
“I went up with my brother to examine everything. Whether there had been fireballs or no, nothing in the
house showed any trace of tampering.”
“Nothing was missing?”
“I looked over everything carefully. Nothing at all was missing.”
Huo Sang nodded, then smiled in my direction.
“Bao Lang, this case is even more interesting than those ghost stories in the old anthologies.”
This quip showed that Huo Sang was remaining cool and aloof. Evidently, the uneasiness in the visitor’s voice
and his serious demeanor were not sufficient to earn his true regard. These days, when scientific thinking was
becoming more widespread, it was of course not easy for any tale of ghostly phenomena to be immediately convincing to an intellectual. Still, the case itself was without question highly intriguing and definitely worth looking
into. Huo Sang’s attitude of casual detachment was not necessarily appropriate.
Huo Sang then broached another topic.
“Mr. Hua, tell us something about the circumstances before and after the building of the villa.”Hua Bosun said:
“I’ve already talked about it. The work was started in September of last year, and it continued until—”
Huo Sang stopped him right there.
“I’m not asking you about that. I mean, who sold you the land the building is on? Was the land vacant, or had
there been a building on it previously?”
“The land was originally an ancient burial ground. It was sold to me by a person named Cui from Zhenru. It is
said that one of Cui’s ancestors was a general during the Ming dynasty. For this reason, when the rumors began,
everyone thought it was General Cui making the trouble.”
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“After the villa was built, did you ever live there?”
“I never did. The day the construction was finished, my brother and I and Hu Junqing, the owner of my
factory, did spend some time there.”
Huo Sang lowered his head, then threw away his cigarette butt and stretched.
“What do you plan to do now?” he asked. Hua Bosun said:
“I think it will definitely turn out badly if things go on like this. That’s why I’ve come today to beg you in all
sincerity to find a way out of this difficulty.”
Huo Sang was less than straightforward in his reply:
“So you want a way out. I have a way out for you, but I don’t know if you’d be willing to follow it.”
Hua Bosun was quick to respond:
“Please. Please tell me. If your plan is workable, there’s no reason for me not to follow it.”
“What I mean to say is that since this villa has gotten such an unsavory reputation, you should just sell it off
and be done with it.”
Unexpectedly, Hua Bosun showed a certain hesitancy in his expression. He opened his mouth, then shut it. For
a time, he made no reply at all. Huo Sang asked him:
“What about it? You don’t agree?” Hua Bosun said:
“Mr. Huo, please forgive me. It’s because the villa is located in such a restful place, where I need not be
bothered with neighbors. Also, it’s so convenient to transportation. I hardly need mention the railroad. Behind the
place is a navigable river; I can go there directly by steamboat. When the highway is built, coming and going will
become even easier. I really love the locale for these reasons and don’t want to give it up to someone else.”
Huo Sang nodded.
“Mmm. I understand now, and I can’t blame you for feeling as you do. Then why don’t you first rent the place
out for a time. You can perhaps let your renter be your exorcist.”
Hua Bosun's eyebrows remained knitted.
“I’m not willing to do that, either. I’ve taken a lot of care and trouble to see that the furnishings and decor are
exactly as I want them. If I rent it to other people, they may not treat my things with care. The best way is still for
you to go there. Look it over, and think up a positive solution to save the place for me. I will not be stinting in my
compensation.”
Huo Sang gave me another smile as he stood up.
“Bao Lang, you like to listen to old-fashioned ghost stories. Since this matter still lacks a conclusion, I can at
least take up the role of Priest Zhang, the Imperial Daoist.”
The following day, March 26, Huo Sang came back from his morning stroll and downed his bowl of rice gruel.
He then changed his clothes, picked up his suitcase, and headed for Zhenru by himself. I had originally wanted to
go along, but Huo Sang considered this a minor case that required his attention only, not worth both of us making
a trip.
“You rest up,” he said. “I’ll surely be back by evening. I can tell you everything then.”
The promise was not kept. After 7 p.m., Huo Sang still had not returned. Since he had missed the appointment,
I thought that there must have been unforeseen difficulties connected with this unusual case. He’d probably
thought it would be rather simple and had then found out it was not so. That’s the only reason he could have
miscalculated. When one approaches a task with a flippant attitude, one can often fall into careless neglect and as
a result be unable to avoid ultimate failure.
Two days later, on the evening of the twenty-seventh, Huo Sang was still away. I could not prevent my initial
unease from turning into full-blown concern. He had been gone for two days. Why had there not been a smidgen
of news? Possible failure aside, could he have met up with some accident, perhaps? I thought about rushing to
Zhenru myself, but then I was afraid he might return in the meantime, and the trip would have been for nothing.
So I did not act on the impulse.
It wasn’t until almost noon of the twenty-eighth that I saw Huo Sang stagger back, suitcase in hand. He looked
extremely exhausted, his complexion a pale yellow, dark circles under his eyes. I couldn’t help being quietly
shocked. Had he actually failed this time? After a bath, Huo Sang’s spirits were revived somewhat, and he began
his explanation. He said:
“Bao Lang, this matter was really beyond my expectations. From now on I won’t dare to be so cavalier.”
I asked him in surprise: “Did you go for nothing? Were there any results?”
Huo Sang did not answer. He fished out a piece of red paper from his coat pocket and handed it to me.
“Take a look at this first.”
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I took it and spread it out. It appeared to be an advertisement. The following was written on it:
The house has sixteen Western-style bedrooms, all completely furnished. It is ringed with flowers and shrubs, giving
it an elegant appearance. It is perfect as a primary residence, or as a country retreat. The owner has agreed to lease or
sell the entire estate. All interested parties please proceed to the residence of Mr. Hua Boyang In town.
—The owner

I was amazed.
“What does this mean? Did the fellow want to sell the house on the sly after all?”
Huo Sang said: “No. This is my ghost-summoning spell.”
“Ghost-summoning spell? Well, did you succeed in capturing the ghost?”
“Not only did I succeed, I’ve already set him free.”
I was overjoyed.
“Ah! In that case, you’ve already finished the job. But this ghost, what was he really like? Why did you stay
around there for two days?”
Huo Sang’s face turned somber.
“He was a devil. You should be frightened just hearing me tell about him.”
Was he joking? He couldn’t be. He looked very solemn. There was no lilt to his voice. I said:
“What was it all about, really? Come now, tell me quickly.”
Huo Sang nodded:
“All right. I know you are impatient to hear the ending to this ghost story. Well, bear with me for now and let
me tell it from the beginning.
“When the case started, even though there were a few puzzling things that were not immediately understandable, I nevertheless held to my belief that all phenomena in the universe can never go beyond the parameters of
natural cause and effect. No matter what, the idea that there can be real ghosts had never entered my brain.
Because of the situation, I hypothesized that someone or other wanted to attain ownership of that villa, or else, for
whatever reason, desired the land on which the villa was built. But if the person were to try to buy it, he’d know
that Hua Bosun would never agree to sell. So he made all kinds of surreptitious mischief in order to get what he
wanted.”
I nodded repeatedly in agreement.
“Not bad. Your hypothesis is indeed reasonable. I, too, thought the same way in the beginning. But who was
the person making that mischief from behind the scenes?” Huo Sang said:
“The one I suspected in the very beginning was Hu Junqing, the owner of the silk factory. He had been there
once and could have concocted the plan because he liked the house. But then I met Hu on the morning of the
twenty-sixth while I was taking a stroll. Right then, I realized I was off the mark. He really had no connection to
the case. The other possible culprit, I surmised, could be Hua Bosun’s brother Boyang. When I got to the countryside and met him face-to-face, however, I felt that my own imagination had been working overtime. He turned out
to be a proper and contented rustic who managed the Jiangnan Dry Goods Store in town. As soon as the matter of
the villa was brought up, trepidation appeared on his face. There was absolutely nothing to indicate that he could
have wanted the place for himself.
“These two setbacks made me see that I had been taking the case too lightly. I needed to come up with a different approach. So I told Boyang everything I was thinking and concocted this plan with him. We hung the spell
on the villa’s front door, then waited for the ghost to come to the trap. I quietly went inside to make my own
inspection. At night I also went there to stake it out.”
“What did you manage to see?”
“First, I heard the yoo yoo sounds of the flute.”
“Oh, so there really was a flute.”
“Yes indeed. After that I also saw a fireball coming straight down from upstairs.”
“How strange! Are you sure?”
“How could I not be sure? I heard it with my own ears and saw it with my own eyes.”
“Oh, but did you find out what was causing all that?”
“Of course. But at the time I did nothing about it at all. It wasn’t until the afternoon of the next day, the twentyseventh, that the ghost’s representative actually appeared.”
I could not wait. “What kind of a person was he?”
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Huo Sang steadied his gaze and answered:
“The representative was very elegantly dressed. Now, I had arranged ahead of time for Hua Boyang himself to
meet with anyone who turned up; I would hide myself in order to watch what transpired. The person said he
wanted to rent and not to buy. When Boyang mentioned a rental price, he accepted it without bargaining. As to the
matter of a guarantor, however, he said he didn’t have any but was willing to put down a sizeable deposit right
away as proof of good faith. At the time, I couldn’t figure out why he wanted to rent the villa. I thought at first
that since the place was an abandoned ancient cemetery, someone might want to excavate the graves for their
contents. But no one could predict what might be in them, and it did not seem plausible that the man would be
willing to risk so much money just to find out. So when he left, I quietly followed to see what he was really up to.
“Now, Bao Lang, what kind of person do you suppose the man was? What do you imagine he wanted to do
with the villa?”
“Could he have been a shady dealer of some sort, with one scheme or another for selling black market goods—
or illegal narcotics perhaps?”
“No.”
“Did he want to use the place to organize the transportation or manufacture of military hardware?”
“No, again.”
I shook my head. “I’m out of guesses.” Huo Sang said:
“Don’t you recall what has been in the papers a number of times recently, that a Five Blessings Gang has been
active all over Manchuria? The person who wanted to rent the villa was one of the members. They recognized that
it was located in a secluded spot convenient to transportation. So they cooked up a secret plan to make it their
headquarters for the expansion of their activities in Shanghai!”
This was not something to be taken lightly. Naturally, I was beside myself.
“Isn’t that the gang that specializes in kidnapping and extortion?”
“Yes.”
“Did you find out what they were really doing?”
“At the moment, they’re housed in temporary quarters on a fishing boat not far from Zhenru Village. I’ve been
to their boat and have also met one of their lieutenants. I’ve learned that they have five leaders, and that their chief
is known as Hairy Lion. As yet, he has not come to Shanghai.”
“Did you arrest this lieutenant?”
“What’s the good of that? I learned their secret plans from eavesdropping on them. Up to now, they haven’t
done anything. And even though all this business at the villa is their doing, I have no proof and so could not just
detain him. All I could do was drop hints, to warn them in a polite way of possible troubles ahead of them, so that
at least they’d pull back before daring to operate in Shanghai.”
“Did you succeed?”
Huo Sang’s reply was full of uncertainty:
“I don’t know. That fellow seemed to have been taken aback upon learning who I was. When he found out later
that the reason I was there was to look into the problems at the villa, he indicated indirectly that they would not
carry on the monkey business anymore. As for whether they would disband or even do away with their plans for
Shanghai, I am unable to say.”
He pulled out a Golden Dragon cigarette, lit it, and went over to the open window, seeming to breathe in the
warm, intoxicating air. He stood there for awhile and sighed. I was also silent. Maintaining his sblemnity, Huo
Sang said:
“You know, Bao Lang, the livelihood of all the people becomes tougher and tougher each day.\fn{ This story first
appeared in 1947.} We don’t know what a mess our society might turn out to be in the future. But even with the
double whammy of domestic disorder and foreign aggression, we have to struggle on, haven’t we?”
After a period of silence, I broke in with a question:
“Huo Sang, you still haven’t given a clear explanation for the flute and the fireballs in the villa, you know.”
“That’s easy. They were merely taking advantage of the weakness of country folk-their superstitious belief in
ghosts. At dusk every day, they’d hide themselves behind the villa to blow the flute. Then they’d climb onto the
rooftop to toss down burning rosin, which from a distance looked like fireballs. When I went to inspect the place,
there were quite a few traces of rosin left on the flagstones.”
“One more thing. That Shandong fellow winding up underneath his bed—did that actually happen?”
“That actually happened. I examined the window to his bedroom. It was evident that someone had tampered
with a pane. We can surmise that while the man was asleep, a gang member got in by jimmying the window; Then
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he probably ignited some kind of anesthetic incense to render the man unconscious before moving him
underneath his bed.”
“Hmm. Everything seems to be rather simple once you’ve explained it. Before the truth’s revealed, though, a
person could easily have suspected the phenomena to be the work of ghosts or spirits. From the window, Huo
Sang turned his head to me.
“That’s right. Most everything that occurs on earth is like this. But now that you’ve gotten to the end of the
ghost story, you’ll have to give Hua Bosun a phone call. Don’t let him go on wearing himself out with anxiety.”
194.185 On Guerrilla Warfare\fn{by Mao Tse-tung (1893-1976)} Shaoshan Village, Hsiangt’an County, Hunan
Province, China (M) 22
1
In a war of revolutionary character, guerrilla operations are a necessary part. This is particularly true in a war
waged for the emancipation of a people who inhabit a vast nation. China is such a nation, a nation whose
techniques are undeveloped and whose communications are poor. She finds herself confronted with a strong and
victorious Japanese imperialism. Under these circumstances, the development of the type of guerrilla warfare
characterized by the quality of mass is both necessary and natural. This warfare must be developed to an
unprecedented degree and it must coordinate with the operations of our regular armies. If we fail to do this, we
will find it difficult to defeat the enemy.
These guerrilla operations must not be considered as an independent form of warfare. They are but one step in
the total war, one aspect of the revolutionary struggle. They are the inevitable result of the clash between
oppressor and oppressed when the latter reach the limits of their endurance. In our case, these hostilities began at
a time when the people were unable to endure any more from the Japanese imperialists. Lenin, in People and
Revolution, said:
“A people’s insurrection and a people’s revolution are not only natural but inevitable.”
We consider guerrilla operations as but one aspect of our total or mass war because they, lacking the quality of
independence, are of themselves incapable of providing a solution to the struggle.
Guerrilla warfare has qualities and objectives peculiar to itself. It is a weapon that a nation inferior in arms and
military equipment may employ against a more powerful aggressor nation. When the invader pierces deep into the
heart of the weaker country and occupies her territory in a cruel and oppressive manner, there is no doubt that
conditions of terrain, climate, and society in general offer obstacles to his progress and may be used to advantage
by those who oppose him. In guerrilla warfare, we turn these advantages to the purpose of resisting and defeating
the enemy.
During the progress of hostilities, guerrillas gradually develop into orthodox forces that operate in conjunction
with other units of the regular army. Thus the regularly organized troops, those guerrillas who have attained that
status, and those who have not reached that level of development combine to form the military power of a
national revolutionary war. There can be no doubt that the ultimate result of this will be victory.
Both in its development and in its method of application, guerrilla warfare has certain distinctive
characteristics. We first discuss the relationship of guerrilla warfare to national policy. Because ours is the
resistance of a semi-colonial country against an imperialism, our hostilities must have a clearly defined political
goal and firmly established political responsibilities. Our basic policy is the creation of a national united antiJapanese front. This policy we pursue in order to gain our political goal, which is the complete emancipation of
the Chinese people. There are certain fundamental steps necessary in the realization of this policy, to wit:
1. Arousing and organizing the people.
2. Achieving internal unification politically.
3. Establishing bases.
4. Equipping forces.
5. Recovering national strength.
6. Destroying enemy’s national strength.
7. Regaining lost territories.
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There is no reason to consider guerrilla warfare separately from national policy. On the contrary, it must be
organized and conducted in complete accord with national anti-Japanese policy. It is only those who misinterpret
guerrilla action who say, as does Jen Ch’i Shan,
“The question of guerrilla hostilities is purely a military matter and not a political one.”
Those who maintain this simple point of view have lost sight of the political goal and the political effects of
guerrilla action. Such a simple point of view will cause the people to lose confidence and will result in our defeat.
What is the relationship of guerrilla warfare to the people? Without a political goal, guerrilla warfare must fail,
as it must if its political objectives do not coincide with the aspirations of the people and their sympathy,
cooperation, and assistance cannot be gained. The essence of guerrilla warfare is thus revolutionary in character.
On the other hand, in a war of counterrevolutionary nature, there is no place for guerrilla hostilities. Because
guerrilla warfare basically derives from the masses and is supported by them, it can neither exist nor flourish if it
separates itself from their sympathies and cooperation. There are those who do not comprehend guerrilla action,
and who therefore do not understand the distinguishing qualities of a people’s guerrilla war, who say:
“Only regular troops can carry on guerrilla operations.” There are others who, because they do not believe in
the ultimate success of guerrilla action, mistakenly say:
“Guerrilla warfare is an insignificant and highly specialized type of operation in which there is no place for the
masses of the people” (Jen Ch’j Shan). Then there are those who ridicule the masses and undermine resistance by
wildly asserting that the people have no understanding of the war of resistance (Yeh Ch’ing, for one). The
moment that this war of resistance dissociates itself from the masses of the people is the precise moment that it
dissociates itself from hope of ultimate victory over the Japanese.
What is the organization for guerrilla warfare? Though all guerrilla bands that spring from the masses of the
people suffer from lack of organization at the time of their formation, they all have in common a basic quality that
makes organization possible. All guerrilla units must have political and military leadership. This is true regardless
of the source or size of such units. Such units may originate locally, in the masses of the people; they may be
formed from an admixture of regular troops with groups of the people, or they may consist of regular army units
intact.
And mere quantity does not affect this matter. Such units may consist of a squad of a few men, a battalion of
several hundred men, or a regiment of several thousand men.
All these must have leaders who are unyielding in their policies—resolute, loyal, sincere, and robust. These
men must be well educated in revolutionary technique, self-confident, able to establish severe discipline, and able
to cope with counterpropaganda. In short, these leaders must be models for the people. As the war progresses,
such leaders will gradually overcome the lack of discipline, which at first prevails; they will establish discipline in
their forces, strengthening them and increasing their combat efficiency. Thus eventual victory will be attained.
Unorganized guerrilla warfare cannot contribute to victory and those who attack the movement as a
combination of banditry and anarchism do not understand the nature of guerrilla action. They say: “This
movement is a haven for disappointed militarists, vagabonds and bandits” (Jen Ch’i Shan), hoping thus to bring
the movement into disrepute. We do not deny that there are corrupt guerrillas, nor that there are people who under
the guise of guerrillas indulge in unlawful activities. Neither do we deny that the movement has at the present
time symptoms of a lack of organization, symptoms that might indeed be serious were we to judge guerrilla
warfare solely by the corrupt and temporary phenomena we have mentIoned. We should study the corrupt
phenomena and attempt to eradicate them in order to encourage guerrilla warfare, and to increase its military
efficiency.
“This is hard work, there is no help for it, and the problem cannot be solved immediately. The whole people
must try to reform themselves during the course of the war. We must educate them and reform them in the light of
past experience. Evil does not exist in guerrilla warfare but only in the unorganized and undisciplined activities
that are anarchism,” said Lenin, in On Guerrilla Warfare.\fn{Presumably a reference to the essay Partisan Warfare}
What is basic guerrilla strategy? Guerrilla strategy must be based primarily on alertness, mobility, and attack.
It must be adjusted to the enemy situation, the terrain, the existing lines of communication, the relative strengths,
the weather, and the situation of the people.
In guerrilla warfare, select the tactic of seeming to come from the east and attacking from the west; avoid the
solid, attack the hollow; attack; withdraw; deliver a lightning blow, seek a lightning decision. When guerrillas
engage a stronger enemy, they withdraw when he advances; harass him when he stops; strike him when he is
weary; pursue him when he withdraws. In guerrilla strategy, the enemy’s rear, flanks, and other vulnerable spots
are his vital points, and there he must be harassed, attacked, dispersed, exhausted and annihilated. Only in this
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way can guerrillas carry out their mission of independent guerrilla action and coordination with the effort of the
regular armies. But, in spite of the most complete preparation, there can be no victory if mistakes are made in the
matter of command. Guerrilla warfare based on the principles we have mentioned and carried on over a vast
extent of territory in which communications are inconvenient will contribute tremendously towards ultimate
defeat of the Japanese and consequent emancipation of the Chinese people.
A careful distinction must be made between two types of guerrilla warfare. The fact that revolutionary guerrilla
warfare is based on the masses of the people does not in itself mean that the organization of guerrilla units is
impossible in a war of counterrevolutionary character. As examples of the former type we may cite Red guerrilla
hostilities during the Russian Revolution; those of the Reds in China; of the Abyssinians against the Italians for
the past three years; those of the last seven years in Manchuria, and the vast anti-Japanese guerrilla war that is
carried on in China today. All these struggles have been carried on in the interests of the whole people or the
greater part of them; all had a broad basis in the national manpower, and all have been in accord with the laws of
historical development. They have existed and will continue to exist, flourish, and develop as long as they are not
contrary to national policy.
The second type of guerrilla warfare directly contradicts the law of historical development. Of this type, we
may cite the examples furnished by the White Russian guerrilla units organized by Denikin and Kolchak; those
organized by the Japanese; those organized by the Italians in Abyssinia; those supported by the puppet
governments in Manchuria and Mongolia, and those that will be organized here by Chinese traitors. All such have
oppressed the masses and have been contrary to the true interests of the people. They must be firmly opposed.
They are easy to destroy because they lack a broad foundation in the people.
If we fail to differentiate between the two types of guerrilla hostilities mentioned, it is likely that we will
exaggerate their effect when applied by an invader. We might arrive at the conclusion that “the invader can
organize guerrilla units from among the people.” Such a conclusion might well diminish our confidence in
guerrilla warfare. As far as this matter is concerned, we have but to remember the historical experience of
revolutionary struggles.
Further, we must distinguish general revolutionary wars from those of a purely “class” type. In the former
case, the whole people of a nation, without regard to class or party, carry on a guerrilla struggle that is an
instrument of the national policy. Its basis is, therefore, much broader than is the basis of a struggle of class type.
Of a general guerrilla war, it has been said:
“When a nation is invaded, the people become sympathetic to one another and all aid in organizing guerrilla
units. In civil war, no matter to what extent guerrillas are developed, they do not produce the same results as when
they are formed to resist an invasion by foreigners.\fn{ A reference to Lessons of Civil War by S. I. Gusev, first published in
1918} The one strong feature of guerrilla warfare in a civil struggle is its quality of internal purity. One class may
be easily united and perhaps fight with great effect, whereas in a national revolutionary war, guerrilla units are
faced with the problem of internal unification of different class groups. This necessitates the use of propaganda.
Both types of guerrilla war are, however, similar in that they both employ the same military methods.
National guerrilla warfare, though historically of the same consistency, has employed varying implements as
times, peoples, and conditions differ. The guerrilla aspects of the Opium War, those of the fighting in Manchuria
since the Mukden incident, and those employed in China today are all slightly different. The guerrilla warfare
conducted by the Moroccans against the French and the Spanish was not exactly similar to that which we conduct
today in China. These differences express the characteristics of different peoples in different periods. Although
there is a general similarity in the quality of all these struggles, there are dissimilarities in form. This fact we must
recognize. Clausewitz wrote, in On War:
“Wars in every period have independent forms and independent conditions, and, therefore, every period must
have its independent theory of war.” Lenin, in On Guerrilla Warfare, said:
“As regards the form of fighting, it is unconditionally requisite that history be investigated in order to discover
the conditions of environment, the state of economic progress, and the political ideas that obtained, the national
characteristics, customs, and degree of civilization.” Again:
“It is necessary to be completely unsympathetic to abstract formulas and rules and to study with sympathy the
conditions of the actual fighting, for these will change in accordance with the political and economic situations
and the realization of the people’s aspirations. These progressive changes in conditions create new methods.”
If, in today’s struggle, we fail to apply the historical truths of revolutionary guerrilla war, we will fall into the
error of believing with T’ou Hsi Sheng that under the impact of Japan’s mechanized army, “the guerrilla unit has
lost its historical function.” Jen Ch’i Shan writes:
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“In olden days, guerrilla warfare was part of regular strategy but there is almost no chance that it can be
applied today.”
These opinions are harmful. If we do not make an estimate of the characteristics peculiar to our anti-Japanese
guerrilla war, but insist on applying to it mechanical formulas derived from past history, we are making the
mistake of placing our hostilities in the same category as all other national guerrilla struggles. If we hold this
view, we will simply be beating our heads against a stone wall and we will be unable to profit from guerrilla
hostilities.
To summarize:
What is the guerrilla war of resistance against Japan? It is one aspect of the entire war, which, although alone
incapable of producing the decision, attacks the enemy in every quarter, diminishes the extent of area under his
control, increases our national strength, and assists our regular armies. It is one of the strategic instruments used to
inflict defeat on our enemy. It is the one pure expression of anti-Japanese policy, that is to say, it is military
strength organized by the active people and inseparable from them. It is a powerful special weapon with which we
resist the Japanese and without which we cannot defeat them.
2

The general features of orthodox hostilities, that is, the war of position and the war of movement, differ
fundamentally from guerrilla warfare. There are other readily apparent differences such as those in organization,
armament, equipment, supply, tactics, command; in conception of the terms “front” and “rear”; in the matter of
military responsibilities.
When considered from the point of view of total numbers, guerrilla units are many; as individual combat units,
they may vary in size from the smallest, of several score or several hundred men, to the battalion or the regiment,
of several thousand. This is not the case in regularly organized units. A primary feature of guerrilla operations is
their dependence upon the people themselves to organize battalions and other units. As a result of this,
organization depends largely upon local circumstances. In the case of guerrilla groups, the standard of equipment
is of a low order, and they must depend for their sustenance primarily upon what the locality affords.
The strategy of guerrilla warfare is manifestly unlike that employed in orthodox operations, as the basic tactic
of the former is constant activity and movement. There is in guerrilla warfare no such thing as a decisive battle;
there is nothing comparable to the fixed, passive defense that characterizes orthodox war. In guerrilla warfare, the
transformation of a moving situation into a positional defensive situation never arises. The general features of
reconnaissance, partial deployment, general deployment, and development of the attack that are usual in mobile
warfare are not common in guerrilla war.
There are differences also in the matter of leadership and command. In guerrilla warfare, small units acting
independently play the principal role, and there must be no excessive interference with their activities. In
orthodox warfare, particularly in a moving situation, a certain degree of initiative is accorded subordinates, but in
principle, command is centralized. This is done because all units and all supporting arms in all districts must
coordinate to the highest degree. In the case of guerrilla warfare, this is not only undesirable but impossible. Only
adjacent guerrilla units can coordinate their activities to any degree. Strategically, their activities can be roughly
correlated with those of the regular forces, and tactically, they must cooperate with adjacent units of the regular
army. But there are no strictures on the extent of guerrilla activity nor is it primarily characterized by the quality
of cooperation of many units.
When we discuss the terms “front” an “rear”, it must be remembered, that while guerrillas do have bases, their
primary field of activity is in the enemy’s rear areas. They themselves have no rear. Because an orthodox army
has rear installations (except in some special cases as during the 10,000-li march of the Red Army\fn{Something on
the order of 6,000 miles:H} or as in the case of certain units operating in Shansi Province), it cannot operate as
guerrillas can.
As to the matter of military responsibilities, those of the guerrillas are to extenninate small forces of the
enemy; to harass and weaken large forces; to attack enemy lines of communication; to establish bases capable of
supporting independent operations in the enemy’s rear; to force the enemy to disperse his strength; and to
coordinate all these activities with those of the regular armies on distant battle fronts.
From the foregoing summary of differences that exist between guerrilla warfare and orthodox warfare, it can
be seen that it is improper to compare the two. Further distinction must be made in order to clarify this matter.
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While the Eighth Route Army is a regular army, its North China campaign is essentially guerrilla in nature, for it
operates in the enemy’s rear. On occasion, however, Eighth Route Army commanders have concentrated powerful
forces to strike an enemy in motion, and the characteristics of orthodox mobile warfare were evident in the battle
at P’ing Hsing Kuan and in other engagements.
On the other hand, after the fall of Feng Ling Tu, the operations of Central Shansi, and Suiyuan, troops were
more guerrilla than orthodox in nature. In this connection, the precise character of Generalissimo Chiang’s
instructions to the effect that independent brigades would carry out guerrilla operations should be recalled. In
spite of such temporary activities, these orthodox units retained their identity and after the fall of Feng Ling Tu,
they not only were able to fight along orthodox lines but often found it necessary to do so. This is an example of
the fact that orthodox armies may, due to changes in the situation, temporarily function as guerrillas.
Likewise, guerrilla units formed from the people may gradually develop into regular units and, when operating
as such, employ the tactics of orthodox mobile war. While these units function as guerrillas, they may be
compared to innumerable gnats, which, by biting a giant both in front and in rear, ultimately exhaust him. They
make themselves as unendurable as a group of cruel and hateful devils, and as they grow and attain gigantic
proportions, they will find that their victim is not only exhausted but practically perishing. It is for this very
reason that our guerrilla activities are a source of constant mental worry to Imperial Japan.
While it is improper to confuse orthodox with guerrilla operations, it is equally improper to consider that there
is a chasm between the two. While differences do exist, similarities appear under certain conditions, and this fact
must be appreciated if we wish to establish clearly the relationship between the two. If we consider both types of
warfare as a single subject, or if we confuse guerrilla warfare with the mobile operations of orthodox war, we fall
into this error: We exaggerate the function of guerrillas and mininuze that of the regular armies. If we agree with
Chang Tso Hua, who says, “Guerrilla warfare is the primary war strategy of a people seeking to emancipate
itself,” or with Kao Kang, who believes that “Guerrilla strategy is the only strategy possible for an oppressed
people,” we are exaggerating the importance of guerrilla hostilities.
What these zealous friends I have just quoted do not realize is this: If we do not fit guerrilla operations into
their proper niche, we cannot promote them realistically. Then, not only would those who oppose us take
advantage of our varying opinions to turn them to their own uses to undermine us, but guerrillas would be led to
assume responsibilities they could not successfully discharge and that should properly be carried out by orthodox
forces. In the meantime, the important guerrilla function of coordinating activities with the regular forces would
be neglected.
Furthermore, if the theory that guerrilla warfare is our only strategy were actually applied, the regular forces
would be weakened, we would be divided in purpose, and guerrilla hostilities would decline. If we say, “Let us
transform the regular forces into guerrillas,” and do not place our first reliance on a victory to be gained by the
regular armies over the enemy, we may certainly expect to see as a result the failure of the anti-Japanese war of
resistance. The concept that guerrilla warfare is an end in itself and that guerrilla activities can be divorced from
those of the regular forces is incorrect. If we assume that guerrilla warfare does not progress from beginning to
end beyond its elementary forms, we have failed to recognize the fact that guerrilla hostilities can, under specific
conditions, develop and assume orthodox characteristics. An opinion that admits the existence of guerrilla war,
but isolates it, is one that does not properly estimate the potentialities of such war.
Equally dangerous is the concept that condemns guerrilla war on the ground that war has no other aspects than
the purely orthodox. This opinion is often expressed by those who have seen the corrupt phenomena of some
guerrilla regimes, observed their lack of discipline, and have seen them used as a screen behind which certain
persons have indulged in bribery and other corrupt practices. These people will not admit the fundamental
necessity for guerrilla bands that spring from the armed people. They say,
“Only the regular forces are capable of conducting guerrilla operations.”
This theory is a mistaken one and would lead to the abolition of the people’s guerrilla war.
A proper conception of the relationship that exists between guerrilla effort and that of the regular forces is
essential. We believe it can be stated this way:
“Guerrilla operations during the anti-Japanese war may for a certain time and temporarily become its
paramount feature, particularly insofar as the enemy’s rear is concerned. However, if we view the war as a whole,
there can be no doubt that our regular forces are of primary importance, because it is they who are alone capable
of producing the decision. Guerrilla warfare assists them in producing this favorable decision. Orthodox forces
may under certain conditions operate as guerrillas, and the latter may, under certain conditions, develop to the
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status of the former. However, both guerrilla forces and regular forces have their own respective development and
their proper combinations.”
To clarify the relationship between the mobile aspect of orthodox war and guerrilla war, we may say that
general agreement exists that the principal element of our strategy must be mobility. With the war of movement,
we may at times combine the war of position. Both of these are assisted by general guerrilla hostilities. It is true
that on the battlefield mobile war often becomes positional; it is true that this situation may be reversed; it is
equally true that each form may combine with the other. The possibility of such combination will become more
evident after the prevailing standards of equipment have been raised. For example, in a general strategical
counterattack to recapture key cities and lines of communication, it would be normal to use both mobile and
positional methods. However, the point must again be made that our fundamental strategical form must be the war
of movement. If we deny this, we cannot arrive at the victorious solution of the war. In sum, while we must
promote guerrilla warfare as a necessary strategical auxiliary to orthodox operations, we must neither assign it the
primary position in our war strategy nor substitute it for mobile and positional warfare as conducted by orthodox
forces.
3

Guerrilla warfare is neither a product of China nor peculiar to the present day. From the earliest historical
days, it has been a feature of wars fought by every class of men against invaders and oppressors. Under suitable
conditions, it has great possibilities. The many guerrilla wars in history have their points of difference, their
peculiar characteristics, their varying processes and conclusions, and we must respect and profit by the experience
of those whose blood was shed in them. What a pity it is that the priceless experience gained during the several
hundred wars waged by the peasants of China cannot be marshaled today to guide us. Our only experience in
guerrilla hostilities has been that gained from the several conflicts that have been carried on against us by foreign
imperialisms. But that experience should help the fighting Chinese recognize the necessity for guerrilla warfare
and should confirm them in confidence of ultimate victory.
In September, 1812, the Frenchman Napoleon, in the course of swallowing all of Europe, invaded Russia at the
head of a great army totaling several hundred thousand infantry, cavalry, and artillery. At that time, Russia was
weak and her ill-prepared army was not concentrated. The most important phase of her strategy was the use made
of Cossack cavalry and detachments of peasants to carry on guerrilla operations. After giving up Moscow, the
Russians formed nine guerrilla divisions of about five hundred men each. These, and vast groups of organized
peasants, carried on partisan warfare and continually harassed the French Army. When the French Army was
withdrawing, cold and starving, Russian guerrillas blocked the way and, in combination with regular troops,
carried out counterattacks on the French rear, pursuing and defeating them. The army of the heroic Napoleon was
almost entirely annihilated, and the guerrillas captured many officers, men, cannon, and rifles. Though the victory
was the result of various factors, and depended largely on the activities of the regular army, the function of the
partisan groups was extremely important.
“The corrupt and poorly organized country that was Russia defeated and destroyed an army led by the most
famous soldier of Europe and won the war in spite of the fact that her ability to organize guerrilla regimes was not
fully developed. At times, guerrilla groups were hindered in their operations and the supply of equipment and
arms was insufficient. If we use the Russian saying, it was a case of a battle between ‘the fist and the ax’.”
(Ivanov).
From 1918 to 1920, the Russian Soviets, because of the opposition and intervention of foreign imperialisms
and the internal disturbances of White Russian groups, were forced to organize themselves in occupied territories
and fight a real war. In Siberia and Alashan, in the rear of the army of the traitor Denikin and in the rear of the
Poles, there were many Red Russian guerrillas. These not only disrupted and destroyed the communications in the
enemy’s rear but also frequently prevented his advance. On one occasion, the guerrillas completely destroyed a
retreating White Army that had previously been defeated by regular Red forces. Kolchak, Denikin, the Japanese,
and the Poles, owing to the necessity of staving off the attacks of guerrillas, were forced to withdraw regular
troops from the front.
“Thus not only was the enemy’s manpower impoverished but he found himself unable to cope with the evermoving guerrilla.” (The Nature of Guerrilla Action)
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The development of guerrillas at that time had only reached the stage where there were detached groups of
several thousands in strength, old, middle aged, and young. The old men organized themselves into propaganda
groups known as “silver-haired units”; there was a suitable guerrilla activity for the middle aged; the young men
formed combat units, and there were even groups for the children. Among the leaders were determined
Communists who carried on general political work among the people. These, although they opposed the doctrine
of extreme guerrilla warfare, were quick to oppose those who condemned it. Experience tells us that
“Orthodox armies are the fundamental and principal power; guerrilla units are secondary to them and assist in
the accomplishment of the mission assigned the regular forces.” (Lessons of the Civil War in Russia) Many of the
guerrilla regimes in Russia gradually developed until in battle they were able to discharge functions of organized
regulars. The army of the famous General Galen was entirely derived from guerrillas.
During seven months in 1935 and 1936, the Abyssinians lost their war against Italy. The cause of defeat—aside
from the most important political reasons that there were dissentient political groups, no strong government party,
and unstable policy—was the failure to adopt a positive policy of mobile warfare. There was never a combination
of the. war of movement with large-scale guerrilla operations. Ultimately, the Abyssinians adopted a purely
passive defense, with the result that they were unable to defeat the Italians. In addition to this, the fact that
Abyssinia is a relatively small and sparsely populated country was contributory. Even in spite of the fact that the
Abyssinian Army and its equipment were not modern, she was able to withstand a mechanized Italian force of
400,000 for seven months. During that period, there were several occasions when a war of movement was
combined with large-scale guerrilla operations to strike the Italians heavy blows. Moreover, several cities were
retaken and casualties totaling 140,000 were inflicted. Had this policy been steadfastly continued, it would have
been difficult to have named. the ultimate winner. At the present time,\fn{ This work was written in 1937} guerrilla
activities continue in Abyssinia, and if the internal political questions can be solved, an extension of such
activities is probable.
In 1841 and 1842, when brave people from San Yuan Li fought the English; again from 1850 to 1864, during
the Taiping War, and for a third time in 1899, in the Boxer Uprising, guerrilla tactics were employed to a
remarkable degree. Particularly was this so during the Taiping War, when guerrilla operations were most extensive
and the Ch’ing troops were often completely exhausted and forced to flee for their lives. In these wars, there were
no guiding principles of guerrilla action. Perhaps these guerrilla hostilities were not carried out in conjunction
with regular operations, or perhaps there was a lack of coordination. But the fact that victory was not gained was
not because of any lack in guerrilla activity but rather because of the interference of politics in military affairs.
Experience shows that if precedence is not given to the question of conquering the enemy in both political and
military affairs, and if regular hostilities are not conducted with tenacity, guerrilla operations alone cannot
produce final victory. From 1927 to 1936, the Chinese Red Anny fought almost continually and employed
guerrilla tactics constantly. At the very beginning, a positive policy was adopted. Many bases were established,
and from guerrilla bands, the Reds were able to develop into regular armies.
As these armies fought, new guerrilla regimes were developed over a wide area. These regimes coordinated
their efforts with those of the regular forces. This policy accounted for the many victories gained by guerrilla
troops relatively few in number, who were armed with weapons inferior to those of their opponents. The leaders
of that period properly combined guerrilla operations with a war of movement both strategically and tactically.
They depended primarily upon alertness. They stressed the correct basis for both political affairs and military
operations. They developed their guerrilla bands into trained units. They then determined upon a ten-year period
of resistance during which time they overcame innumerable difficulties and have only lately reached their goal of
direct participation in the anti-Japanese war.
There is no doubt that the internal unification of China is now a permanent and definite fact and that the
experience gained during our internal struggles has proved to be both necessary and advantageous to us in the
struggle against Japanese imperialism. There are many valuable lessons we can learn from the experience of those
years. Principal among them is the fact that guerrilla success largely depends upon powerful political leaders who
work unceasingly to bring about internal unification. Such leaders must work with the people; they must have a
correct conception of the policy to be adopted as regards both the people and the enemy.
After September 18, 1931, strong anti-Japanese guerrilla campaigns were opened in each of the three northeast
provinces. Guerrilla activity persists there in spite of the cruelties and deceits practiced by the Japanese at the
expense of the people, and in spite of the fact that her armies have occupied the land and oppressed the people for
the last seven years. The struggle can be divided into two periods. During the first, which extended from
September 18, 1931, to January, 1933, anti-Japanese guerrilla activity exploded constantly in all three provinces.
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Ma Chan Shan and Ssu Ping Wei established an anti-Japanese regime in Heilungkiang. In Chi Lin, the National
Salvation Army and the Self-Defense Army were led by Wang Te Lin and Li Tu respectively. In Feng T'ien, Chu
Lu and others commanded guerrilla units.
The influence of these forces was great. They harassed the Japanese unceasingly, but because there was an
indefinite political goal, improper leadership, failure to coordinate military command and operations and to work
with the people, and, finally, failure to delegate proper political functions to the army, the whole organization was
feeble, and its strength was not unified. As a direct result of these conditions, the campaigns failed and the troops
were finally defeated by our enemy.
During the second period, which has extended from January, 1933, to the present time,\fn{ 1937} the situation
has greatly improved. This has come about because great numbers of people who have been oppressed by the
enemy have decided to resist him, because of the participation of the Chinese Communists in the anti-Japanese
war, and because of the fine work of the volunteer units. The guerrillas have finally educated the people to the
meaning of guerrilla warfare, and in the northeast, it has again become an important and powerful influence.
Already seven or eight guerrilla regiments and a number of independent platoons have been formed, and their
activities make it necessary for the Japanese to send troops after them month after month. These units hamper the
Japanese and undermine their control in the northeast, while, at the same time, they inspire a Nationalist
revolution in Korea. Such activities are not merely of transient and local importance but directly contribute to our
ultimate victory.
However, there are still some weak points. For instance: National defense policy has not been sufficiently
developed; participation of the people is not general; internal political organization is still in its primary stages,
and the force used to attack the Japanese and the puppet governments\fn{ A reference to the civilian governments set up by
the Japanese in Tientsin, Peking, Manchuria, and elsewhere; they were headed by Chinese, but in reality it was Japanese military power
which kept them in officeS:H } is not yet sufficient. But if present policy is continued tenaciously, all these weaknesses

will be overcome. Experience proves that guerrilla war will develop to even greater proportions and that, in spite
of the cruelty of the Japanese and the many methods they have devised to cheat the people, they cannot extinguish
guerrilla activities in the three northeastern provinces.
The guerrilla experiences of China and of other countries that have been outlined prove that in a war of
revolutionary nature such hostilities are possible, natural and necessary. They prove that if the present antiJapanese war for the emancipation of the masses of the Chinese people is to gain ultimate victory, such hostilities
must expand tremendously.
Historical experience is written in iron and blood. We must point out that the guerrilla campaigns being waged
in China today are a page in history that has no precedent. Their influence will not be confined solely to China in
her present anti-Japanese war but will be world-wide.

4
Guerrilla hostilities are but one phase of the war of resistance against Japan and the answer to the question of
whether or not they can produce ultimate victory can be given only after investigation and comparison of all
elements of our own strength with those of the enemy. The particulars of such a comparison are several. First, the
strong Japanese bandit nation is an absolute monarchy. During the course of her invasion of China, she had made
comparative progress in the techniques of industrial production and in the development of excellence and skill in
her army, navy, and air force. But in spite of this industrial progress, she remaIns an absolute monarchy of inferior
physical endowments. Her manpower, her raw materials, and her financial resources are all inadequate and
insufficient to maintain her in protracted warfare or to meet the situation presented by a war prosecuted over a
vast area. Added to this is the antiwar feeling now manifested by the Japanese people, a feeling that is shared by
the junior officers and, more extensively, by the soldiers of the invading army. Furthermore, China is not Japan’s
only enemy. Japan is unable to employ her entire strength in the attack on China; she cannot, at most, spare more
than a million men for this purpose, as she must hold any in excess of that number for use against other possible
opponents. Because of these important primary considerations, the invading Japanese bandits can hope neither to
be victorious in a protracted struggle nor to conquer a vast area. Their strategy must be one of lightning war and
speedy decision. If we can hold out for three or more years, it will be most difficult for Japan to bear up under the
strain.
In the war, the Japanese brigands must depend upon lines of communication linking the principal cities as
routes for the transport of war materials. The most important considerations for her are that her rear be stable and
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peaceful and that her lines of communication be intact. It is not to her advantage to wage war over a vast area with
disrupted lines of communication. She cannot disperse her strength and fight in a number of places, and her
greatest fears are thus eruptions in her rear and disruption of her lines of communication. If she can maintain
communications, she will be able at will to concentrate powerful forces speedily at strategic points to engage our
organized units in decisive battle. Another important Japanese objective is to profit from the industries, finances,
and manpower in captured areas and with them to augment her own insufficient strength. Certainly, it is not to her
advantage to forgo these benefits, nor to be forced to dissipate her energies in a type of warfare in which the gains
will not compensate for the losses.
It is for these reasons that guerrilla warfare conducted in each bit of conquered territory over a wide area will
be a heavy blow struck at the Japanese bandits. Experience in the five northern provinces as well as in Kiangsu,
Chekiang, and Anhwei has absolutely established the truth of this assertion.
*
China is a country half colonial and half feudal; it is a country that is politically, militarily, and economically
backward. This is an inescapable conclusion. It is a vast country with great resources and tremendous population,
a country in which the terrain is complicated and the facilities for communication are poor. All these factors favor
a protracted war; they all favor the application of mobile warfare and guerrilla operations. The establishment of
innumerable anti-Japanese bases behind the enemy’s lines will force him to fight unceasingly in many places at
once, both to his front and his rear. He thus endlessly expends his resources.
We must unite the strength of the army with that of the people; we must strike the weak spots in the enemy’s
flanks, in his front, in his rear. We must make war everywhere and cause dispersal of his forces and dissipation of
his strength. Thus the time will come when a gradual change will become evident in the relative position of
ourselves and our enemy, and when that day comes, it will be the beginning of our ultimate victory over the
Japanese.
*
Although China’s population is great, it is unorganized. This is a weakness which must be taken into account.
The Japanese bandits have invaded our country not merely to conquer territory but to carry out the violent.
rapacious, and murderous policy of their government, which is the extinction of the Chinese race. For this
compelling reason, we must unite the nation without regard to parties or classes and follow our policy of
resistance to the end. China today is not the China of old. It is not like Abyssinia. China today is at the point of her
greatest historical progress. The standards of literacy among the masses have been raised; the rapprochement of
Communists and Nationalists has laid the foundation for an anti-Japanese war front that is constantly being
strengthened and expanded; government, army, and people are all working with great energy; the raw-material
resources and the economic strength of the nation are waiting to be used; the unorganized people is becoming an
organized nation.
These energies must be directed toward the goal of protracted war so that should the Japanese occupy much of
our territory or even most of it, we shall still gain final victory. Not only must those behind our lines organize for
resistance but also those who live in Japanese-occupied territory in every part of the country. The traitors who
accept the Japanese as fathers are few in number, and those who have taken oath that they would prefer death to
abject slavery are many. If we resist with this spirit, what enemy can we not conquer and who can say that
ultimate victory will not be ours?
*
The Japanese are waging a barbaric war along uncivilized lines. For that reason, Japanese of all classes oppose
the policies of their government, as do vast international groups. On the other hand, because China’s cause is
righteous, our countrymen of all classes and parties are united. to oppose the invader; we have sympathy in many
foreign countries, including even Japan itself. This is perhaps the most important reason why Japan will lose and
China will win.
The progress of the war for the emancipation of the Chinese people will be in accord with these facts. The
guerrilla war of resistance will be in accord with these facts, and that guerrilla operations correlated with those of
our regular forces will produce victory is the conviction of the many patriots who devote their entire strength to
guerrilla hostilities.
5
Four points must be considered under this subject.\fn{Organization for Guerrilla Warfare} These are:

682

1. How are guerrilla bands formed?
2. How are guerrilla bands organized?
3. What are the methods of arming guerrilla bands?
4. What elements constitute a guerrilla band?
These are all questions pertaining to the organization of armed guerrilla units; they are questions which those
who have had no experience in guerrilla hostilities do not understand and on which they can arrive at no sound
decisions; indeed, they would not know in what manner to begin.
The unit may originate in anyone of the following ways:
a. From the masses of the people.
b. From regular army units temporarily detailed for the purpose.
c. From regular army units permanently detailed.
d. From the combination of a regular army unit and a unit recruited from the people.
e. From the local militia.
f. From deserters from the ranks of the enemy.
g. From former bandits and bandit groups.
In the present hostilities, no doubt, all these sources will be employed. In the first case above, the guerrilla unit
is formed from the people. This is the fundamental type. Upon the arrival of the enemy army to oppress and
slaughter the people, their leaders call upon them to resist. They assemble the most valorous elements, arm them
with old rifles or bird guns, and thus a guerrilla unit begins. Orders have already been issued throughout the
nation that call upon the people to form guerrilla units both for local defense and for other combat. If the local
governments approve and aid such movements, they cannot fail to prosper. In some places, where the local
government is not determined or where its officers have all fled, the leaders among the masses (relying on the
sympathy of the people and their sincere desire to resist Japan and succor the country) call upon the people to
resist, and they respond.
Thus, many guerrilla units are organized. In circumstances of this kind, the duties of leadership usually fall
upon the shoulders of young students, teachers, professors, other educators, local soldiery, professional men,
artisans, and those without a fixed profession, who are willing to exert themselves to the last drop of their blood.
Recently, in Shansi, Hopeh, Chahar, Suiyuan, Shantung, Chekiang, Anhwei, Kiangsu, and other provinces,
extensive guerrilla hostilities have broken out. All these are organized and led by patriots. The amount of such
activity is the best proof of the foregoing statement. The more such bands there are, the better will the situation
be. Each district, each county, should be able to organize a great number of guerrilla squads, which, when
assembled, form a guerrilla company.
There are those who say: “I am a farmer,” or, “I am a student”; “I can discuss literature but not military arts.”
This is incorrect. There is no profound difference between the farmer and the soldier. You must have courage. You
simply leave your farms and become soldiers. That you are farmers is of no difference, and if you have education,
that is so much the better. When you take your arms in hand, you become soldiers; when you are organized, you
become military units.
Guerrilla hostilities are the university of war, and after you have fought several times valiantly and
aggressively, you may become a leader of troops, and there will be many well-known regular soldiers who will
not be your peers. Without question, the fountainhead of guerrilla warfare is in the masses of the people, who
organize guerrilla units directly from themselves.
The second type of guerrilla unit is that which is organized from small units of the regular forces temporarily
detached for the purpose. For example, since hostilities commenced, many groups have been temporarily
detached from armies, divisions, and brigades and have been assigned guerrilla duties. A regiment of the regular
army may, if circumstances warrant, be dispersed into groups for the purpose of carrying on guerrilla operations.
As an example of this, there is the Eighth Route Army, in North China. Excluding the periods when it carries on
mobile operations as an army,' it is divided into its elements and these carry on guerrilla hostilities. This type of
guerrilla, unit is essential for two reasons. First, in mobile-warfare situations, the coordination of guerrilla
activities with regular operations is necessary. Second, until guerrilla hostilities can be developed on a grand
scale, there is no one to carry out guerrilla missions but regulars. Historical experience shows us that regular army

683

units are not able to undergo the hardships of guerrilla campaigning over long periods. The leaders of regular
units engaged in guerrilla operations must be extremely adaptable. They must study the methods of guerrilla war.
They must understand that initiative, discipline, and the employment of stratagems are all of the utmost
importance. As the guerrilla status of regular units is but temporary, their leaders must lend all possible support to
the organization of guerrilla units from among the people. These units must be so disciplined that they hold
together after the departure of the regulars.
The third type of unit consists of a detachment of regulars who are permanently assigned guerrilla duties.. This
type of small detachment does not have to be prepared to rejoin the regular forces. Its post is somewhere in the
rear of the enemy, and there it becomes the backbone of guerrilla organization. As an example of this type of
organization, we may take the Wu Tai Shan district in the heart of the Hopeh-Chahar-Shansi area. Along the
borders of these provinces, units from the Eighth Route Army have established a framework for guerrilla
operations. Around these small cores, many detachments have been organized and the area of guerrilla activity
greatly expanded. In areas in which there is a possibility of cutting the enemy's lines of supply, this system should
be used. Severing enemy supply routes destroys his life line; this is one feature that cannot be neglected. If, at the
time the regular forces withdraw from a certain area, some units are left behind, these should conduct guerrilla
operations in the enemy’s rear. As an example of this, we have the guerrilla bands now continuing their
independent operations in the Shanghai-Woosung area in spite of the withdrawal of regular forces.
The fourth type of organization is the result of a merger between small regular detachments and local guerrilla
units. The regular forces may dispatch a squad, a platoon, or a company, which is placed at the disposal of the
local guerrilla commander. If a small group experienced in military and political affairs is sent, it becomes the
core of the local guerrilla unit. These several methods are all excellent, and if properly applied, the intensity of
guerrilla warfare can be extended. In the Wu Tai Shan area, each of these methods has been used.
The fifth type mentioned above is formed from the local militia, from police and home guards. In every North
China province, there are now many of these groups, and they should be formed in every locality. The
government has issued a mandate to the effect that the people are not to depart from war areas. The officer in
command of the county, the commander of the peace-preservation unit, the chief of police are all required to obey
this mandate. They cannot retreat with their forces but must remain at their stations and resist.
The sixth type of unit is that organized from troops that come over from the enemy—the Chinese “traitor
troops” employed by the Japanese. It is always possible to produce disaffection in their ranks, and we must
increase our propaganda efforts and foment mutinies among such troops. Immediately after mutinying, they must
be received into our ranks and organized. The concord of the leaders and the assent of the men must be gained,
and the units rebuilt politically and reorganized militarily. Once this has been accomplished, they become
successful guerrilla units. In regard to this type of unit, it may be said that political work among them is of the
utmost importance.
The seventh type of guerrilla organization is that formed from bands of bandits and brigands. This, although
difficult, must be carried out with utmost vigor lest the enemy use such bands to his own advantage. Many bandit
groups pose as anti-Japanese guerrillas, and it is only necessary to correct their political beliefs to convert them.
In spite of inescapable differences in the fundamental types of guerrilla bands, it is possible to unite them to
form a vast sea of guerrillas. The ancients said,
“Tai Shan is a great mountain because it does not scorn the merest handful of dirt; the rivers and seas are deep
because they absorb the waters of small streams.”
Attention paid to the enlistment and organization of guerrillas of every type and from every source will
increase the potentialities of guerrilla action in the anti-Japanese war. This is something that patriots will not
neglect.
*
Many of those who decide to participate in guerrilla activities do not know the methods of organization. For
such people, as well as for students who have no knowledge of military affairs, the matter of organization is a
problem that requires solution. Even among those who have military knowledge, there are some who know
nothing of guerrilla regimes because they are lacking in that particular type of experience. The subject of the
organization of such regimes is not confined to the organization of specific units but includes all guerrilla
activities within the area where the regime functions.
As an example of such organization, we may take a geographical area in the enemy’s rear. This area may
comprise many counties. It must be subdivided and individual companies or battalions formed to accord with the
subdivisions. To this “military area,” a military commander and political commissioners are appointed. Under
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these, the necessary officers, both military and political, are appointed. In the military headquarters, there will be
the staff, the aide, the supply officers, and the medical personnel. These are controlled by the chief of staff, who
acts in accordance with orders from the commander. In the political headquarters, there are bureaus of propaganda
organization, people’s mass movements, and miscellaneous affairs. Control of these is vested in the political
chairmen.
The military areas are subdivided into smaller districts in accordance with local geography, the enemy situation
locally, and the state of guerrilla development. Each of these smaller divisions within the area is a district, each of
which may consist of from two to six counties. To each district, a military commander and several political
commissioners are appointed. Under their direction, military and political headquarters are organized. Tasks are
assigned in accordance with the number of guerrilla troops available. Although the names of the officers in the
“district” correspond to those in the larger “area,” the number of functionaries assigned in the former case should
be reduced to the least possible.
In order to unify control, to handle guerrilla troops that come from different sources, and to harmonize military
operations and local political affairs, a committee of from seven to nine members should be organized in each
area and district. This committee, the members of which are selected by the troops and the local political officers,
should function as a forum for the discussion of both military and political matters.
All the people in an area should arm themselves and be organized into two groups. One of these groups is a
combat group, the other a self-defense unit with but limited military quality. Regular combatant guerrillas are
organized into one of three general types of unit. The first of these is the small unit, the platoon or company. In
each county, three to six units may be organized. The second type is the battalion of from two to four companies.
One such unit should be organized in each county. While the unit fundamentally belongs to the county in which it
was organized, it may operate in other counties. While in areas other than its own, it must operate in conjunction
with local units in order to take advantage of their manpower, their knowledge of local terrain and local customs,
and their information of the enemy.
The third type is the guerrilla regiment, which consists of from two to four of the above-mentioned battalion
units. If sufficient manpower is available, a guerrilla brigade of from two to four regiments may be formed.
Each of the units has its own peculiarities of organization. A squad, the smallest unit, has a strength of from
nine to eleven men, including the leader and the assistant leader. Its arms may be from two to five Western-style
rifles, with the remaining men armed with rifles of local manufacture, bird guns, spears, or big swords. Two to
four such squads form a platoon. This, too, has a leader and an assistant leader, and when acting independently, it
is assigned a political officer to carry on political propaganda work. The platoon may have about ten rifles, with
the remainder of its weapons being bird guns, lances, and big swords. Two to four of such units form a company,
which, like the platoon, has a leader, an assistant leader, and a political officer. All these units are under the direct
supervision of the military commanders of the areas in which they operate. .
The battalion unit must be more thoroughly organized and better equipped than the smaller units. Its discipline
and its personnel should be superior. If a battalion is formed from company units, it should not deprive
subordinate units entirely of their manpower and their arms. If, in a small area, there is a peace-preservation
corps, a branch of the militia, or police, regular guerrilla units should not be dispersed over it.
The guerrilla unit next in size to the battalion is the regiment. This must be under more severe discipline than
the battalion. In an independent guerrilla regiment, there may be ten men per squad, three squads per platoon,
three platoons per company, three companies per battalion, and three battalions to the regiment. Two of such
regiments form a brigade. Each of these units has a commander, a vice-commander, and a political officer.
In North China, guerrilla cavalry units should be established. These may be regiments of from two to four
companies, or battalions.
All these units from the lowest to the highest are combatant guerrilla units and receive their supplies from the
central government. Details of their organization are shown in the tables.\fn{ I have not reproduced any of the tables
mentioned in the text as not being pertinent to the project at hand:H }
All the people of both sexes from the ages of sixteen to forty-five must be organized into anti-Japanese selfdefense units, the basis of which is voluntary service. As a first step, they must procure arms, then they must be
given both military and political training. Their responsibilities are: local sentry duties, securing information of
the enemy, arresting traitors, and preventing the dissemination of enemy propaganda. When the enemy launches a
guerrilla-suppression drive, these units, armed with what weapons there are, are assigned to certain areas to
deceive, hinder, and harass him. Thus, the self-defense units assist the combatant guerrillas. They have other
functions. They furnish stretcher-bearers to transport the wounded, carriers to take food to the troops, and comfort
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missions to provide the troops with tea and rice. If a locality can organize such a self-defense unit as we have
described, the traitors cannot hide nor can bandits and robbers disturb the peace of the people. Thus the people
will continue to assist the guerrillas and supply manpower to our regular armies.
“The organization of self-defense units is a transitional step in the development of universal conscription. Such
units are reservoirs of manpower for the orthodox forces.”\fn{ There is no citation in the text for this quotation:H}
There have been such organizations for some time in Shansi, Shensi, Honan, and Suiyuan. The youth
organizations in different provinces were formed for the purpose of educating the young. They have been of some
help. However, they were not voluntary, and the confidence of the people was thus not gained. These
organizations were not widespread, and their effect was almost negligible. This system was, therefore, supplanted
by the new-type organizations, which are organized on the principles of voluntary cooperation and non-separation
of the members from their native localities. When the members of these organizations are in their native towns,
they support themselves. Only in case of military necessity are they ordered to remote places, and when this is
done, the government must support them. Each member of these groups must have a weapon even if the weapon
is only a knife, a pistol, a lance, or a spear.
In all places where the enemy operates, these self-defense units should organize within themselves a small
guerrilla group of perhaps from three to ten men armed with pistols or revolvers. This group is not required to
leave its native locality.
The organization of these self-defense units is mentioned in this book because such units are useful for the
purposes of inculcating the people with military and political knowledge, keeping order in the rear, and
replenishing the ranks of the regulars. These groups should be organized not only in the active war zones but in
every province in China.
“The people must be inspired to cooperate voluntarily. We must not force them, for if we do, it will be
ineffectual.”
This is extremely important. The organization of a self-defense army similar to that we have mentioned is
shown in Table 5.
In order to control anti-Japanese military organization as a whole, it is necessary to establish a system of
military areas and districts along the lines we have indicated. The organization of such areas and districts is shown
in Table 6.
*
In regard to the problem of guerrilla equipment, it must be understood that guerrillas are lightly armed attack
groups, which require simple equipment. The standard of equipment is based upon the nature of duties assigned;
the equipment of low-class guerrilla units is not as good as that of higher-class units. For example, those who are
assigned the task of destroying railroads are better-equipped than those who do not have that task. The equipment
of guerrillas cannot be based on what the guerrillas want, or even what they need, but must be based on what is
available for their use. Equipment cannot be furnished immediately but must be acquired gradually. These are
points to be kept in mind.
The question of equipment includes the collection, supply, distribution, and replacement of weapons,
ammunition, blankets, communication materials, transport, and facilities for propaganda work. The supply of
weapons and ammunition is most difficult, particularly at the time the unit is established, but this problem can
always be solved eventually. Guerrilla bands that originate in the people are furnished with revolvers, pistols, bird
guns, spears, big swords, and land mines and mortars of local manufacture. Other elementary weapons are added
and as many new-type rifles as are available are distributed. After a period of resistance, it is possible to increase
the supply of equipment by capturing it from the enemy. In this respect, the transport companies are the easiest to
equip, for in any successful attack, we will capture the enemy’s transport.
An armory should be established in each guerrilla district for the manufacture and repair of rifles and for the
production of cartridges, hand grenades, and bayonets. Guerrillas must not depend too much on an armory. The
enemy is the principal source of their supply.
For destruction of railway trackage, bridges, and stations in enemy-controlled territory, it is necessary to gather
together demolition materials. Troops must be trained in the preparation and use of demolitions, and a demolition
unit must be organized in each regiment.
As for minimum clothing requirements, these are that each man shall have at least two summer-weight
uniforms, one suit of winter clothing, two hats, a pair of wrap puttees, and a blanket. Each man must have a
haversack or a bag for food. In the north, each man must have an overcoat. In acquiring this clothing, we cannot
depend on captures made from the enemy, for it is forbidden for captors to take clothing from their prisoners. In
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order to maintain high morale in guerrilla forces, all the clothing and equipment mentioned should be furnished
by the representatives of the government stationed in each guerrilla district. These men may confiscate clothing
from traitors or ask contributions from those best able to afford them. In subordinate groups, uniforms are
unnecessary.
Telephone and radio equipment is not necessary in lower groups, but all units from regiment up are equipped
with both. This material can be obtained by contributions from the regular forces and by capture from the enemy.
In the guerrilla army in general, and at bases in particular, there must be a high standard of medical equipment.
Besides the services of the doctors, medicines must be procured. Although guerrillas can depend on the enemy for
some portion of their medical supplies, they must, in general, depend upon contributions. If Western medicines
are not available, local medicines must be made to suffice.
The problem of transport is more vital in North China than in the south, for in the south all that are necessary
are mules and horses. Small guerrilla units need no animals, but regiments and brigades will find them necessary.
Commanders and staffs of units from companies up should be furnished a riding animal each. At times, two
officers will have to share a horse. Officers whose duties are of minor nature do not have to be mounted.
Propaganda materials are very important. Every large guerrilla unit should have a printing press and a
mimeograph stone. They must also have paper on which to print propaganda leaflets and notices. They must be
supplied with chalk and large brushes. In guerrilla areas, there should be a printing press or a lead-type press.
For the purpose of printing training instructions, this material is of the greatest importance.
In addition to the equipment listed above, it is necessary to have field glasses, compasses, and military maps.
An accomplished guerrilla group will acquire these things.
Because of the proved importance of guerrilla hostilities in the anti-Japanese war, the headquarters of the
Nationalist Government and the commanding officers of the various war zones should do their best to supply the
guerrillas with what they actually need and are unable to get for themselves. However, it must be repeated that
guerrilla equipment will in the main depend on the efforts of the guerrillas themselves. If they depend on higher
officers too much, the psychological effect will be to weaken the guerrilla spirit of resistance. =
*
The term “element” as used in the title to this section\fn{Elements of the Guerrillla Army} refers to the
personnel, both officers and men, of the guerrilla army. Since each guerrilla group fights in a protracted war, its
officers must be brave and positive men whose entire loyalty is dedicated to the cause of emancipation of the
people. An officer should have the following qualities: great powers of endurance so that in spite of any hardship
he sets an example to his men and is a model for them; he must be able to mix easily with the people; his spirit
and that of the men must be one in strengthening the policy of resistance to the Japanese. If he wishes to gain
victories, he must study tactics. A guerrilla group with officers of this caliber would be unbeatable.
I do not mean that every guerrilla group can have, at its inception, officers of such qualities. The officers must
be men naturally endowed with good qualities which can be developed during the course of campaigning. The
most important natural quality is that of complete loyalty to the idea of people’s emancipation. If this is present,
the others will develop; if it is not present, nothing can be done. When officers are first selected from a group, it is
this quality that should receive particular attention.
The officers in a group should be inhabitants of the locality in which the group is organized, as this will
facilitate relations between them and the local civilians. In addition, officers so chosen would be familiar with
conditions. If in any locality there are not enough men of sufficiently high qualifications to become officers, an
effort must be made to train and educate the people so these qualities may be developed and the potential officer
material increased. There can be no disagreements between officers native to one place and those from other
localities.
A guerrilla group ought to operate on the principle that only volunteers are acceptable for service. It is a
mistake to impress people into service. As long as a person is willing to fight, his social condition or position is no
consideration, but only men who are courageous and determined can bear the hardships of guerrilla campaigning
in a protracted war. A soldier who habitually breaks regulations must be dismissed from the army. Vagabonds and
vicious people must not be accepted for service. The opium habit must be forbidden, and a soldier who cannot
break himself of the habit should be dismissed. Victory in guerrilla war is conditioned upon keeping the
membership pure and clean.
It is a fact that during the war the enemy may take advantage of certain people who are lacking in conscience
and patriotism and induce them to join the guerrillas for the purpose of betraying them. Officers must, therefore,
continually educate the soldiers and inculcate patriotism in them. This will prevent the success of traitors. The
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traitors who are in the ranks must be discovered and expelled, and punishment and expulsion meted out to those
who have been influenced by them. In all such cases, the officers should summon the soldiers and relate the facts
to them, thus arousing their hatred and detestation for traitors. This procedure will serve as well as a warning to
the other soldiers. If an officer is discovered to be a traitor, some prudence must be used in the punishment
adjudged. However, the work of eliminating traitors in the army begins with their elimination from among the
people.
Chinese soldiers who have served under puppet governments and bandits who have been converted should be
welcomed as individuals or as groups. They should be well treated and repatriated. But care should be used during
their reorientation to distinguish those whose idea is to fight the Japanese from those who may be present for
other reasons.
6
In Chapter 1, I mentioned the fact that guerrilla troops should have a precise conception of the political goal of
the struggle and the political organization to be used in attaining that goal. This means that both organization and
discipline of guerrilla troops must be at a high level so that they can carry out the political activities that are the
life of both the guerrilla armies and of revolutionary warfare.
First of all, political activities depend upon the indoctrination of both military and political leaders with the
idea of anti-Japanism. Through them, the idea is transmitted to the troops. One must not feel that he is antiJapanese merely because he is a member of a guerrilla unit. The anti-Japanese idea must be an ever-present
conviction, and if it is forgotten, we may succumb to the temptations of the enemy or be overcome with
discouragements. In a war of long duration, those whose conviction that the people must be emancipated is not
deep rooted are likely to become shaken in their faith or actually revolt. Without the general education that
enables everyone to understand our goal of driving out Japanese imperialism and establishing a free and happy
China, the soldiers fight without conviction and lose their determination.
The political goal must be clearly and precisely indicated to inhabitants of guerrilla zones and their national
consciousness awakened. Hence, a concrete explanation of the political systems used is important not only to
guerrilla troops but to all those who are concerned with the realization of our political goal. The Kuomintang has
issued a pamphlet entitled System of National Organization for War, which should be widely distributed
throughout guerrilla zones. If we lack national organization, we will lack the essential unity that should exist
between the soldiers and the people.
A study and comprehension of the political objectives of this war and of the anti-Japanese front is particularly
important for officers of guerrilla troops. There are some militarists who say:
“We are not interested in politics but only in the profession of arms.”
It is vital that these simple-minded militarists be made to realize the relationship that exists between politics
and military affairs. Military action is a method used to attain a political goal. While military affairs and political
affairs are not identical, it is impossible to isolate one from the other.
It is to be hoped that the world is in the last era of strife. The vast majority of human beings have already
prepared or are preparing to fight a war that will bring justice to the oppressed peoples of the world. No matter
how long this war may last, there is no doubt that it will be followed by an unprecedented epoch of peace. The
war that we are fighting today for the emancipation of the Chinese is a part of the war for the freedom of all
human beings, and the independent, happy, and liberal China that we are fighting to establish will be a part of that
new world order. A conception like this is difficult for the simple-minded militarist to grasp and it must therefore
be carefully explained to him.
There are three additional matters that must be considered under the broad question of political activities.
These are political activities, first, as applied to the troops; second, as applied to the people; and, third, as applied
to the enemy. The fundamental problems are: first, spiritual unification of officers and men within the army;
second, spiritual uni6cation of the army and the people; and, last, destruction of the unity of the enemy. The
concrete methods for achieving these unities are discussed in detail in pamphlet Number 4 of this series, entitled
Political Activities in Anti-Japanese Guerrilla Warfare.
A revolutionary army must have discipline that is established on a limited democratic basis. In all armies,
obedience of the subordinates to their superiors must be exacted. This is true in the case of guerrilla discipline, but
the basis for guerrilla discipline must be the individual conscience. With guerrillas, a discipline of compulsion is
ineffective. In any revolutionary army, there is unity of purpose as far as both officers and men are concerned,
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and, therefore, within such an army, discipline is self-imposed. Although discipline in guerrilla ranks is not as
severe as in the ranks of orthodox forces, the necessity for discipline exists. This must be self-imposed, because
only when it is, is the soldier able to understand completely why he fights and why he must obey. This type of
discipline becomes a tower of strength within the army, and it is the only type that can truly harmonize the
relationship that exists between officers and soldiers.
In any system where discipline is externally imposed, the relationship that exists between officer and man is
characterized by indifference of the one to the other. The idea that officers can physically beat or severely tonguelash their men is a feudal one and is not in accord with the conception of a self-imposed discipline. Discipline of
the feudal type will destroy internal unity and fighting strength. A discipline self-imposed is the primary
characteristic of a democratic system in the army.
A secondary characteristic is found in the degree of liberties accorded officers and soldiers. In a revolutionary
army, all individuals enjoy political liberty and the question, for example, of the emancipation of the people must
not only be tolerated but discussed, and propaganda must be encouraged. Further, in such an army, the mode of
living of the offIcers and the soldiers must not differ too much, and this is particularly true in the case of guerrilla
troops. Officers should live under the same conditions as their men, for that is the only way in which they can
gain from their men the admiration and confidence so vital in war. It is incorrect to hold to a theory of equality in
all things, but there must be equality of existence in accepting the hardships and dangers of war. Thus we may
attain to the unification of the officer and soldier groups, a unity both horizontal within the group itself, and
vertical, that is, from lower to higher echelons. It is only when such unity is present that units can be said to be
powerful combat factors.
There is also a unity of spirit that should exist between troops and local inhabitants. The Eighth Route Army
put. into practice a code known as “The Three Rules and the Eight Remarks,” which we list here:
1. All actions are subject to command.
2. Do not steal from the people.
3. Be neither selfish nor unjust.
*
1. Replace the door when you leave the house.\fn{ In the summer, these were frequently lifted off their hinges and used as beds}
2. Roll up the bedding on which you have slept.
3. Be courteous.
4. Be honest in your transactions.
5. Return what you borrow.
6. Replace what you break.
7. Do not bathe in the presence of women.
8. Do not without authority search the pocketbooks of those you arrest.

The Red Army adhered to this code for ten years and the Eighth Route Army and other units have since
adopted it.
Many people think it impossible for guerrillas to exist for long in the enemy’s rear. Such a belief reveals lack
of comprehension of the relationship that should exist between the people and the troops. The former may be
likened to water and the latter to the fish who inhabit it. How may it be said that these two cannot exist together?
It is only undisciplined troops who make the people their enemies and who, like the fish out of its native element,
cannot live.
We further our mission of destroying the enemy by propagandizing his troops, by treating his captured soldiers
with consideration, and by caring for those of his wounded who fall into our hands. If we fail in these respects, we
strengthen the solidarity of our enemy.
7
It has been definitely decided that, in the strategy of our war against Japan, guerrilla strategy must be auxiliary
to fundamental orthodox methods. If this were a small country, guerrilla activities could be carried out close to the
scene of operations of the regular army and directly complementary to them. In such a case, there would be no
question of guerrilla strategy as such. Nor would the question arise if our country were as strong as Russia, for
example, and able speedily to eject an invader. The question exists because China, a weak country of vast size,
has today progressed to the point where it has become possible to adopt the policy of a protracted war
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characterized by guerrilla operations. Although these may at first glance seem to be abnormal or heterodox, such
is not actually the case.
Because Japanese military power is inadequate, much of the territory her armies have overrun is without
sufficient garrison troops. Under such circumstances the primary functions of guerrillas are three: first, to conduct
a war on exterior lines, that is, in the rear of the enemy; second, to establish bases; and, last, to extend the war
areas. Thus, guerrilla participation in the war is not merely a matter of purely local guerrilla tactics but involves
strategical considerations.
Such war, with its vast time and space factors, establishes a new military process, the focal point of which is
China today. The Japanese are apparently attempting to recall a past that saw the Yuan extinguish the Sung and the
Ch’ing conquer the Ming;\fn{Mao mentions four Chinese dynasties here:H } that witnessed the extension of the British
Empire to North America and India; that saw the Latins\fn{ Spain and Portugal:H} overrun Central and South
America. As far as China today is concerned, such dreams of conquest are fantastic and without reality. Today’s
China is better equipped than was the China of yesterday, and a new type of guerrilla hostilities is a part of that
equipment. If our enemy fails to take these facts into consideration and makes too optimistic an estimate of the
situation, he courts disaster.
*
Though the strategy of guerrillas is inseparable from war strategy as a whole, the actual conduct of these
hostilities differs from the conduct of orthodox operations. Each type of warfare has methods peculiar to itself,
and methods suitable to regular warfare cannot be applied with success to the special situations that confront
guerrillas.
Before we treat the practical aspects of guerrilla war, it might be well to recall the fundamental axiom of
combat on which all military action is based. This can be stated:
“Conservation of one’s own strength; destruction of enemy strength.”
A military policy based on this axiom is consonant with a national policy directed towards the building of a
free and prosperous Chinese state and the destruction of Japanese imperialism. It is in furtherance of this policy
that government applies its military strength. Is the sacrifice demanded by war in conflict with the idea of selfpreservation? Not at all. The sacrifices demanded are necessary both to destroy the enemy and to preserve
ourselves; the sacrifice of a part of the people is necessary to preserve the whole. All the considerations of
military action are derived from this axiom. Its application is as apparent in all tactical and strategical conceptions
as it is in the simple case of the soldier who shoots at his enemy from a covered position.
*
All guerrilla units start from nothing and grow. What methods should we select to ensure the conservation and
development of our own strength and the destruction of that of the enemy? The essential requirements are the six
listed below:
1. Retention of the initiative; alertness; carefully planned tactical attacks in a war of strategical defense; tactical speed in a war strategically
protracted; tactical operations on exterior lines in a war conducted strategically on interior lines.
2. Conduct of operations to complement those of the regular army.
3. The establishment of bases.
4. A clear understanding of the relationship that exists between the attack and the defense.
5. The development of mobile operations.
6. Correct command.

T'he enemy, though numerically weak, is strong in the quality of his troops and their equipment; we, on the
other hand, are strong numerically but weak as to quality. These considerations have been taken into account in
the development of the policy of tactical offense, tactical speed, and tactical operations on exterior lines in a war
that, strategically speaking, is defensive in character, protracted in nature, and conducted along interior lines. Our
strategy is based on these conceptions. They must be kept in mind in the conduct of all operations.
Although the element of surprise is not absent in orthodox warfare, there are fewer opportunities to apply it
than there are during guerrilla hostilities. In the latter, speed is essential. The movements of guerrilla troops must
be secret and of supernatural rapidity; the enemy must be taken unaware, and the action entered speedily. There
can be no procrastination in the execution of plans; no assumption of a negative or passive defense; no great
dispersion of forces in many local engagements. The basic method is the attack in a violent and deceptive form.
While there may be cases where the attack will extend over a period of several days (if that length of time is
necessary to annihilate an enemy group), it is more profitable to launch and push an attack with maximum speed.
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The tactics of defense have no place in the realm of guerrilla warfare. If a delaying action is necessary, such
places as defiles, river crossings, and villages offer the most suitable cunditions, for it is in such places that the
enemy’s arrangements\fn{His military formations} may be disrupted and he may be annihilated.
The enemy is much stronger than we are, and it is true that we can hinder, distract, disperse, and destroy him
only if we disperse our own forces. Although guerrilla warfare is the warfare of such dispersed units, it is
sometimes desirable to concentrate in order to destroy an enemy. Thus, the principle of concentration of force
against a relatively weaker enemy is applicable to guerrilla warfare.
We can prolong this struggle and make of it a protracted war only by gaining positive and lightning-like
tactical decisions; by employing our manpower in proper concentrations and dispersions; and by operating on
exterior lines in order to surround and destroy our enemy. If we cannot surround whole armies, we can at least
partially destroy them; if we cannot kill the Japanese, we can capture them. The total effect of many local
successes will be to change the relative strengths of the opposing forces. The destruction of Japan’s military
power, combined with the international sympathy for China’s cause and the revolutionary tendencies evident in
Japan, will be sufficient to destroy Japanese imperialism.
We will next discuss initiative, alertness, and the matter of careful planning. What is meant by initiative in
warfare? In all battles and wars, a struggle to gain and retain the initiative goes on between the opposing sides, for
it is the side that holds the initiative that has liberty of action. When an army loses the initiative, it loses its liberty;
its role becomes passive; it faces the danger of defeat and destruction.
It is more difficult to obtain the initiative when defending on interior lines than it is while attacking on exterior
lines. This is what Japan is doing. There are, however, several weak points as far as Japan is concerned. One of
these is lack of sufficient manpower for the task; another is her cruelty to the inhabitants of conquered areas; a
third is the underestimation of Chinese strength, which has resulted in the differences between military cliques,
which, in turn, have been productive of many mistakes in the direction of her military forces.
For instance, she has been gradually compelled to increase her manpower in China while, at the same time, the
many arguments over plans of operations and disposition of troops have resulted in the loss of good opportunities
for improvement of her strategical position. This explains the fact that although the Japanese are frequently able to
surround large bodies of Chinese troops, they have never yet been able to capture more than a few. The Japanese
military machine is thus being weakened by insufficiency of manpower, inadequacy of resources, the barbarism of
her troops, and the general stupidity that has characterized the conduct of operations. Her offensive continues
unabated, but because of the weaknesses pointed out, her attack must be limited in extent. She can never conquer
China. The day will come—indeed, already has in some areas—when she will be forced into a passive role. When
hostilities commenced, China was passive, but as we enter the second phase of the war, we find ourselves
pursuing a strategy of mobile warfare, with both guerrillas and regulars operating on exterior lines. Thus, with
each passing day, we seize some degree of initiative from the Japanese.
The matter of initiative is especially serious for guerrilla forces, who must face critical situations unknown to
regular troops. The superiority of the enemy and the lack of unity and experience within our own ranks may be
cited. Guerrillas can, however, gain the initiative, if they keep in mind the weak points of the enemy. Because of
the enemy’s insufficient manpower, guerrillas can operate over vast territories; because he is a foreigner and a
barbarian, guerrillas can gain the confidence of millions of their countrymen; because of the stupidity of enemy
commanders, guerrillas can make full use of their own cleverness. Both guerrillas and regulars must exploit these
enemy weaknesses while, at the same time, our own are remedied.
Some of our weaknesses are apparent only and are, in actuality, sources of strength. For example, the very fact
that most guerrilla groups are small makes it desirable and advantageous for them to appear and disappear in the
enemy’s rear. With such activities, the enemy is simply unable to cope. A similar liberty of action can rarely be
obtained by orthodox forces.
When the enemy attacks the guerrillas with more than one column, it is difficult for the latter to retain the
initiative. Any error, no matter how slight, in the estimation of the situation is likely to result in forcing the
guerrillas into a passive role. They will then find themselves unable to beat off the attacks of the enemy.
It is apparent that we can gain and retain the initiative only by a correct estimation of the situation and a proper
arrangement of all military and political factors. A too pessimistic estimate will operate to force us into a passive
position, with consequent loss of initiative; an overly optimistic estimate, with its rash ordering of factors, will
produce the same result.
No military leader is endowed by heaven with an ability to seize the initiative. It is the intelligent leader who
does so after a careful study and estimate of the situation and arrangement of the military and political factors

691

involved. When a guerrilla unit, through either a poor estimate on the part of its leader or pressure from the
enemy, is forced into a passive position, its first duty is to extricate itself. No method can be prescribed for this, as
the method to be employed will, in every case, depend on the situation. One can, if necessary, run away.
But there are times when the situation seems hopeless and, in reality, is not so at all. It is at such times that the
good leader recognizes and seizes the moment when he can regain the lost initiative.
Let us revert to alertness. To conduct one’s troops with alertness is an essential of guerrilla command. Leaders
must realize that to operate alertly is the most important factor in gaining the initiative and vital in its effect on the
relative situation that exists between our forces and those of the enemy. Guerrilla commanders adjust their
operations to the enemy situation, to the terrain, and to prevailing local conditions. Leaders must be alert to sense
changes in these factors and make necessary modifications in troop disposi- tions to accord with them. The leader
must be like the fisherman, who, with his nets, is able both to cast them and to pull them out in awareness of the
depth of the water, the strength of the current, or the presence of any obstructions that may foul them. As the
fisherman controls his nets through the lead ropes, so the guerrilla leader maintains contact with and control over
his units. As the fisherman must change his position, so must the guerrilla commander. Dispersion, concentration,
constant change of position—it is in these ways that guerrillas employ their strength.
In general, guerrilla units disperse to operate:
1. When the enemy is in overextended defense, and sufficient force cannot be concentrated against him, guerrillas must disperse, harass
him, and demoralize him.
2. When encircled by the enemy, guerrillas disperse to withdraw.
3. When the nature of the ground limits action, guerrillas disperse.
4. When the availability of supplies limits action, they disperse.
5. Guerrillas disperse in order to promote mass movements over a wide area.

Regardless of the circumstances that prevail at the time of dispersal, caution must be exercised in certain
matters:
1. A relatively large group should be retained as a central force. The remainder of the troops should not be divided into groups of absolutely
equal size. In this way, the leader is in a position to deal with any circumstances that may arise.
2. Each dispersed unit should have clear and definite responsibilities. Orders should specify a place to which to proceed, the time of
proceeding, and the place, time, and method of assembly.

Guerrillas concentrate when the enemy is advancing upon them, and there is opportunity to fall upon him and
destroy him. Concentration may be desirable when the enemy is on the defensive and guerrillas wish to destroy
isolated detachments in particular localities. By the term “concentrate,” we do not mean the assembly of all
manpower but rather of only that necessary for the task. The remaining guerrillas are assigned missions of
hindering and delaying the enemy, of destroying isolated groups, or of conducting mass propaganda.
In addition to the dispersion and concentration of forces, the leader must understand what is termed “alert
shifting.” When the enemy feels the danger of guerrillas, he will generally send troops out to attack them. The
guerrillas must consider the situation and decide at what time and at what place they wish to fight. If they find that
they cannot fight, they must immediately shift. Then the enemy may be destroyed piecemeal.
For example, after a guerrilla group has destroyed an enemy detachment at one place, it may be shifted to
another area to attack and destroy a second detachment. Sometimes, it will not be profitable for a unit to become
engaged in a certain area, and in that case, it must move immediately.
When the situation is serious, the guerrillas must move with the fluidity of water and the ease of the blowing
wind. Their tactics must deceive, tempt, and confuse the enemy. They must lead the enemy to believe that they
will attack him from the east and north, and they must then strike him from the west and the south. They must
strike, then rapidly disperse. They must move at night.
Guerrilla initiative is expressed in dispersion, concentration, and the alert shifting of forces. If guerrillas are
stupid and obstinate, they will be led to passive positions and severely damaged. Skill in conducting guerrilla
operations, however, lies not in merely understanding the things we have discussed but rather in their actual
application on the field of battle. The quick intelligence that constantly watches the ever-changing situation and is
able to seize on the right moment for decisive action is found only in keen and thoughtful observers.
Careful planning is necessary if victory is to be won in guerrilla war, and those who fight without method do
not understand the nature of guerrilla action. A plan is necessary regardless of the size of the unit involved; a
prudent plan is as necessary in the case of the squad as in the case of the regiment. The situation must be carefully
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studied, then an assignment of duties made. Plans must include both political and military instruction; the matter
of supply and equipment, and the matter of cooperation with local civilians. Without study of these factors, it is
impossible either to seize the initiative or to operate alertly. It is true that guerrillas can make only limited plans,
but even so, the factors we have mentioned must be considered.
The initiative can be secured and retained only following a positive victory that results from attack. The attack
must be made on guerrilla initiative; that is, guerrillas must not permit themselves to be maneuvered into a
position where they are robbed of initiative and where the decision to attack is forced upon them. Any victory will
result from careful planning and alert control. Even in defense, all our efforts must be directed toward a
resumption of the attack, for it is only by attack that we can extinguish our enemies and preserve ourselves. A
defense or a withdrawal is entirely useless as far as extinguishing our enemies is concerned and of only temporary
value as far as the conservation of our forces is concerned. This principle is valid both for guerrillas and regular
troops. The differences are of degree only; that is to say, in the manner of execution.
*
The relationship that exists between guerrillas and the orthodox forces is important and must be appreciated.
Generally speaking, there are three types of cooperation between guerrillas and orthodox groups. These are:
1. Strategical cooperation.
2. Tactical cooperation.
3. Battle cooperation.

Guerrillas who harass the enemy’s rear installations and hinder his transport are weakening him and
encouraging the national spirit of resistance. They are cooperating strategically. For example, the guerrillas in
Manchuria had no functions of strategical cooperation with orthodox forces until the war in China started. Since
that time, their function of strategical cooperation is evident, for if they can kill one enemy, make the enemy
expend one round of ammunition, or hinder one enemy group in its advance southward, our powers of resistance
here are proportionately increased. Such guerrilla action has a positive action on the enemy nation and on its
troops, while, at the same time, it encourages our own countrymen.
Another example of strategical cooperation is furnished by the guerrillas who operate along the P’ing-Sui,
P’ing-Han, Chin-P’u, T’ung-Pu, and Cheng-T’ai railways. This cooperation began when the invader attacked,
continued during the period when he held garrisoned cities in the areas, and was intensified when our regular
forces counterattacked, in an effort to restore the lost territories.
As an example of tactical cooperation, we may cite the operations at Hsing-K’ou, when guerrillas both north
and south of Yeh Men destroyed the T’ung-P’u railway and the motor roads near P’ing Hsing Pass and Yang Fang
K’ou. A number of small operating bases were established, and organized guerrilla action in Shansi
complemented the activities of the regular forces both there and in the defense of Honan. Similarly, during the
south Shantung campaign, guerrillas in the five northern provinces cooperated with the army’s operation on the
Hsuchow front.
Guerrilla commanders in rear areas and those in command of regiments assigned to operate with orthodox
units must cooperate in accordance with the situation. It is their function to determine weak points in the enemy
dispositions, to harass them, to disrupt their transport, and to undermine their morale. If guerrilla action were
independent, the results to be obtained from tactical cooperation would be lost and those that result from
strategical co-operation greatly diminished. In order to accomplish theirmission and improve the degree of cooperation, guerrilla units must be equipped with some means of rapid communication. For this purpose, two-way
radio sets are recommended.
Guerrilla forces in the immediate battle area are responsible for close cooperation with regular forces. Their
principal functions are to hinder enemy transport, to gather information, and to act as outposts and sentinels. Even
without precise instructions from the commander of the regular forces, these missions, as well as any others that
contribute to the general success, should be assumed.
The problem of establishment of bases is of particular importance. This is so because this war is a cruel and
pro- tracted struggle. The lost territories can be restored only by a strategical counterattack, and this we cannot
carry out until the enemy is well into China. Consequently, some part of our country-or, indeed, most of it-may be
cap- tured by the enemy and become his rear area. It is our task to develop intensive guerrilla warfare over this
vast area and convert the enemy's rear into an additional front. Thus the enemy will never be able to stop fighting.
In order to subdue the occupied territory, the enemy will have to become increasingly severe and oppressive.
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A guerrilla base may be defined as an area, strategically located, in which the guerrillas can carry out their
duties of training, self-preservation and development. Ability to fight a war without a rear area is a fundamental
characteristic of guerrilla action, but this does not mean that guerrillas can exist and function over a long period of
time without the development of base areas. History shows us many examples of peasant revolts that were
unsuccessful, and it is fanciful to believe that such movements, characterized by banditry and brigandage, could
succeed in this era of improved communications and military equipment. Some guerrilla leaders seem to think
that those qualities are present in today’s movement, and before such leaders can comprehend the importance of
base areas in the long-term war, their minds must be disabused of this idea.
The subject of bases may be better understood if we consider:
1. The various categories of bases.
2. Guerrilla areas and base areas.
3. The establishment of bases.
4. The development of bases.

Guerrilla bases may be classified according to their location as: first, mountain bases; second, plains bases;
and, last, river, lake, and bay bases. The advantages of bases in mountainous areas are evident. Those which are
now established are at Ch’ang P’o Chan, Wu Tai Shan, Taiheng Shan, Tai Shan, Yen Shan, and Mao Shan. These
bases are strongly protected. Similar bases should be established in all enemy rear areas.
Plains country is generally not satisfactory for guerrilla operating bases, but this does not mean that guerrilla
warfare cannot flourish in such country or that bases cannot be established there. The extent of guerrilla
development in Hopeh and west Shantung proves the opposite to be the case. Whether we can count on the use of
these bases over long periods of time is questionable. We can, however, establish small bases of a seasonal or
temporary nature. This we can do because our barbaric enemy simply does not have the manpower to occupy all
the areas he has overrun and because the population of China is so numerous that a base can be established
anywhere.
Seasonal bases in plains country may be established in the winter when the rivers are frozen over, and in the
summer when the crops are growing. Temporary bases may be established when the enemy is otherwise occupied.
When the enemy advances, the guerrillas who have established bases in the plains area are the first to engage him.
Upon their withdrawal into mountainous country, they should leave behind them guerrilla groups dispersed over
the entire area. Guerrillas shift from base to base on the theory that they must be one place one day and another
place the next.
There are many historical examples of the establishment of bases in river, bay, and lake country, and this is one
aspect of our activity that has so far received little attention. Red guerrillas held out for many years in the Hungtze
Lake region. We should establish bases in the Hungtze and Tai areas and along rivers and watercourses in territory
controlled by the enemy so as to deny him access to, and free use of, the water routes.
There is a difference between the terms base area and guerrilla area. An area completely surrounded by
territory occupied by the enemy is a “base area.” Wu Tai Shan, Tai Shan, and Taiheng Shan are examples of base
areas. On the other hand, the area east and north of Wu Tai Shan (the Shansi-Hopeh-Chahar border zone) is a
guerrilla area.
Such areas can be controlled by guerrillas only while they actually physically occupy them. Upon their
departure, control reverts to a puppet pro-Japanese government. East Hopeh, for example, was at first a guerrilla
area rather than a base area. A puppet government functioned there. Eventually, the people, organized and inspired
by guerrillas from the Wu Tai mountains, assisted in the transformation of this guerrilla area into a real base area.
Such a task is extremely difficult, for it is largely dependent upon the degree to which the people can be inspired.
In certain garlisoned areas, such as the cities and zones contiguous to the railroads, the guerrillas are unable to
drive the Japanese and puppets out. These areas remain guerrilla areas. At other times, base areas might become
guerrilla areas due either to our own mistakes or to the activities of the enemy. Obviously, in any given area in the
war zone, anyone of three situations may develop: the area may remain in Chinese hands; it may be lost to the
Japanese and puppets; or it may be divided between the combatants. Guerrilla leaders should endeavor to see that
either the first or the last of these situations is assured.
Another point essential in the establishment of bases is the cooperation that must exist between the armed
guerrilla bands and the people. All our strength must be used to spread the doctrine of armed resistance to Japan,
to arm the people, to organize self-defense units, and to train guerrilla bands. This doctrine must be spread among
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the people, who must be organized into anti-Japanese groups. Their political instincts must be sharpened and their
martia1 ardor increased. If the workers, the fanners, the lovers of liberty, the young men, the women, and the
children are not organized, they will never realize their own anti-Japanese power. Only the united strength of the
people can eliminate traitors, recover the measure of political power that has been lost, and conserve and improve
what we still retain.
We have already touched on geographic factors in our discussion of bases, and we must also mention the
economic aspects of the problem. What economic policy should be adopted? Any such policy must offer
reasonable protection to commerce and business. We interpret “reasonable protection” to mean that people must
contribute money in proportion to the money they have. Farmers will be required to furnish a certain share of their
crops to guerrilla troops. Confiscation, except in the case of businesses run by traitors, is prohibited.
Our activities must be extended over the entire periphery of the base area if we wish to attack the enemy’s
bases and thus strengthen and develop our own. This will afford us opportunity to organize, equip, and train the
people, thus furthering guerrilla policy as well as the national policy of protracted war. At times, we must
emphasize the development and extension of base areas; at other times, the organization, training, or equipment of
the people.
Each guerrilla base will have its own peculiar problems of attack and defense. In general, the enemy, in an
endeavor to consolidate his gains, will attempt to extinguish guerrilla bases by dispatching numerous bodies of
troops over a number of different routes. This must be anticipated and the encirclement broken by counterattack.
As such enemy columns are without reserves, we should plan on using our main forces to attack one of them by
surprise and devote our secondary effort to continual hindrance and harassment. At the same time, other forces
should isolate enemy garrison troops and operate on their lines of supply and communication. When one column
has been disposed of, we may turn our attention to one of the others. In a base area as large as Wu Tai Shan, for
example, there are four or five military subdivisions. Guerrillas in these subdivisions must cooperate to form a
primary force to counterattack the enemy, or the area from which he came, while a secondary force harasses and
hinders him.
After defeating the enemy in any area, we must take advantage of the period he requires for reorganization to
press home our attacks. We must not attack an objective we are not certain of winning. We must confine our
operations to relatively small areas and destroy the enemy and traitors in those places.
When the inhabitants have been inspired, new volunteers accepted, trained, equipped, and organized, our
operations may be extended to include cities and lines of communication not strongly held. We may hold these at
least for temporary (if not for permanent) periods. All these are our duties in offensive strategy. Their object is to
lengthen the period that the enemy must remain on the defensive. Then our military activities and our organization
work among the masses of the people must be zealously expanded; and with equal zeal, the strength of the enemy
attacked and diminished. It is of great importance that guerrilla units be rested and instructed. During such times
as the enemy is on the defensive, the troops may get some rest and instruction may be carried out.
*
The development of mobile warfare is not only possible but essential. This is the case because our current war
is a desperate and protracted struggle. If China were able to conquer the Japanese bandits speedily and to recover
her lost territories, there would be no question of long-term war on a national scale. Hence, there would be no
question of the relation of guerrilla warfare and the war of movement. Exactly the opposite is actually the case.
In order to ensure the development of guerrilla hostilities into mobile warfare of an orthodox nature, both the
quantity and quality of guerrilla troops must be improved. Primarily, more men must join the armies; then the
quality of equipment and standards of training must be improved. Political training must be emphasized and our
organization, the technique of handling our weapons, our tactics—all must be improved. Our internal discipline
must be strengthened. The soldiers must be educated politically. There must be a gradual change from guerrilla
formations to orthodox regimental organization. The necessary bureaus and staffs, both political and military,
must be provided.
At the same time, attention must be paid to the creation of suitable supply, medical, and hygiene units. The
standards of equipment must be raised and types of weapons increased. Communication equipment must not be
forgotten. Orthodox standards of discipline must be established.
Because guerrilla formations act independently and because they are the most elementary of armed formations,
command cannot be too highly centralized. If it were, guerrilla action would be too limited in scope. At the same
time, guerrilla activities, to be most effective, must be coordinated, not only insofar as they themselves are
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concerned, but additionally with regular troops operating in the same areas. This coordination is a function of the
warzone commander and his staff.
In guerrilla base areas, the command must be centralized for strategical purposes and decentralized for tactical
purposes. Centralized strategical command takes care of the general management of all guerrilla units, their
coordination within war zones, and the general policy regarding guerrilla base areas. Beyond this, centralization
of command will result in interference with subordinate units, as, naturally, the tactics to apply to concrete
situations can be determined only as these various situations arise. This is true in orthodox warfare when
communications between lower and higher echelons break down.
In a word, proper guerrilla policy will provide for unified strategy and independent activity. Each guerrilla area
is divided into districts and these in turn are divided into subdistricts. Each subdivision has its appointed
commander, and while general plans are made by higher commanders, the nature of actions is determined by
inferior commanders. The former may suggest the nature of the action to be taken but cannot define it. Thus
inferior groups have more or less complete local control.
183.121 My Childhood Persuit Of Education\fn{by Ch’en Heng-che aka Sophia H. Chen Zen (1893-1976)} Ch’angchou,
Kiangsu Province, China (F) 4
Thirty years ago, at the end of the Ch’ing dynasty, going to school was an earth-shaking event, especially for a
girl. I was the first in my family to go to school, that was why I had to be particularly persistent. Although the
school I went to in Shanghai did not benefit me greatly, one must remember one’s origins. Undeniably, I escaped a
fate as the wife of a ministerial candidate and was able to study abroad because of my diligence in going to
school. And the one who instilled in me this desire to go to school was my uncle Mr. Chuang Szu-chien, who
hailed from Wutsin county.
Of all my relatives, my uncle doted on me most. When I was about five or six years old, my uncle, along with
my aunt and my cousins, moved to Kwangsi to fill a government post. Since my maternal grandmother still lived
in her old home in Wutsin county, my uncle often came back to visit her. My family had rented out our big house
and had moved into the western wing of her compound. (My family came from Hunan originally, but since my
grandmother was from Wutsin, she owned houses in Changchow.)
Whenever my uncle came back to visit, I would wake early in the morning and start nagging my mother to let
me visit him. My uncle liked to sleep in. Arriving in her part of the compound, I would give my maternal
grandmother a hasty greeting and then dash straight into my uncle’s room. My uncle was always in bed. He would
pat the side of the bed, indicating that I should sit there. Then he would begin,
“What shall I tell you today?”
He liked to tell me his thoughts and observations. He had already been transferred from Kwangsi to Canton, a
large trading port where he had many opportunities to come into contact with European and American culture,
especially its medicine. He had great admiration for Western science and Western medicine, and was most
impressed by the American women who had come to serve in China. He often told me about the Western hospitals
and schools he had seen, and life in a modern culture. He always ended his tales by saying,
“You’re an ambitious girl. You should learn from these independent Western women.”
I was a very impressionable child. My uncle’s exhortations made my heart leap into my throat and my eyes
brim with hot tears.
“How can I learn to be like them?” My uncle always replied,
“Go to school! There is a women’s medical school in Canton. You should study medicine there. Are you
willing to come with me to study there?”
Sometimes, my uncle would tell me things—for example, that the world was a sphere. America was
underneath us, and if we looked down at them, the people would all be walking upside down. And that, if we dug
a hole where we stood, and if we kept digging and digging, we would get to America. Sometimes, he would talk
about the world beyond China and the different countries in it. I often listened with eyes wide and mouth agape,
both in amazement at his tales and in admiration for my uncle. When he saw my expression, he would tease me
for being such a country-bumpkin. I am sure that he was actually very pleased that he had such a good listener.
Sometimes I would ask him,
“Uncle, how is it that you know so much?” He would reply,
“You think I know a lot? My knowledge is nothing compared to that of educated people in Europe and
America.” He would then proceed to tell me that he hoped that I could learn more than he had been able to—

696

understanding of the modern world, knowledge of how science could benefit humankind, awareness of the new
responsibilities of a modern woman.
“Know more than you?” How could that ever be? I would never dare to be so bold, not even in my dreams. But
my uncle said,
“It is no great feat to know more than me. A person can only be considered exceptional if he is able to surpass
his parents and elders. Only a good-for-nothing would follow in their footsteps.”
In those days, such ideas were revolutionary indeed. What extraordinary effect they had on me!
We often chatted on and on, stopping only when my maternal grandmother called my uncle to get out of bed
and have breakfast. However, bright and early next morning, even before daybreak, I would be at my uncle’s side
to listen to his stories again. In this way, with each visit of my uncle, my desire to go to school grew stronger.
Finally, it became the dream of my life.
*
When I was thirteen, my father was chosen by lot to serve as a county prefect in a south-western province.
Since it was a very isolated area, I was afraid that once there, I would never leave. For this reason, as well as my
intense desire to go to school, I begged my mother to let me go with my uncle to Canton to study instead of
joining my father, who had already gone ahead alone. My mother was in the midst of packing and preparing to
move the family. She was a wise and good woman, not really opposed to my request, because she knew of my
great aspirations and also knew my uncle loved me and my aunt was kindly. However, she was not happy about
me being separated from her either, because I was still very young. Every time I begged her to let me go with my
uncle to Canton, she would say,
“Let me think it over for a while.”
That autumn, following his visit home, my uncle was preparing to return to Canton. The day he was to leave, I
went with my mother to see him off at my maternal grandmother’s gate. I said to him,
“Please give my regards to my aunt.” My uncle said,
“Aren’t you coming to Canton too? Why don’t you give her your regards yourself?” I turned around to ask my
mother,
“Can I really do that?” My mother said,
“Do you think you can manage?”
“Oh yes!” I then said to my uncle, “I will come go Canton to give my aunt my regards myself.” My uncle said,
“So be it then. A self-motivated girl like you should be able to keep her word.” I said,
“I will.”
As soon as I said that, my whole body felt as if it was on fire and tears streamed down my face. I ran into my
room, put my head down on my desk and had a good, long cry. I didn’t even know myself whether I was weeping
out of joy or fear. Now that I think about it, it was perhaps because I was excited at having made such a serious
decision. It made me feel very much like a grown-up. It was a huge shock for one as naïve as I was, who had
never yet experienced any real emotional upheavals. When children receive a shock like that, what can they do
but cry?
That winter we children left Changchow with my mother, going first to Shanghai, where we had some relatives
who were on their way to Canton. My mother decided to send me off to my uncle’s with them. After a few days in
Shanghai, my mother and my brothers and sisters boarded a Yangtze steamer to go to join my father. I followed
my mother on board and sat in her cabin. She spoke to me with tears in her eyes,
“You’re an ambitious child. I’m sure you will accomplish great things in the future. But you’re still so young!
When you reach Canton, you must obey your uncle and your aunt. You must be careful in all things. You must
write me and your father at least once every week, so I won’t have to worry about you.”
Before my mother even fmished, I was already sobbing so hard I could barely breathe. Seeing me this way, she
said,
“It’s not too late if you want to change your mind and come with me to your father’s instead. There’s still time,
the ship won’t set sail till early tomorrow morning.”
I must have felt very torn at the time. But as for any emotional scars I may have suffered, I can’t recall any
now. What I do remember is that I somehow managed to make the decision to part from my mother after all.
Sobbing the whole time, I kowtowed to her and followed my relatives back to the little inn in a daze. There I spent
the whole night crying, regretting that I had not listened to my mother and followed her. However, there also
seemed to be a kind of force driving me onwards, urging me to pursue my dreams.
*
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I had known my aunt since I was little. Since she was very friendly with my mother, we were all very close to
her. But an older cousin I used to play with and another who was two or three years younger than me had both
died. When I arrived in Canton, there were three younger cousins whom I had never met before, and I became
their older sister. The eldest of them was the second child of the family, like me, so all the servants called me the
“older second Miss”. The three children called me “older second sister”. This may seem insignificant, but in fact,
it was symbolic of the family’s affection for me. I was not just a cousin. I was the older of the two “second
sisters”.
It is clear from this that my uncle and aunt treated me as one of their own. What warmth and consolation that
was for a thirteen-year-old girl just parted from her mother! To this day, my uncle’s and aunt’s servants still call
me “older second Miss” and my cousins call me “older second sister", as in the old days. Whenever I hear it, I
immediately become nostalgic for my childhood years with my uncle’s family and the kindness and affection they
showed me.
All three cousins were born Kwangsi province; my aunt’s servants all spoke the Kweilin dialect, while my
little cousin’s nanny spoke in a Kweilin form of Hunan dialect. My “second dialect” was therefore Mandarin with
a Kweilin accent, which is why there is still a slight south-western accent to my Mandarin.
Not long after I arrived in Canton, I begged my aunt to put in my application to the medical school. In my
heart I knew that I was definitely not interested in medicine, but there were no other schools I could go to. I
thought. it would be better to go to medical school than to no school at all.
However, after I arrived in Canton, my uncle, who had been most enthusiastic about my going to school,
mentioned it not at all. When I brought it up with him, this was how he answered me:
“I’m afraid you’re a bit too young. Why don’t we wait a year? I can teach you myself this year. You must
realize that your level of basic knowledge is too low. I can hire you a tutor to teach you mathematics and other
modern sciences. Isn’t that a good idea?”
It was, of course, because he loved me that my uncle did not want me to go to school immediately. He realized
that I was too young and not ready for medical school yet. Moreover, my educational background was inadequate
and my knowledge of the world was scant. Therefore he wanted to use the year to do some foundation work with
me. I realize now how much care there was behind this. But at the time, I was impatient and naive. I did not have
any appreciation for my elder’s thoughtfulness and foresight. All I wanted was “to go to school.”
After some discussion, my aunt and uncle finally decided to let me have a go at medical school. The moment
my aunt and I entered the building, a woman doctor, a Miss something or other, came out to greet my aunt and
smiled and nodded at me. My aunt spoke a few words to her in Cantonese and she turned and asked me in
Cantonese,
“How old are you?” I replied,
“Thirteen. Fourteen after the New Year.” She shook her head and said,
“That’s too young. Our students have to be at least eighteen.”
Of course I couldn’t understand her at all. My aunt translated for me. Then I said to my aunt,
“I’m young, but I’m willing to work hard. Auntie, please try to persuade her to let me try for a year and see if I
can handle it. Please?”
My aunt translated my request. She said,
“Even if you are able to handle the work, you will still have to study four or five years for nothing. You still
have to wait till you are eighteen before you are considered a regular student.” She then asked me in Cantonese,
“Do you understand Cantonese?”
I tried to answer in Cantonese: “No”, adding quickly, “But I’m willing to learn.”
When she heard my Cantonese, she laughed. She then spoke to my aunt a while longer in Cantonese. After
that, we all stood up; she said good-bye to my aunt, smiled and nodded at me again, and went inside.
Disappointed and hurt, I could only follow my aunt back to my uncle’s.
When my uncle came home that evening, my aunt told him what had happened that day. He laughed heartily
and said,
“I told you, but you wouldn’t listen. Now you are still stuck with me as your teacher!”
My uncle took great delight in teaching young people which was, in a way, my good fortune, because not only
did he teach me himself that year, he hired a man from Hangchow, who was teaching in a Hakka\fn{ One of the
National Minorities of China, with a different ancestral background from the Han, the dominant people of China } school in Canton, to
teach me basic mathematics. My uncle himself often lectured me on human relations and modern hygiene. I felt
only respect and adoration for my uncle and would model myself on his every word.
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For example, he wanted me to go to bed at ten every night and get up at six in the morning. Ah, but how quiet
night-time was in that household! My uncle was often out at social engagements, my aunt started to nod off about
nine, and all my cousins were long asleep. My eyelids would be drooping too, but I never dared go to sleep before
ten because of my uncle’s instructions.
Before I had been in Canton three months my uncle was transferred to Lienchow where he served as a military,
rather than as a civil, officer, in charge of the new army there. I stayed in Canton with my aunt for another three
months before we all moved to Lienchow. My uncle’s responsibilities were very heavy, but every afternoon, he
would find some time to spend teaching me. In his new commander’s uniform, on horseback with two attendents
riding behind, he would rush home just to teach me for an hour, and then he would rush back to work again.
Sometimes he wouldn’t even have time to eat the snacks that my aunt made for him. My aunt was a loving
person, and far from being disappointed, would laugh and say to me,
“See how much your uncle loves you and what great expectations he has for you. He might not have time for a
snack, but he still insists on teaching you. You really must work hard.”
I did not have a heart of stone or of wood. Even without my aunt’s prompting I understood, and I was very
grateful. Although my uncle only taught me from two school textbooks popular at the time, the Common New
Knowledge and The People’s Readers, along with some newspapers and journals, he himself was well-educated in
classical studies and more informed about the new learning than any of my other elders. Therefore, it could be
said that the instruction I received from his conversation was far broader than that I derived from books. After a
year of such instruction, I had journeyed unawares from childish realms to the threshold of adulthood. I had
become more knowledgeable and more self-confident than the year before. In terms of knowledge of the world, I
felt that I had climbed from the bottom to the top of the well.
*
Though things were going smoothly and happily, they couldn’t get me to abandon my idea of going to school.
Finally, my uncle, unable to dissuade me, realized that there was no way to postpone the flight of an eager
fledgling, even though her feathers were not yet fully grown. That winter—exactly one year since I had come to
my uncle’s family—he let my aunt take me with her to Shanghai on her way to visit her relatives.
Before I left, he gave me all sorts of instructions again. He made a particular point of pointing out two of my
greatest weaknesses—crying easily and a lack of perseverance—and asked me to rid myself of these habits. He
said,
“Next time we meet, I don’t want to see that you still cry at the slightest provocation like an ordinary girl. I go
to Shanghai often and I will come see you at your school. I hope next time I see you, you will already have
become a determined and self-controlled adult. I am not worried about anything else. You’re a girl who can forge
your own future.”
The school that my uncle had arranged for me to attend in Shanghai was called the “Patriotic Girls’ School”.
He chose it because it had been founded by his friend, Mr. Ts’ai Chieh-min, and had a good reputation. Since I
didn’t really want to attend medical school, I was delighted at this.
*
When I arrived in Shanghai, my aunt took me to an inn where the family of my uncl’'s friend lodged. My aunt
entrusted me to the lady and went home. But that lady did not know anything, so I took my uncle’s letter of
introduction and went to try my luck at finding Mr. Ts’ai. I kept trying but could not find him. I tried to be patient,
thinking that he surely would come back soon. It wasn’t till many years later that I discovered that Mr. Ts’ai had
already left the Patriotic Girls’ School then. Right at that time, there was a certain new school being established in
Shanghai, and various things drew me there, but that is a separate issue which I won’t go into here.
What I should mention is the fact that I learned absolutely nothing in my three years at this school, except for
English. The English teacher at the school was excellent, but I only realized how well she had taught me a few
years later when I successfully answered many of the English questions in the Tsing Hua University entrance
exam, the first one in Shanghai to select women students. I have to admit that half of my success in the exam and
being sent abroad to study in America was due to the good foundation in English I got from her.
In the third year of the Republic (1914), when I was awarded the Tsing Hua University scholarship for study in
America, I wrote to inform my uncle, who was in Peking at the time. But he had already seen my name in the
newspaper. He immediately wrote me a letter saying,
“When Tsing Hua University started to admit women, I knew that my niece would take the entrance exam, and
taking it, would pass. My niece’s long-held hope for learning has now been fulfilled. You can imagine how
pleased your uncle is,”
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At my uncle's initiative, I had set my mind firmly on the pursuit of knowledge. From the age of thirteen, I had
traversed north and south by myself, blundering about impatiently without accomplishing anything. It wasn’t until
I received the public scholarship from Tsing Hua that I was able to study in America for six years. This was the
only direct result of my pursuit of learning.
Indirectly, however, the experiences I accumulated through hard work and the lessons I learned from my
failures have probably had a far greater and deeper effect on me than my formal studies. My uncle was among the
two or three older persons in life who encouraged me, often rescuing me from the deep waters of disappointment,
and helping me spread my sodden young wings once more on my flight towards the boundless reaches of life.
My uncle often told me that there were three kinds of people in this world: those who were content with their
fate, those who complained about it, and those who shaped their own fate. He hoped and believed that I was the
latter. He also knew that I would be capable of struggling against all the treacherous forces in life.
My uncle understood well my motivation for learning. In one of his letters he wrote:
“I know that my niece’s motivation in acquiring learning has been most pure and dedicated from the
beginning. Those who would learn from my niece’s example should also acquire her sense of motivation.”
How many people could there be who could understand me and believe in me so well and have such high
expectations of me?
*
In the ninth year of the Republic (1920), I returned to China as a professor at the Peking University. My uncle
was also in Peking at the time and I often went to visit him and seek his instruction. We spent a very happy year
living in the same city.
Eventually, I moved south. By the time I returned to Peking, he had retired to his old home because of the
unstable political situation and his weakened health. After two or three years, I went to see him once in
Changchow, on a very cold winter night. I did not realize that meeting would be our last, and not long after that,
my uncle departed from this world. He was not yet seventy.
I had never written parallel couplets for eulogies, but after my uncle’s death, the sorrow which weighed like
lead upon my heart fmally compelled me to write an elegiac couplet in his memory:
He knew me, loved me, taught me, counselled me—my debt of gratitude, deep as the ocean, is yet unpaid.
Separated in sickness, in war, in life, in death—sadly, we weren’t even fated to say farewell.

Although the couplet is mediocre, each word issues from the deep sorrows in our heart. I hope that it reflects at
least a fraction of my love, respect and gratitude for my uncle.
208.36 The Chinese Woman Past And Present\fn{by Tseng Pao-sun aka P. S. Tseng (1893-1978)} Siang Hsiang, Hunan
Province, China (F) 5
There is little doubt that civilization depends much on women, for not only do they make up about one-half of
the world’s population, but also the entire future generation is in their hands for early nurture and training. It is not
too much to say that no nation is higher than its womanhood. A brief study of the Chinese woman will throw
much light on ancient Cathay.
There is evidence that in the earliest times China owed much to the fair sex. Not only was the Chinese woman,
in common with her sisters elsewhere in the ancient world, the founder of the family, but she was also the
inventor of many household things. We were told in Ssu-ma Ch’ien’s history that the queen of Huang-ti
discovered the art of rearing silkworms, presumably for silk weaving; in the Book of Odes we read of women
making garments, shoes, and even practicing the art of dyeing colors.
The influence of a woman in her home, and especially on her son, is repeatedly noted. Thus we read much of
the wisdom of the mother of Confucius and the mother of Mencius. In the Book of Odes, one entire section is
given to eulogizing the queen T’ai Szu, whose good influence on her husband, and indirectly on the state, was
considered one of the prime factors in the founding of the Chou dynasty. Even Confucius, who did not approve of
women’s meddling with state affairs, admitted the importance of their contribution. As a matter of fact, women
were not entirely barred from political activities at that time; we read of Ch’i Chiang, who cooperated with state
ministers in sending off her husband, the Prince of Ch’in, to claim his kingdom; of Ch’in Mu Fei, who made her
husband, the Prince of Ch’in, release her brother, Prince Hui of Ch’in, a prisoner of war; and of Chao Wei Hou,
who was petitioned by her ministers to send her son on an important diplomatic mission. Chinese ancient history
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is full of examples of this kind. Judging from the foresight and wisdom of these women, we gather that they were
as well educated as men.
In the early Han dynasty there were many highly educated women. In the reign of Wen Ti (179-157 BC), Fu
Nil, the daughter of a great scholar, was the only authority on ancient classics, and she lectured to the doctors of
the Imperial Academy, by order of the emperor. About the same time, a young girl by the name of T’i Ying sent a
petition to beg Imperial pardon on behalf of her father. The petition was written by herself and attained a high
standard of literary merit, besides being an exquisite expression of filial sentiment. In the reign of Emperor Ho
(89-105AD), Pan Chao, a sister of the great historian Pan Ku, completed the History of the Former Han Dynasty,
which her brother began but which was interrupted by his death. She was also a teacher to the empress and the
ladies of the court; for them she wrote seven chapters on women’s conduct. Thus we see that at least a woman of
high rank was educated, and there was no prejudice against her taking part in public affairs.
It seems to be a universal rule that when men have established themselves as rulers, they proceed at once to
make laws and evolve doctrines to limit the freedom and power of women. China is no exception to this rule.
Stable central government only began with the Han dynasty. Before that, for about two thousand years, a
feudalistic system prevailed, and the various states were in constant competition or active warfare, which gave no
chance for any theory or practice to consolidate or develop on a nationwide scale. Everything was in its changing
youth.
The Han dynasty (206BC-220AD) marked the close of ancient China and opened a new era. With the state
becoming more stable, men’s predominance over women began to be evident. The Book of Propriety, which
imposes strict discipline on women, was therefore adopted as the authority on feminine conduct. The movement
was so subtle that even such an educated woman as Pan Chao deprecated women’s independence. As a result, the
latter part of the dynasty was devoid of women of genius or outstanding character, though not lacking in women
of conventional virtue.
This state of affairs continued to the period known as the Southern and Northern dynasties (420-580AD), when
China was divided and much harassed by foreign invasions from beyond the Great Wall. The emperors, instead of
attempting to improve their respective empires, or working for the unification of China, expended their energy
and money on luxury and indulgence. The courts were filled with ladies of exceptional beauty, accomplished in
poetry, painting, music, and dancing. Describing a court of the Southern dynasties the well-known poet Li Shangyin said:
The palaces were filled with ladies chosen for their beauty as well as scholarship.
They thus surpassed Chiang An in that he was only chosen for his learning.

The ladies were always devising new plans to capture their emperor’s favor. Various means of improving
physical attraction were invented; among them may be mentioned the beginning of foot-binding, which became a
fetter to the Chinese woman for more than fifteen hundred years and is still practiced in backward districts of
China. With her feet deformed, she was more easily confined in the house, and her interests and pastimes became
progressively more circumscribed, as did her character and intelligence. Her status was no better than that of a toy
or serf of her husband. The Sui dynasty (581-617AD) marked the highest point of imperial luxury and despotism
in China, and it was no coincidence that women’s position sank lower than ever before.
During the T’ang dynasty (618-906AD) favorite wives of emperors constantly got the country into trouble.
The dynasty was known as the dynasty of “Female Perils.” The empress of Kao Tsung, Wu Tse-t’ien, actually
ruled the empire for fifty years (660-705), changed the name of the dynasty into Chou, and established herself as
the emperor of China, using the masculine term. Other notable examples were Empress Wei and Yang Kuei-fei.
The fear of women thirsting for power called forth men’s theories that further restricted what was meant by
maternal duty and feminine virtue. Roughly, they amounted to absolute obedience of women to men,
contentedness in an ignorant and limited life, and utter self-abandonment in the service of the husband’s family.
This tendency reached it highest in the Sung dynasty (960-1276), when the influence of Hindu civilization had
been incorporated with Chinese culture, an influence that was rather detrimental to women’s development.
The greatest moral authority for the last eight hundred years, Chu Hsi (1130-1200), interpreted the Confucian
classics in such a way that an entirely new meaning was put into the Confucian ideals of womanhood. Chastity
and absolute loyalty to one man was made the cardinal virtue of a woman. Everything else must be subordinated
to it. According to him it was a small matter to die of starvation but a serious matter to lose one’s virtue by

701

marrying a second time. Previous to his time, widows or divorced women marrying a second time were quite
common and were recorded without any criticism.
But the Sung scholars never let such a case pass without due censure. Great poetesses of the time such as Li
Ch’ing-chao and Chu Shu-chen were condemned simply because they held different moral views. Orthodox NeoConfucianists would not even read their works. In general, the woman of the Southern and Northern dynasties
was frivolous though accomplished; the woman of Sung was serious and narrow. However, the ideas of womanly
virtue in the Sung dynasty did rescue her from her former position of a mere pleasure-mate to man.
*
With such a historical background, we may consider the typical Chinese woman from three aspects: education,
marriage, and social status.
When a girl is unfortunately born in a poor family, apart from learning household duties, she has no chance of
obtaining a decent education. If, however, she is fortunate enough to be a daughter of a well-to-do man, she is
taught to read and to write under a governess or even a master. She has to learn Confucian classics, poetry,
embroidery, painting, and music, as well as household duties. We read in a poem called “The Peacock”:
At thirteen I could weave silk,
At fourteen I learnt to cut out a garment,
At fifteen I played Kung Hou,\fn{A musical instrument}
At sixteen I finished the Book of Odes and other classics.
At seventeen I married thee.

This is a fair example of an educated girl.
The final destiny of the Chinese woman is always marriage. Unmarried women are almost unknown, unless
the betrothed men should die before the marriage and the girls choose to become virgin widows; or when the girls
renounce the world and take to the veil. The marriage is always arranged by the parents. In exceptional cases, the
girl may be given a choice between two eligible young men. It is not a marriage of mutual love between the
young people themselves, but one of mutual esteem and friendship between the families. The girl is not only
married to the man, but she is also pledged to his family, to serve its aged, to tend its young, and to care for its
various relatives. The man’s family, that is, his parents and relatives, expect a great deal from the bride; so much
so that the customary dowry has become a burden to the richer parents who have a marriageable daughter.
Yet they will cheerfully bear it, for they realize the importance of marriage to their daughter. For the man,
marriage means the taking of a lifelong mate, the perpetuation of his family name, and the continuation of his
ancestral worship.
Important as it is, it is not to be compared with the case of the woman. To her, it is her one and only destiny,
her completion of life, and her meaning of existence. Without marriage she has no status of her own in home or
society. On account of its importance, every marriage is carefully safeguarded and widely published by means of
the so-called six ceremonies and festivals, with as much pomp and show as the families can afford.
After marriage the wife acquires the social position of her husband. If in due course she should have a son,
then her status is further raised. If she fails to do so her lot is riot to be envied. The very object of marriage itself
is, in theory at least, to keep up the family line. Formerly a wife could be divorced on account of sterility; now,
however, this is rarely done. On the other hand, the husband can take secondary wives as an alternative.
If she is still more unfortunate as to lose her husband without an issue, then she is indeed to be pitied. She is
more often than not subject to maltreatment by her husband’s clan. They may insist on her adopting a son of the
same name. If her husband should have died rich, then many will be the quarrels, and bitter will be the feelings
among the different branches of the family; some would wish to give him an heir, and some would object to
others giving him an heir.
The crux of the matter is that she has no rights of her own, but only those of a wife or mother. The doctrine that
a woman before marriage must identify her fate with that of her father, after marriage with that of her husband,
and after the death of her husband with that of her son, is still largely true in conservative families.
Yet the married woman is not without power or prestige in her home. She has control over her children and her
daughters-in-law. She is the helpmate and companion of her husband, though often she is not educated enough to
use this right. There is no such strong prejudice against a woman having a share in her husband’s public work as
exists in Japan. As compared with her Indian sister, the Chinese woman is certainly immeasurably better off,
especially in the case of a widow. A Chinese widow has at least the rights of a mother, since she would be given
an adopted son even if she has none of her own.
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The stunted growth of Chinese womanhood may be said to owe its origin to the psychological suggestion of
society that a virtuous woman should be obedient, quiet, self-effacing, and ignorant, devoting herself only to the
service of the family. There is no actual persecution or suppression of feminine activities. A woman under such
hypnotic suggestion really does feel that only by striving after such an ideal can she find her true self. The result is
that the woman who brings herself forward to the public eye is generally bold or even dangerous in seeking selfgratification.
Empress Wu Tse-t’ien, mentioned before, and the famous empress dowager of the Manchu dynasty are good
examples. It is therefore small wonder that anti-feminists fling these cases up as arguments against women’s
taking part in public affairs. They forget that the best womanhood has been penned up within homes by their
theories of womanly virtue.
*
Within the last thirty years a vast change has come over the mentality and the status of women in China. The
nature of the change will be dealt with later on. Four factors made such a rapid change possible. In the first place,
the older ideal of womanhood, being based on psychological suggestion, has no religious or legal foundation. It is
therefore easier to break down. In the second place, the Chinese mind is tolerant and conciliatory. Nothing will be
pushed to the extreme. Any woman who wishes to make herself a public figure is only looked upon with social
disapproval. Society will rarely endanger her life or ostracize her as an outcast to the community. In the third
place, the Chinese pride themselves as rational beings, and will always yield to reason. They are also intensely
practical. The justice and advantage of emancipation of women cannot but win general approval. And lastly, many
of the higher-class Chinese women were educated. So the change was more in the nature of evolution than
revolution.
The instruments that brought about the change are modem schools, modem literature, and the political
revolution.
Early girls’ schools were founded by Christian missionaries, on whom so much blame has been heaped in
recent years that we are apt to forget this great service they have rendered to the women of China. Mission
schools are certainly open to criticism in many important respects, but their attitude toward women has been
consistently liberating. Government and other private schools were opened later on where girls were taught
regular high school and teachers’ training courses. Through education, many of the Western thoughts and ideas on
freedom were introduced. At the same time, literature of all kinds, propagating the rights of women and their need
of emancipation, spread all over the country. The woman therefore became conscious of her personality and
demanded to be treated on the same footing as man, to have access to the knowledge and facts of life, and to
enjoy equal rights with man. These were the fuel that fed the smoldering fire before the Revolution of 1911; when
that came, the fire broke into conflagration. Some women took active part in that political upheaval. The fetters on
women were broken once and for all.
A foreign student of China is simply amazed at the rapidity of the changes, and perhaps above all at the change
in Chinese women. He notices the natural feet and the bobbed heads of the girls, the free mixing of the sexes, and
the freedom and ease with which women appear in public. These facts, remarkable as they are, only indicate some
outward signs of the inward changes in the mentality of the women themselves, and of society at large. Briefly,
these changes are as follows:
The first and most important one is the change in moral conception. The old moral codes have undergone a
thorough metamorphosis. Though filial piety is still considered the highest virtue, blind obedience to parents is no
longer upheld. Chastity has received a new meaning, in that an element of love is taken into account. Women
demand to be judged by the same moral standard as men. Monogamy is recognized as the right form of marriage.
Sexual taboo is becoming a thing of the past, and problems of sex and love are frankly studied. A woman does not
lose her individuality after marriage; she retains her profession, political views, and property. Very often she keeps
her maiden name, simply because she demands to be somebody in her own right, independent of her father,
husband, or son. Marriage is looked upon as an institution founded on mutual love and help, rather than a onesided surrender of the woman to the man; it is only natural that divorce should be allowed when the basis of love
and mutual help is gone. In fact, a marriage can be dissolved by mutual consent on account of incompatibility of
temperaments, without even going through the law courts. How different from the old idea of a woman’s loyalty
to one man!
The second is the change in the outlook on life. The modern Chinese woman is not content to live a life in the
home only. She has a mission to fulfill and a contribution to make to China. The desire for higher education, the
seeking of a profession, and the demand for suffrage are some results of this outlook. In short, she has discovered
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the vast potentiality of life and will not be satisfied until she has lived her life to the fullest extent. Though she
realizes the importance of the home, she will not allow it to fill the whole of her horizon. She endeavors to be a
worthy citizen, as well as a loving wife and good mother.
The third is the change in social status. As subjectively the woman has changed her moral standard and outlook
on life, so objectively society has begun to treat her differently. On the whole, Chinese men-folk have taken the
changed position of women sympathetically, and in a reasonable spirit, and thinking men are giving the women’s
movement much help and encouragement. They realize that it is only by uplifting, educating, and emancipating
Chinese women that China can be saved. There is no use in planning all sorts of reform when about one-half of
the nation’s population is ignorant of even the most rudimentary facts and principles of life.
Hence in political, educational, and business circles, men and women have worked side by side without
prejudice or friction. Compared with the women of the West, who had to fight hard for their rights of education,
profession, and suffrage, the women of China gained theirs at very little cost. The difficulty lies not in men’s
opposition but in the women themselves.
From the above changes we glean some idea of a modem Chinese woman, free in mind and behavior, eager to
learn and to serve, seeking to work out the destiny of her people, and striving to set right the social and economic
wrongs of her nation. But she is not without grave problems confronting her, in spite of the help and
encouragement of her countrymen.
It is difficult to define freedom, to know exactly where individual freedom ceases and social restriction begins,
or to draw the line where liberty becomes license. It requires the highest idealism and the best judgment to
maintain this delicate balance in the use of liberty. Some of the farsighted reformers are already perceiving a
tendency to misuse this undefined liberty by some of the modern Chinese girls. The problem, then, is how to get
the freedom for developing oneself and at the same time to keep in view the good of all.
Though there are many girls’ schools in China today, a thorough study of girls’ requirements in life is lacking.
Therefore the proper kind of curricula and school life for girls have not been designed. The girls’ schools are
simply replicas of boys’ schools, with a few subjects such as needlework, cookery, theoretical domestic science,
and so forth thrown in haphazardly. These subjects are usually given an insignificant position and allowed the
minimum of time, often neglected by teachers, and despised by students. Thus the girls leave school without any
idea of homemaking. Moreover, they are apt to develop a wrong notion of the equality of the sexes. Instead of
realizing that true equality lies in each developing along its own line, they try to approximate the male standard of
thought and life, thus turning themselves into pseudo-males. This is a serious problem indeed, and it can only be
solved by women themselves.
Another problem is how to make education for modern girls a practical and living thing. They should consider
education primarily as something that enlarges their personalities and enriches their lives. Unfortunately, this is
often not the case. Many a girl desires a diploma as she does a diamond. It gives her better prestige, better chances
in marriage, and something to boast of among her friends. She does not make any practical use of her knowledge,
or live up to what she knows to be right. The idea that education is but a stepping-stone to official rank has had
such a degrading effect on Chinese men that we do not want it to contaminate our newly freed women. Let them
be educated for education’s sake, and let their education permeate their daily lives.
The problem of sex life is a complicated one. Now that a woman is free to choose her mate, the question is
how to exercise this freedom wisely. It is true that marriages arranged by parents are very often miserable, but it is
equally true that a large number also turn out to be successful. Before making a betrothal, the girl’s parents
usually carefully consider the social position, the family, and the suitability of the young man. When a girl makes
her own choice, owing to lack of experience with the world and with men, she is liable to be dazzled by
superficialities, taking no account of the man’s upbringing and social standing. As a result, the couple cannot get
on after marriage; they begin to quarrel and often end in separation or divorce.
When marriage and divorce are both easy, we have the grave danger of destroying the family, and
consequently ruining the future generation. For the family to absorb all the time and energy of the mother is
certainly robbing her of her due; but has the mother the right to deprive her children of their claims? Is it not the
same kind of injustice that she cried out a while ago against her husband, viz., sacrificing one person’s rights for
the pleasure of another? The old-fashioned mother may be ignorant and superstitious, but her very sacrificing life
has inspired many a son to achieve noble deeds and form an exceptionally fine character. To her we owe forever
an obligation for raising such pillars of Chinese civilization. It is well for the modern Chinese women not to give
up the right of motherhood, but to learn something of the tremendous value of maternal love, which, after all, is
the foundation of social morality.
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Loyalty in marriage should be given a fair consideration, not only for the sake of the children, but for the
women’s movement as a whole. A marriage is a serious affair, and a decision should not be lightly reached when
so weighty a matter as the merging of two lives is being contemplated.
A Chinese schoolgirl is inclined to feel that she is so burdened with national and social welfare that she should
devote herself entirely to these and live a single life. She often shuns such subjects as domestic science, child
welfare, or nursing, but chooses others as far deviated from home and marriage as possible. In her profession she
tries to do man’s work. For instance, she will decline to be a school matron or a hospital nurse if she can help it.
But a time comes when sex as a natural instinct will assert itself. A few exceptional women may be able to
sublimate it into some other creative work. The majority will be forced to marry.
Such marriages naturally cannot be very successful. There are still a few others, who, having lost their chances
of marriage, partly through their own obstinacy, and partly through their parents not daring to interfere, develop
into miserable and sour-tempered old maids. Consequently, the problem is how to make our modern women treat
love and marriage rationally, and to give scientific sexual studies due emphasis.
A profession for women is certainly one of the most important factors in their emancipation. Without economic
independence, a woman is not truly free. Although all professions are open to women now, they are not able to
avail themselves of most of them. This is due to the insufficiency of their education in general and lack of
vocational training in particular. Where there is real equality of sexes there is also real competition. Since men are
usually better qualified, they easily oust women.
A well-known publishing house in Shanghai may be cited as a concrete example. The company opened all its
departments to women between 1920 and 1923, and many women were admitted, but gradually most of the
women were replaced by men. They were dismissed chiefly through want of intelligence, inefficiency in work,
and a general lack of earnestness in profession. The company declared that they did not dismiss them because
they were women, but simply because they were poor workers.
This is a serious charge. Until women are really needed on the ground of their invaluable work, the position
they enjoy in a profession on courtesy is false and not enduring. Women, if they take up any profession at all,
must do so in earnest, and with thorough preparation.
Perhaps it is not out of place to say a word here about women’s choice of professions. It is necessary for them
to survey the field and find out what kind of workers are needed before making a decision. As it is, women will go
in for fashionable training without reference to the requirements of society, or to their own temperaments. This is
not only a waste of money and time but a waste of the nation’s potential energy, for many of them will not be
employed at all.
For example, it is fashionable for girls to get into government service, and not to be primary school teachers in
the country districts. As a matter of fact, government appointments are most insecure, and also sought after by too
many competitors, while in the country districts there is a dire need for trained women teachers. Unless women
are willing to do the nation’s spade work, and not consider any profession infra dig, so long as it is useful to the
country, their professional career is doomed to failure.
The question has often been raised whether a woman can have a real profession and run a good home at the
same time. In theory, professional activities can always be pursued by a capable woman with family duties. But in
practice the mother nearly always finds the work, the care, the fatigue, and the mental strain that the home and
children involve so unending and tedious that she is forced to give up her professional zeal.
The modern Chinese woman must try to discover a means of harmonizing her threefold duty to herself, to her
home, and to society. This is certainly a difficult problem to many, but a solution should not be impossible to
some.
The above are some of the difficulties that confront the modern Chinese woman. The writer does not attempt to
offer any solution, but simply to enumerate them. All these problems are real and concern masses of people, and
therefore they cannot be expected to conform to abstract theories. Every step in the women’s movement will have
to be guided and checked by actual facts. It is hoped that what has been said is sufficient for the reader to see that
this is a critical time for the Chinese woman.
China is an old country, tied down by various conventions and traditions, torn asunder within, defeated and
humiliated without; yet she is trying to regenerate herself, to take her rightful place in the family of nations, and to
find her own soul. It is out of this melting pot that the Chinese woman is trying to emerge as a new being. She is
at the crossroads; it is difficult to say which road she will take.\fn{ This writing was first published in Shanghai in 1931}
Will she revert to the old as the pendulum swings back? Or will she throw over all her heritage and become a
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totally new person, unknown to her land, and alien to her civilization? Or will she retain what is best in China and
supplement it with the best from the West?
The third possibility is naturally what we want. To achieve this it is necessary for the modern Chinese woman
not to be denationalized, but to have such a thorough knowledge of the culture and civilization of her own country
that she will personify what is best in them. For then, and not until then, will she be able to reevaluate and make
the best use of those desirable old Chinese ideals, such as maternal love and wifely devotion. With a foundation
like this she can build a superstructure of Western training in arts, science, and philosophy, or anything else she
chooses.
Therefore, for the modern Chinese woman, let her freedom be restrained by self-control, her self-realization be
coupled with self-sacrifice, and her individualism be circumscribed with family duty. Such is our new ideal of
womanhood, and to realize this is our supreme problem.
197.131 Great Possibilities In Christian Literature\fn{by Y. T. Wu aka Wu Yao-tsung (1893-1979)} Kwangtung
Province, China (M) 7
One can hardly overestimate the importance of literature in the cultural life of the Chmese people. It is true that
85 per cent of the population of this great land is still illiterate; it is also true that China cannot boast of mass
production in literature, nor of best sellers that are distributed by the millions. But in the eyes of the common
people, literature is not only a sign of refinement but also a necessity for life. For thousands of years, China had
been governed by scholars; in the old days, the Confucian classics were “musts” even for children; disputes
among people in backward areas were settled by the aged and by men of learning. Even a scrap of paper with
characters written on it was considered sacred and to use it for any purpose other than the one for which it had
been planned, or to destroy it except by burning, was regarded as a blasphemy.
One of the reasons why Buddhism has lived and taken root in China is because it understood this profound
respect for literature and its cultural necessity in the life of the Chinese people. During the T’ang Dynasty
pilgrims went right into India and took back the Buddhist scriptures, which were then translated into classical
Chinese by competent scholars, Buddhist literature, from the point of view of style alone, commands the respect
of even the most learned.
If the above was true of the China of yesterday, it is even more true of the China of today. Aside from the
introduction of material civilization in the form of railways, telegraphs, and so on, the chief way in which Western
ideas have been brought into China is through literature. The period beginning with the “Renaissance” in 1919
was an outstanding example. Writings of great authors in the West such as Dewey, Russell, Ibsen, Nietzsche,
Tolstoy, Kingsley—to name only a few—were feverishly translated into Chinese and greedily devoured by
hungry intellectuals. Later, translations of the works of Marx, Lenin, Engels, Gorky, Turgenev, and A. Tolstoy
swept the country like wildfire among the more thoughtful of the young people. Today best sellers in the West
such as Gone with the Wind, Grapes of Wrath, and Thunder out of China can be read in Chinese very soon after
they have been published in English.
*
Perhaps it has not been sufficiently realized that the Chinese Bible, especially the Mandarin translation, is
greatly respected among educated people in China, including those who are devoted to literary work. The fact is
that the Bible is a masterpiece in literature. For this reason a visitor in China may be surprised to find familiarity
with the Bible on the part of those who feel little attracted by preaching or the type of literature the Chinese
church is able to offer. Such terms as “kingdom of God,” “the Cross,” “Pharisees,” “new wine in old skins,”
“Trinity,” “Adam and Eve” have been very common in current Chinese literature. The writer has many a time
come across Chinese scholars who regard organized Christianity as a reactionary force but who have read over the
Bible carefully, sometimes more than once. The reason is that the Bible, aside from its literary value, has a
message for life and charm in the way it is presented, including even those parts that the sophisticated usually
regard as superstitious.
During the last two years of the war, quite a number of articles and poems that used Christian themes were
written by non-Christian writers. One of these depicted the scene of John the Baptist in prison on the eve of his
execution; another told the story of the life and death of Jesus in words taken entirely from the Gospels; yet
another portrayed Adam and Eve driven from the Garden in rebellious mood; and a fourth elaborated the words of
the two thieves hung by the side of Jesus into a sermon preached to Jesus on the Cross—as a symbol of the
victory of the wicked over the righteous. It is true that these writers resorted to Christian themes partly because of
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the oppressive political situation that was then at its height, but their writings betrayed genuine understanding and
appreciation of the Christian gospel, and this, we may safely assume, had been gained directly from the reading of
the Bible.
The demand for the Bible continued to be great during the dreary years of the war. The total circulation
reported by the China Bible House for the year 1945 was 256,309 volumes of Bibles, Testaments, and Portions.
No other book in this country has such a circulation, neither for a particular year nor year after year continually.
The following excerpt from the 1946 Report of the China Bible House describes the attempt to meet the demand
in difficult circumstances.
“We have used railway, truck, steamer, native cart, boat, and even air transport to fill the many insistent calls
for Scriptures. Part of a badly needed consignment for Chungking was spoiled by water when the steamer on
which they were loaded was badly damaged by striking a hidden rock in the Yangtze River. Many of the ships are
so old that they do not stand up to the terrifying strains of the Yangtze Gorges. About half the consignment was
saleable, while the other half had to be written off as loss due to poor transportation.”
Recently a new translation of the Psalms has come out in classical wen-li style. This was done by Dr. John Wu
at the request of Generalissimo Chiang Kai-shek. The translation was well done except for the fact that
occasionally violence was done to the original in order to suit the style. Since the pai-hua (colloquial) style is in
vogue and is much easier to understand, one wonders whether the new translation will serve much more than as a
luxury to a few high-browed literati. Another production more worthy of note is a new translation of the New
Testament by Mr. Lu Chun Chung and published by Yenching University. This was done from the original Greek
and is considered to be an improvement on the old pai-hua translation.
*
A hymnal was produced in 1936 by a joint committee composed of representatives of six Protestant
denominations. Special mention is made of this for two reasons. In the first place, every hymn in this new hymnal
was translated by a group of competent Chinese scholars, including some experts in music. The words of some of
the hymns were original Chinese productions. The new book is far superior to the old translations, many of which
were done by missionaries with the help of Chinese who did not know English. The Chinese church can be proud
of such a production, which is a sign of its coming maturity.
In the second place, while in former days each denomination had its own hymnal, this Hymns of Universal
Praise has now become the common property of practically all the major denominations, including those who did
not join originally in its production. The spiritual aspirations of Chinese Christians can now find a much more
adequate and unified expression through this hymnal.
*
Books produced under the category of general literature are mostly translations. Among Western authors, two
are most popular: Dr. Harry Emerson Fosdick and Dr. E. Stanley Jones. Dr. Fosdick's “three meanings”—The
Meaning of Faith, The Meaning of Prayer, The Meaning of Service—and his Manhood of the Master were
translated by the Association Press more than twenty years ago and are still having a steady sale. They have
brought many thoughtful young people to the Christian faith. Dr. Jones’ Christ of the Indian Road, The Choice
Before Us, Victorious Living, and Abundant Living were all translated by the Christian Literature Society.
Victorious Living has been especially popular. Some other of the more popular books include You Can Master
Life by J. G. Gilky, Living Creatively by Kirby Page, Mastery of Sex by Leslie Weatherhead, Creative Society by
John Macmurray, A Diary of Private Prayer by John Baillie and Chnstian Faith and Democracy by Gregory
Vlastos.
Original works by Chinese Christian writers have been few. T. C. Chao’s Life of Jesus has had a good
reception. His more recent works are An Interpretation of Christianity and Life of St. Paul, both of which are
being published by the Association Press. Mr. L. C. Wu’s Christianity and Chinese Culture and Moti and Jesus,
W. T. Chu’s Christiantiy and Literature, C. H. Wang’s History of Christianity in China and Y. T. Wu’s No Man
Hath Seen God are among the more outstanding publications during the last ten years.
It should be pointed out that very few of the translated works are well suited to Chinese readers, for the
originals are written with their own reading constituency in view. On the other hand, very few Chinese writers
have the training, experience, or time to engage in original writings. This problem must somehow be solved if
literature is to take the important place it should take in the life of the Chinese church.
Two types of literature that are in great need are novels and dramas. They are lighter and easier to read and
their message makes a more vital appeal. A few attempts at original productions along these lines have been made
without outstanding success. The Robe has been discussed as a possibility for translation, and though there are
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pros and cons as to its merit, it may be translated later. Dorothy Sayers’ The Man Born to Be King, a radio
dramatic presentation that made a great appeal in England, does not seem to be so well suited to Chinese readers
because of the difference of cultural background. Two chapters were translated, one of which was presented on
the stage behind a curtain, but the response was not as good as expected. Novels and dramas are among the best
sellers in the Chinese book market; they attract the more mature as well as very young people. We hope the time
will come when Chinese Christian writers can be as competent as their non-Christian colleagues in producing
works of this kind that will be read by millions.
*
China started her resistance to Japanese invasion in July, 1937. Two years later came the war in Europe and in
December, 1941, the attack on Pearl Harbor brought the war to the Pacific. These events naturally affected the
production and distribution of Christian literature very seriously.
At the earlier stage, Shanghai, the main center of Christian literature activities in China, was still a foreign
settlement and publication work could be carried on fairly normally. It was still possible then to feed Free China
with literature either by shipment via Indo-China and Kunming or by smuggling it through occupied territory—
often with great hazards and personal danger—to the interior. Mr. Myron E. Terry, then working with the
Christian Literature Society, made heroic efforts to relieve the famine for Bibles and general Christian literature in
the isolated areas.
Some societies, such as the Association Press, launched emergency programs to interpret to Christians the
relevance of the gospel in this period of trial and suffering, to report experiences of people who had victoriously
gone through the baptism of fire in faith, and to point out the social meaning of the war and its challenge to us. It
was at this early period that the spirit of the Chinese people was highest and that the Christians were able to rise
up to the situation and bear witness to their faith in deeds as well as in words.
The terrific intensification of warfare in the Pacific following Pearl Harbor, however, created a different
situation. The grip of the enemy tightened and China’s communication with the outside world by sea was entirely
cut off. Shanghai could not remain the headquarters of the major literature societies. Imported paper was no
longer available and native paper was so poor that it strained the eyes to read the printed page. The cost of
production soared with the inflation and distribution became proportionately costly and extremely slow and
uncertain. In many respects China was forced back to the material standards of life that had prevailed before the
invasion of Western civilization.
During the war, Chengtu in the far western province of Szechwan became the center of Christian culture. The
West China Union University played host to four other Christian universities that migrated from “down river.”
The West China Union Theological College also accommodated the Nanking Theological Seminary and the two
operated practically as one unit. The large aggregation of Christian leaders that this situation brought together,
plus the quiet atmosphere of the city, made it an ideal place for Christian literature activities.
After Pearl Harbor, the Christian Literature Society and the Association Press moved their headquarters to
Chengtu. The Christian Farmer, a semimonthly, and the Religious Tract Society were there even earlier. The
Canadian Mission Press of course had been there all the time. In order to cope with the dearth of Christian
literature in West China, the National Christian Council had created in 1940 a special committee in Chengtu to
handle the reprinting of books published in Shanghai. This had proved to be a great help. But after the “down
river” societies moved in, and as difficulties in production and distribution mounted with increasing hardships
caused by the war, the question presented itself: why not try the way of cooperation?
The idea caught the imagination of the leaders of the various societies. They conferred together and worked
hard on the problem for two or three weeks and finally a plan was produced in September, 1942, that was agreed
to by all. The plan had to take into account the differences in theological and social views held by the various
societies. It had therefore to allow for the largest amount of freedom that was compatible with the maximum of
cooperation. It provided for a staff committee that made decisions on matters of policy, an editorial committee to
coordinate programs of production, and a business committee to handle distribution and other business in
connection with the organization. The manuscripts of all member societies had to be presented to the editorial
committee for approval, which was more for record than for scrutiny, and when they were published, they bore an
imprint indicating that it was a publication of this organization but also noting the society that held the copyright.
The organization that this plan brought into existence has been known as the United Christian Publishers
(U.C.P.). The societies that first constituted themselves into the U.C.P. were the Canadian Mission Press, the
Christian Literature Society, the Association Press, and the Christian Farmer. Later the Religious Tract Society,
the Christian Youth, a monthly for middle school students, and the Literature Production Program, which will be
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mentioned in another section of this paper, also joined, making a total of seven members. It was the hope of the
founders of the U.C.P. that this organization should serve not only as an emergency measure to face the war
situation but also as a permanent cooperative effort uniting all the principal Christian publishing agencies for a
comprehensive and coordinated program to meet the needs of the whole country.
The National Christian Council has given full support to the U.C.P. since its formation. In addition to the
U.C.P. there is another body called the Commission on Christian Literature that the N.C.C.\fn{ National Christian
Council} initiated in Chengtu in 1941 for the promotion and correlation of literature work in the whole country.
The appeal for funds abroad for the U.C.P. and the Christian Farmer, for example, goes through this commission.
The commission, however, does not undertake the actual work of production and distribution, which is left with
the U.C.P. and the various literature societies. The N.C.C. in past years, before the formation of the commission,
also took responsibility for calling national literature conferences that brought together workers from different
parts of the country for the sharing of experiences and plans.
*
A new periodical called the Christian Omnibook came into existence as a project of the U.C.P. shortly after its
formation. This is a quarterly of ninety thousand words, each issue consisting of short timely articles as well as
new books of a smaller size or digests of longer ones that supply the need for new reading materials in the most
economical and convenient form. The subscription rate is very moderate and at the beginning the postage was
only sixty cents per copy. The slowness of mail, the difficulty of making small remittances, and the cutting off of
coastal China by the Japanese during the last year of the war, prevented the circulation of this paper from going up
to the large number expected. That the idea of an omnibook meets a long felt need, particularly among pastors,
has been borne out by the many expressions of appreciation that have come to the U.C.P. during the past few
years.
The other periodical started by the U.C.P. is the weekly T’ien Feng (Heavenly Wind). This was started in
February, 1945, when the Japanese threatened to penetrate with lightning speed into the far interior. The country
was facing the danger of a military collapse and the people were in very low spirits. It was believed that
Christianity had a message for this distressing time and that there should be a weekly to spread this message far
and wide. The difficulty of securing an editor with all-round qualifications, and the primitive condition of printing
and distribution facilities have kept the paper from rapid increase in circulation. The original purpose of the
periodical was to present Christian views on current social and political problems, in addition to dealing with
purely religious topics. Because of the divergence of views on these various subjects among the Christian
constituency, the paper is still feeling its way to the happy position in which the prophetic voice can be heard
through its columns without causing sharp dissension within Christian circles. This is not an easy task, but once
this goal is achieved, the paper, as the only Christian weekly in China, ought to become a powerful organ through
which Christian influence can be brought to bear on a country now still in the grip of civil war and looking toward
the problems of the coming period of reconstruction.
*
In the prewar years there was a monthly called Truth and Life sponsored by a group of Chinese Christians in
Peking. The lack of editorial assistance and the smallness of circulation compelled it to go out of existence after
years of hard struggle. The Association Press used to publish the monthly Association Progress, which had great
influence on young people. The Baptists also had a monthly called the True Light, which did splendid work in
defending the Christian faith at the time of the anti-Christian movement around the years 1922 to 1925. The first
full-sized weekly, called Hua Nien, was published by the Association Press after the Manchurian Incident in 1931.
This was stopped after less than two years’ publication. The Christian Literature Society also had a magazine for
young people called Shining Light, which was suspended after the war.
Two other periodicals now published by the C.L.S. occupy a rather unique place. The Happy Childhood, a
monthly, has won the hearts of children all over the country during the past two years. It is well edited and is full
of illustrations. Its present circulation approaches ten thousand. The other periodical is the Women’s Messenger.
Because of keen competition of many other women’s magazines, it has a much smaller circulation, though it is the
only Christian magazine for women. These two periodicals are in their thirty-second and thirty-fifth years
respectively.
The Woman’s Star was a magazine for the home. It was first published in January, 1932, and did not cease
publication until after Pearl Harbor. At that time it had a circulation of seven thousand. This magazine was unique
because it had a limited vocabulary. For the major portion of the magazine it used only eleven hundred words.
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The whole magazine was devoted to building Christian home life and its wide circulation was due to its
cooperation with the N.C.C. Homes Committee and Literacy Classes throughout China.
A special mention should be made of the semimonthly paper Christian Farmer. This was started in Tsinan
before the war; then it migrated to Chengtu and Chungking and, after the war, established itself in Peking as a
project of the North China Rural Service Union. At its height it had a circulation of fifty thousand but the war had
caused it to drop to about ten thousand. As the only periodical for rural people, it has rendered a great service and
is certainly worthy of support. The Christian Farmer also made plans for the publication of books for rural
readers. One or two were printed some time ago, but the plan as a whole cannot be realized without extra financial
assistance. As has been noted already, the Christian Farmer is a member of the U.C.P.
Another member of the U.C.P, the Christian Youth, is a monthly started by an independent group of Christians
in Chengtu for middle school students. It has a circulation of about two thousand. It is still being published in
Chengtu and suffers from the editorial limitations that are common to periodicals in the interior.
A monthly publication of the Religious Tract Society, the Spiritual Life, had a short existence just before the
end of the war. Nothing has been heard so far about its revival.
There has been much talk about starting a Christian daily. The Catholics have had one for many years, so why
should not the Protestants have one too? It is not likely, however, that this hope can be realized soon, for, aside
from financial requirements, it is not easy to make it a real success, or even to agree on an editorial policy, if it is
to have interdenominational support.
*
In 1942 a plan was set on foot for the translation of Christian classics into Chinese. The organization to
sponsor this was called the Literature Production Program\fn{ L.P.P.}. It was started under the joint auspices of the
National Christian Council and the Nanking Theological Seminary. It was hoped that the Catholics would
cooperate in the pre-Renaissance series but nothing more than promises have been secured thus far. The whole
project calls for at least fifty volumes of two hundred thousand words each, including a pre-Renaissance series, a
post- Renaissance series, and a modern series. For three summers during the war a group of ten or fifteen people
went into the mountains to conduct an ashram to carry on the work of translation in a quiet atmosphere. Thus far
the amount of work done in this and other ways has exceeded two million words. Unfortunately the editor, Dr. P.
C. Hau, was killed in a truck accident in 1944 and the work of the L.P.P. has suffered a setback since the end of
the war. As has been mentioned, the L.P.P. is also a member of the U.C.P.
*
In providing literature for women and children in China, the Christian Literature Society has been the major
publishing agency. This may be due to the fact that from its foundation there was a Committee of Women in
Scotland who raised funds to support the society.
The years preceding Pearl Harbor were years of great production of literature for women and children. In 1939
the Christian Literature Society alone put out 35 new publications and 83 reprints in this field. In 1940 it had 29
new publications and 79 reprints. This represents, in each case, something like one third of the total number of
publications for the year and these do not include books that women or children might read but that were not
specially prepared for them.
The books for women were mainly books on parent education and child training, including books especially
prepared for spiritual nourishment, Bible study, and Christian education in the home. Perhaps the most
outstanding book in this group is Christian Home Education, by Dorothy Dickinson Barbour.
Of the books prepared for the rural and less literate women, the five volumes of Mrs. Wang’s Diary have been
most popular. They were written by Margaret Brown, with the help of her Chinese colleagues. In story form, these
books tell how one Chinese countrywoman became a Christian, learned to read, and helped others to learn. At the
same time they relate how she met the family problems in changing China and tried to solve them in a Christian
way. These books have gone into ten editions several of which had three thousand copies.
Of the books for children the most popular have been the picture books. The Pictorial Life of Our Saviour has
ten volumes issued at intervals since 1938.
For the little children there have been attractive books with lovely colored illustrations such as Thank You,
Heavenly Father and Far Round the World.
There have also been a few full-length story books. Most of the latter are translations, but Ah Wang, The
Ricksha Coolie is the most successful of the original stories.
*
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Distribution is a weak spot in Christian literature activities in China. We have already said that 85 per cent of
the population are still illiterate. Even among those who are educated, the habit of keeping up with one’s reading
has not yet been formed. The smallness of income, especially among the clergy, makes it difficult for a large
number of people to spend very much on books and periodicals. Advertising facilities are scarce and generally
ineffective, and very few Christian workers have had any training in the promotion and organization of
distribution.
But the more important factor that makes distribution difficult is the nature of the subjects dealt with in
Christian literature. They usually have a theological tone, with little direct relation to life problems, and the great
majority of the publications are translations of works that were not written with Chinese readers in view.
In spite of the above handicaps, a good deal can be, and has been done. Both the China Bible House and the
Christian Literature Society have well established sales agencies; the former also employs a number of
colporters.\fn{People who distribute or sell religious tracts or books } The Association Press makes use of city and student
Y.M.C.A.’s throughout the country. In Shanghai, there is a Christian Publishers’ Association that publishes the
bimonthly China Bookman, which carries advertisements for its members. This association stopped functioning
during the war but has just been revived.
There is practically no advertisement in the secular dailies and periodicals, but there may be possibilities in this
line of promotion that have not yet been explored. Sales in conferences and special meetings have been conducted
with fair success. The Christian Literature Society used to have members who paid in a certain sum of money and
received new publications in return. The U.C.P., if it grows and receives the support of all the major literature
societies, of course will serve as the unifying center through which effective and large-scale distribution will be
channeled.
During the war, very heroic efforts were made to get Shanghai books into Free China. The Bible Societies,
Seventh-Day Adventists, and Christian Literature Society purchased trucks and sent them overland from
Hongkong and Haiphong to Chungking. The Association Press used commercial means for the same purpose.
Before the fall of France in 1940 as much as a whole carload of Christian literature was sent via the French
railway from Indo-China to Kunming. The railway was cut before the shipment reached Kunming and it was a
most difficult task finally to get it to its destination. When that road was closed, a new one was found whereby
things were smuggled through the Japanese lines in Honan and forwarded to Sian, Chungking, and Chengtu.
Every possible route was tried until Pearl Harbor drew down the iron curtain.
In spite of the inflation and unsettled condition of the country, distribution during the year immediately after
the war was encouraging. Large orders came in from all parts of the country. This was partly due to the loss of old
stock during the war but also partly due to new needs in the field. We can safely predict therefore that given more
favorable conditions, the demand for Christian literature in the coming years may exceed that in any other period
since the introduction of Protestant Christianity into China.
*
V-J Day\fn{Victory-over-Japan Day, the end of World War II; so-called the world over } in August, 1945, caught most
people unprepared; the end had come much sooner than expected. But a greater surprise awaited the people of
China. They had painted a rather rosy picture of the postwar years, but a few months of sad experiences following
the end of the war immediately brought them disillusionment. The taking over of occupied territory and enemycontrolled property and institutions was so rife with corruption and so flagrant in injustice that many people
thought even the Japanese would not have been so reckless. Worse still, civil war broke out between the
Kuomintang government and the Communists toward the end of 1945. Communications were interrupted;
rehabilitation and reconstruction were put at a standstill; inflation brought prices to incredible heights; the whole
country was thrown back into darkness and despair.
The U.C.P., in anticipation of the coming peace, had drawn up a postwar plan that, among other things, hopes
to set up a number of distribution centers throughout the country. The present disturbed condition has made the
immediate realization of this and other plans difficult if not impossible.
But a greater difficulty confronts the U.C.P. When its member societies were all in Chengtu, mutual
consultation and cooperation were simple matters. Now only the Christian Literature Society and the Association
Press are together in Shanghai and the others are scattered in different parts of the country. Some societies have
not been fully rehabilitated and all suffer from the limitation of personnel and resources to cope with the
unexpected situation. All that can be done is to move along slowly and cautiously until some turn of events brings
in more favorable conditions.
*
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There are great possibilities in the field of Christian literature in China today. After eight years of resistance
and with a gloomy work outlook before them, people are in a more receptive mood than ever before. This is the
time when they need faith, hope, and courage, and Christian literature can reach more people with these profound
messages than any other form of evangelism. Given a more vital and comprehensive program of production and a
more systematic and effective plan for distribution, Christian literature may assume a place in the life of the
Chinese church in this postwar period such as was never dreamed of before.
In order to meet these opportunities, the first need is for co-operation and joint planning. We can hardly do
justice to the situation if we remain divided. The United Christian Publishers has taken a right step forward in this
direction and it is hoped that it will move on steadily in spite of the difficulties it now faces in trying to adjust
itself to the postwar situation.
The second need is for charity and tolerance. Our world is changing and it is not always clear what the
implications of the Christian gospel are in a given situation. The gospel itself has so many facets that no one of us
dares to claim that he has understood its full meaning in the present social setting. Cooperation and joint planning
are impossible without charity and tolerance. May we pray, therefore, that in our effort to plan for the future we
may be granted the vision and the grace that will keep us united and loyal to a common cause.
In facing the present challenge, the older churches and mission bodies abroad can be of great help to us. Aside
from the appropriation of needed funds on which much of our present literature work in China is still dependent,
the giving of expert advice on our literature program, the writing of special books to meet our needs, the visitation
of Christian leaders for counsel and inspiration, and the provision of opportunities for training potential writers,
would be especially valuable.
203.53 Excerpt from The Autobiography Of A Chinese Historian\fn{by Ku Chieh-kang (1893-1980)} Soochow,
Jiangsu Province, China (M) 9
… I was born in 1893—the eldest child of the family and therefore greatly beloved of my grandparents, whose
courtyards had not for years echoed with the sound of children’s voices. My family had for generations been
interested in literary pursuits, and I was expected to advance in life by the same path. While I was yet a child in
arms my grandfather taught me to differentiate the ideographs of our language, and I am told that when I was still
confined to a baby-carriage and therefore unable to walk, I could recognize many of them. Whenever my nurse
carried me along the streets my insatiable interest in the large characters on shop signs would cause the merchants
to exclaim I and say,
“He must have brought those along with him from a previous existence!”
At the age of six or seven I was reading some dramas, novels and the easier works of antiquity. Doubtless in
consequence of this I did not play enough, and therefore am not as free in the use of my limbs as I should be; I
find it exceedingly difficult to talk freely and am not trained to excellence in any of the fine arts. In those days
such disabilities were rather respected, but we know now that they frustrate the free develop ment of the spirit and
make for a one-sided personality.
In the midst of the dullness and stupidity of this atmosphere, however, there was one thing that dispelled my
loneliness—a fact that I recall with pleasure to this day—namely, my natural interest in folklore and tradition.
Fortunately my paternal grandfather and step-grandmother were expert story-tellers. The tales my grandfather told
were mostly of a humorous nature like the story of Chu Fu Pao, which is a Soochow version of the Hsü Wench’ang Tales. My grandmother’s stories were drawn largely from mythology, such as the story of the Lao Hu Wai
P’o. Moreover, there were in our home several aged domestics who were skilled in this type of story-telling. I
have vivid recollections, even to this day, of sitting on the door-sill and listening to them rehearse tales from the
Hill and Sea Classic.\fn{A partly imaginative geographical work of the second or third century BC } My handicap in speech
made it impossible for me to remember by practice how to narrate these stories myself, hence I have all but
forgotten them. But I have never forgotten the pleasure they gave me, and once I am reminded of them, they seem
very familiar.
It was also a habit of my grandfather, whenever he and I were strolling along the street or going out to the
country to sweep the ancestral tombs, to explain to me the significance of inscriptions over doorways, memorial
arches, or bridges, that we happened upon. He insisted on telling me the history of each of these, and on our return
home he would write out a list of the things we had seen, each in its proper sequence. In this way I developed a
taste for the most fundamental historical notions, namely, that the things we see before our eyes have not been
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there since the beginning of time but represent the slow and steady accumulation of the ages—a concept that has
been of life-long benefit to me.
*
When I began to read the Analects of Confucius I provided myself at the same time with a copy of the Book of
Mencius, which I read at random. I derived from my reading of the former a fair acquaintance with the great
names of antiquity—information, however, that was rather fragmentary and disconnected. The places which these
names occupy in history did not fix themselves in my mind, however, until I had perused the more systematic
accounto of Mencius, which pleased me so much that I resolved to write out a clear narrative of my own.
The story of P’an-ku hewing out heaven and earth with an axe, and of the old woman and the dog creating
mankind, had become familiar to me through the stories which my grandfather had told me. Thereupon, I set to
work to harmonize these tales with what the books tell us of the legendary emperors: Yao, Shun, and he Great Yü.
I recall how on successive mornings, I arose before others of the family were up, and how by the first beams of
unlight that broke through the window I composed my first story. It began with the creation and concluded with
those words in the third book of Mencius:
“When Confucius died Tzü-hsia, Tzü-chang, and Tzü-yu, thinking that Yu-jo resembled the sage, wished to
render to him the same observances which they had rendered to Confucius. They tried to compel the disciple,
Tsêng, to join them, but he said, ‘This may not be done’,” etc., etc.
Since Mencius had made the line of succession of great moral teachers end with Confucius, I too, in my
history, made it end with Confucius—from which it is plain that I had thoroughly absorbed the historical approach
of Mencius! My little essay on ancient history, written in small, poorly-formed characters, by the help of red-lined
squares (for I had not yet learned to write in the approved style) covered approximately five pages of copy-paper
which I put into my mother’s vanity-box. Calculating back from the books I was then reading and from my
mother’s illness, I find that I was then seven years of age. Unhappily my mother never recovered from that illness
and\fn{In the distraction over her death} the little history was lost.
*
Having in the winter of that year completed my reading of Mencius, my father commanded me to read Tso’s
Commentary to the Spring and Autumn Annals, for he believed that this would be the easiest of the Five Classics
for me to understand! It was his wish that I should first get a good foundation in the less difficult of the classics
and then proceed from these to the more difficult ones.
I read the Commentary with the elation of one who has been carried back bodily to the society of the Spring
and Autumn period (722-481 BC). The figures of Duke Yin of the Lu Kingdom and Duke Chuang of the Cheng
Kingdom became living personages to me. But my grandfather would not assent to this procedure. He said,
“The way to read the classics is to begin with the most difficult ones first. The Odes and the Record of Rites are
the most replete in uncommon ideographs; and unless a child studies these first he will not remember them when
he is old.”
And so, in the spring of 1901, it was ordained that I should study the Odes under the tutorship of an old
literatus. Reluctantly I was compelled to lay aside Tso’s Commentary after reading only one volume.
Although the study of the first verses of the Classic of Poetry diminished, for the time being, my taste for
history, the wonderful subtlety of the lines, the gentleness and geniality of the sentiments there expressed, sank
deep into my consciousness. When, however, I came to the sections known as Hsiao Ya\fn{Songs that had been worked
over by the official department of music } the difficult and heavy phrases piled up before me, until enjoyment of the lines
seriously diminished, and the task became something to be dreaded. … The study of the Ta Ya and Sung odes took
away nearly all the enjoyment that was left, so that I could scarcely imagine why anyone would want to read
them. My tutor was naturally severe with his pupils, but because of his friendship with my grandfather, he dealt
all the more rigorously with me. The more I feared to pronounce the words before me, the more he commanded
me to do so. Whenever I showed inability to get the words out, he would clap his foot-measure violently on the
table beside me; and when I was unable to recite from memory, he would bring it down recklessly on my head.
Perpetually quaking with fear under this regime of sternness and compulsion, I became a confirmed stammerer
so that ever since that time I have never been able freely to express my thoughts by word of mouth. Once,
however, I did take my courage in hand and say to my teacher,
“I was quite able to understand what I read in the Tso Chuan.. why then do you not let me change over to
that?” With a sniff and a haughty air he replied,
“Can a mere child know anything about the Tso Chuan?”
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I put up with the Odes until I had completed them, whereupon my request was granted—before taking up the
Record of Rites I continued my studies by reading the Tso Chuan. My aged tutor, wishing to put to the test what
seemed to him a too boastful request, bade me read that passage in the Tso Chuan telling of Hua Tu’s
assassination of Confucius’ ancestor. He was duly surprised to find that I could construe the passage sentence by
sentence, and said to my grandfather:
“Although the boy’s memory is poor, his powers of apprehension are good.”
It was something to receive this meed of praise from my teacher, but the grim fact remains that he had
sacrificed me on the altar of his pedagogy.
*
I was by nature uncommonly independent and intractable. Although I endured, both at home and at school, an
upbringing that left me outwardly gentle and submissive, my inner spirit refused to submit even to the mildest
compulsion. I desired in every circumstance and in every activity to make my own decisions, and not have to wait
for guidance from others. As I now turn over the pages of the copy of the Four Books which I read in my youth, I
find that, either in the text itself or else in the commentaries, I made many annotations. I discovered, for example,
that Book Six, Chapter Sixteen, of Mencius concludes with the words, “Finally they will lose their nobility of man
as well”; and that Chapter Eighteen of the same book ends with a similar phrase. With this in mind, I wrote beside
the circle that marked the beginning of the intervening Chapter Seventeen, the words,
“This circle\fn{Or mark to indicate a paragraph} should not be here. The next chapter ends with a similar phrase,
showing that the two were originally connected.” Likewise in the second part of Book Four of Mencius (chapter
twenty-four) I came across the sentence which reads: “I\fn{ An archer of antiquity} was to blame”, and immediately
following, another sentence reading, “It would appear as if he were not to blame”. Suspecting that the first
ideograph in both sentences should be the same, but that in the second instance an erroneous one of similar sound
had been substituted, I made the following notation beside it,
“This character I (“it would appear”) should be written like the I (the name of the archer) above.”
I realize now how arbitrary that sort of criticism was, but the incident serves to show that as a youth I was
unwilling to follow blindly the conclusions of my predecessors.
I obtained a better appreciation of the unity of history when, at the age of eleven, I read that digest of earlier
works known as History Made Easy.\fn{by Ssü-ma Kuang (1019-1086)} Being full of independent ideas, I ventured to
note down many criticisms\fn{of Chu His’s Mirror of History,} especially in condemnation of its manifest subservience
to power and authority. We know, for exampJe, that Chang Liang and Ching K’o each tried to assassinate Ch’in
Shih Huang (3rd century BC) but that each failed in the attempt. Nevertheless, the former is designated “Chang
Liang of the Han Kingdom,” 5 while the latter is given the appellation “bandit.” Of course, the reason for this bias
lay in the fact that Tan, heir apparent of the kingdom of Yen, who sponsored Ching K’o’s program, was beheaded;
while Liu Pang, who sponsored Chang Liang, became the first emperor of the Han dynasty.
I developed an uncommon loathing for such partiality in history, and whenever I met it I felt a desire to alter it
in conformity with my sense of justice. Unfortunately the edition I read was one with narrow margins, and small
lithographic print, so that instead of making my notations on the margin I had to write them on slips of paper
which I placed between the leaves.\fn{ But which in consequence were easily lost} Year before last, however, when
rearranging my library, I happened on a note of that period which reads as follows:
The History Made Easy says: “In the Autumn\fn{250 BC} Chi, King of Ch’in, died; and the heir apparent, Chu,
was put on the throne.” But for the winter of the following year it says, “The King of Ch’in died and his son
Ch’u\fn{Same as Chu, above} was put on the throne.” And further on, the explanatory note adds, “Hsiao Wen
Wang\fn{I.e. the heir apparent, Chu, mentioned above} ascended the throne, and after three days died.” Now, if the heir
apparent was put on the throne in the autumn and died in the winter of the following year, he was on the throne for
seventeen or eighteen months. How then can the record say that he died after three days? This is an error on the part of
the historian.

I know now, of course, that my criticism was not justified, because Hsiao Wen Wang could not be formally
crowned until he had passed through the period of mourning for his father. Hence the statement that he had been
put on the throne in a preceding autumn is not a real contradiction. I think this incident is worth recording because
it shows my temerity in raising questions at this period of life.
*
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A few other half-forgotten incidents of my childhood now come to mind. I remember once looking at a ricebowl decorated with pictures of youths flying kites, dancing with dragon lanterns, or shooting fireworks. It was
entitled,
“A Hundred Sons.”
Aware that Wen Wang\fn{12th century BC} was reputed to have had a hundred sons, I concluded that this was a
representation of his household, and determined to investigate the matter. But I was doomed to disappointment;
all I could get from the books with which I was acquainted were the names of Wu Wang, the Duke of Chou, Kuan
Shu, T’sai Shu, and K’ang Shu. In addition to these, the Tso Chuan mentions Wen Chao\fn{And adds that there were}
a total of sixteen kingdoms governed by sons of Wên Wang. I thought it very strange that the descendants of so
famous a personage should be so difficult to trace. Later, however, I realized that the legend of Wên Wang and his
hundred sons had its origin in that line from the Classic of Poetry which reads:
T’ai Ssu\fn{Mother of Wên Wang} inherited her\fn{Mother-in-law’s} excellent fame,
And from her came a hundred sons.

The phrase, “a hundred sons” cannot, of course, be taken literally, being a euphemism much like our, “May
you live a thousand autumns, or ten housand years” or “May your wealth be piled into a thousand granaries and
ten thousand bins”.
At another time I came across the statement—I cannot recall just where—that Confucius had seven teachers.
Investigation of the records proved it to be just so. Of these teachers I can now recall the names of only five,
namely, Laotzü, Shih Hsiang, Ch’ang Hung, T’an Tzü, and Hsiang T’o—the other two I have been unable to
discover.
Observing, moreover, certain discrepancies in ancient posthumous names, I determined to make a comparative
study of these, as found in the Tso Chuan, and write a work entitled A Study of the System of Posthumous Titles. I
found, as a result, that the names Ling, and Yu, and Li do not necessarily carry with them a sinister meaning, in
spite of Mencius’ dictum that persons so styled, “however filial or affectionate their sons and grandsons may be,
they will not be able in a hundred generations to change the designations.”
I once happened on the section in the Han Dynastic History, which recounts the story of the first emperor of
the Han dynasty decapitating the demon Pai-ti on behalf of the demon Ch’ih-ti. It occurred to me that these two
personages could be no other than the\fn{Prehistoric} Emperor Huang-ti, but I could not understand why the
latter was regarded as a man and the former as spirits. Also I could not understand why the names of the Three
Kings and the Five Emperors, as recorded in History Made Easy, did not coincide with the names given in other
historical works. It was only after investigation that I discovered a wide discrepancy in the sequence of the
personages so designated. I do not know how I completed this work of investigation, but I do know that the helps
at my disposal were very few.
*
Our clan name, Ku, was a well-known one in the Soochow region, and can be traced back with reasonable
accuracy to the Han dynasty (206 BC-221 AD). But our particular branch of the family can trace its lineage back
no farther than the Ch’êng-hua reign-period of the Ming dynasty (1465-1487 AD), hailing from a place named
Wei-t’ing. In the preface to our family history a paternal uncle in the eleventh generation, Ta Lai Kung, writes as
follows:
Every human being has his place of origin, but only by accepting the facts of his origin can he enjoy inward peace.
If disregarding those facts, he foolishly permits thoughts of self-glorification to arise within him and says of this or that
famous man, ‘He was my ancestor’, other members of his clan will do the same. The result will be that, contrary to
what he expected, he will in the end be ill at ease. From the fact that he himself is ill at ease, he may surmise that his
ancestors are ill at ease, and if he further will reflect that his descendants will be ill at ease, how can he then allow
thoughts of self-glorification to disturb the peace of mind of his ancestors and of his descendants. … My distant
nephew, Ni Pei, (otherwise known as Ssu Tsêng) did not trace our ancestry to the place, Lu-ch’êng (in K’un-shan), but
to Wei-t’ing—a city not more than a score of miles from Lu-ch’êng. Its farmers occupy the land of some twenty-one
townships known as Ku-Family Harbor (Kuchiang). This is where our branch of the family originated. The most
famous men of this place long ago expressed the belief that we are an offshoot of Wên K’ang (Ku Ting-ch’ên). But Ni
Pei, wanted to trace our line to a reliable, and not to an unreliable ancestry. If there was the minutest doubt about it, he
refused to accept it. It was this emphasis on fundamentals that compelled him to derive our line from Wei-t’ing and not
from Lu-ch’êng.
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I see now that this attitude of doubting what is doubtful and believing what is believable is eminently proper,
but I did not think so in the days of my youth, when such reasoning only impressed me as narrowness and bigotry.
Of course, our clan and the Lu-ch’êng clan were one, what was the sense of regarding them as two!
I stumbled at the time upon another family record which took Ku Yü-hou, who was enobled in the Western
Han period, as our progenitor. It had, in addition, a genealogical table which began with Yü,\fn{ First emperor of the
Hsia dynasty, and controller of the floods } with Ch’i,\fn{Son of the Great Yü} and with Shao K’ang,\fn{ Also an emperor of the
Hsia dynasty} and continued through Wu Yü\fn{ Son of the aforementioned Shao K’ang } and Kou Chien,\fn{496-465 BC,
Lord of the Yüeh Kingdom; he claimed descent from Wu Yü } down to Ku Yao, Prince of Tung Hai, and his son Ku Yü-hou
—a period covering some thirty generations. (I have forgotten now from what source I copied this genealogy;
examination of numerous works has not brought it to light.) The discovery, however, brought me great joy; I said
to myself,
“Now I can write a clear and systematic genealogy of our family beginning with the Great Yü down to my own
person. Did not the Great Yü descend from Huang-ti, and was not Huang-ti the son of Shao Tien? With this
information to begin with, will it not be quite possible to figure just how many generations I am removed from the
family of Shao Tien?” In great elation I turned to my schoolmate and said boastfully,
“I intend to have three seals carved; one will say that I am, descended from Kou Chien, another that I am
descended from the Great Yü, and a third that I am descended from Shao Tien.” With all due seriousness my
schoolmate replied,
“Yours is certainly an old and honorable family!” Thereupon I picked up my brush and wrote into the
genealogy these words:
Genealogies should be planned on a grand scale, otherwise they are likely to omit important connections, and the
clan can be traced back only a dozen generations, whereas it might well be traced back much farther. The genealogy of
our family regards Ku Yün-chai as its progenitor, but as Yün-chai was not the first to bear the clan name Ku, he cannot
be regarded as our first ancestor.

How man’s reasoning can change! Who would have thought that one, who once loved to trace his lineage to
the Great Yü, is now quite willing to relegate that figure to the limbo of mythology! The very methods which Ni
Pei (my ancestor) employed to compile our family history, I now actually employ to reconstruct the history of my
country!
*
For two years of the period in which I attended private school I had no regular teacher. During the first of those
years I studied under my father who was conducting a school north of our city in the home of a family named
Yao. But before long, my father, having passed the entrance examinations to Peking National University, engaged
a substitute and went to that city. But this substitute was supplanted by others, so that by the close of the year we
had seven or eight different teachers, and finally none. The Yao family had treated me kindly; moreover, their son
and I were on such good terms that my own family did not press me to make a change.
During those two years my studies were so light that I was left to do just about as I pleased. I spent the time
largely in purchasing new books, and reading them as I wished; or in purchasing newspapers and writing down
my own comments on what I had read. If there happened to be a meeting, I could go and listen to the lectures; I
could play and romp about or chat with others to while away the time. Those two years sped away with
extraordinary rapidity; never in all my thirty years of study have I absorbed information with so much ease and
pleasure. There was hardly any kind of book that I did not dip into. However vast the world’s knowledge might
be, I felt that I was getting some smattering of it.
It was a time[fn{1900-1910} when China was undergoing great cultural upheaval. Everywhere there were
movements to establish schools, to unbind women’s feet, to build railways, to boycott the United States for her
exclusion of Chinese labor, and to demand the establishment of a Parliament and the promulgation of a
Constitution. The speeches and writings of Liang Ch’i-ch’ao\fn{ For 30 years the leading literary figure of China }
completely capped the times.
I too was caught in this tide, and felt so keen a responsibility for the salvation of my country, that I was forever
discussing current events in the most lofty and animated of moods. Long articles in The Soul of China, such as
Liang Ch’i-ch’ao’s essays “A Rebuke to Those Who Stand Idly By”, and “China’s Bushido”, I loved very much.
In the classroom I was captivated by Ch’ü Yüan’s (343-227 BC) poem “Divining for a Residence”; Li Hua’s (9 th
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century AD) essay “Mourning on an Old Battlefield”; and Hu Ch’üan’s (1102-1180 AD) “Memorial On the
Punishment of Two Traitors”.
In this emotional atmosphere, I came to regard self-sacrifice for the salvation of others as the sole aim of
heroes; and politics and social service as the sole duty of scholars. Whenever my teachers demanded compositions
on classical or historical subjects, I seized the opportunity to touch upon current issues, but was duly reprimanded.
When, however, they required essays on timely subjects, they could not help but express their appreciation of my
skill in that field.
*
In 1906 the local grammar school received its first pupils. The entrance examination required an essay on
“Military Conscription” in which I obtained first place. The moment I entered, I found myself in an entirely new
world. While it is true that in private school I had looked at a few text-books on science, there was no such thing
in the curriculum as actual experimentation. What then passed as science was little different from the essays we
were required to write on the classics and history.
However inadequately the new-fashioned school was equipped, it nevertheless boasted a few instruments and
specimens which made possible a degree of experimentation and collecting. I enjoyed going on what were known
as “educational tours,” in which our teacher of history took us to view famous places and ancient remains, about
which he gave us detailed information; and our teacher of science accompanied us in search of zoological and
botanical specimens—all of which we had to write up in the form of travel essays for our teacher of literature or
reproduce from memory for our teacher of drawing. I feel this very interesting form of physical exercise and the
connection established between the materials of the different branches of knowledge, to be the most congenial
teaching which I received.
But the desire of my haughty and independent nature to expand in new directions gradually developed in me a
spirit of incredulity with respect to my teachers. I perceived that they had no real comprehension of what they
were teaching, because they were, for the most part, incapable of freeing themselves from slavish adherence to the
words of the text-books. I myself was quite able to understand what the text-books said and needed no further
expenditure of effort on their part to clarify the meaning. At the same time, they often proved themselves
incapable of detecting and correcting errors in those text-books.
I remember that our geography maintained that the founders of great religions commonly made their
appearance on peninsulas, citing the names of Confucius, Gautama, and Jesus as examples! The reason given in
each instance was that peninsulas have extensive coastlines and hence are more subject to civilizing influences
from abroad—a comment accepted without hesitation by our teacher. I myself regarded this line of reasoning with
misgivings, for I knew that Chang Tao-ling, the founder of the Taoist religion, was not born on a peninsula, and
that the cases of Confucius, Gautama, and Jesus were entirely fortuitous. Before a coastline could take in
civilizing influences from abroad, there would have to be free and easy communication, which was certainly not
the case in ancient China. In the time of Confucius, on the contrary, communication was more advanced on the
Yang-tze. the Huai, the Yellow and the Chi rivers than it was on the seacoast; and consequently on these rivers
there ought to have been more absorption of civilizing influences than there was on the seacoast. Perhaps it is in
part to this fact that we must attribute the rise of so unique a figure as Confucius, but it had nothing to do with
“peninsulas” or “coastlines”; yet our teacher of geography, having once propounded the theory that great religions
take their rise on peninsulas, proceeded with all his might to defend it.
It is not too much to say\fn{ This book was first published in 1926, when the author was 33 } that our schools are filled
with teachers of this type, who have no intelligible theories of their own, but accept without question whatever is
handed to them. They are content when they have gathered enough lecture material to insure them of food and
clothing for a lifetime, but they are without ambition to pursue investigations of a truly scholarly nature. The
paltriness and vulgarity of such teaching comes home to me every time I think of it.
While I was attending grammar school I took advantage of a two month’s illness to peruse a lithographic
edition of The Twenty-two Philosophers\fn{An edition of the best recensions of the writings of the most famous philosophers of
antiquity, compiled by Yü Yüeh (1822-1906) and printed in 1875 } and the collection of old reprints known as the Han Wei
T’sung Shu,\fn{A compilation of rare documents of the early centuries of the Christian era, printed about 1592, with later supplements }
gaining thereby a superficial acquaintance with the literature of antiquity. When I first saw advertised in one of
the papers, the table-of-contents of the Kuo T’sui Hsüeh Pao,\fn{A monthly journal of sinology published in Shanghai 19051911 by a group of seven scholars with a view to “preserving the best elements in Chinese culture” } the titles of the articles so
captured my fancy that I resolved to buy it.
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But much to my disappointment the bookstores of Soochow did not carry this journal. It was only after I had
entered the Middle School that I prevailed upon a friend in Shanghai to purchase a complete set. The learned
articles by men like Liu Shen-shu and Chang T’ai-yen rather overwhelmed me, for they contained many abstruse
passages that I could not understand. The chief thing that I learned from these, aside from certain new ideas about
racial revolution, was the fact that Chinese scholarship of the past had been carriedon by many conflicting schols
of thought.
*
At the age of sixteen, in the second year of my Middle School course, my grandfather said to me,
“Because of the time you have had to spend in attending the new-fangled schools, you have read only the
Odes, Tso’s Commentary to the Spring and Autumn, and half of the Record of Rites. As a matter of fact the Five
Classics should all be studied; I propose, therefore, to teach you the rest of them myself.”
Consequently, each evening, upon my return from school, I had an extra session with my grandfather—first
studying the Classic of History and then the Changes. For the latter, however, I was unable to work up any great
enthusiasm. As for the History, although I found the grammar and sentence-structure archaic and obscure, my
analytical powers were by this time such that with special effort I could read and understand it. To make even this
casual acquaintance with social conditions in China prior to the Spring and Autumn period (i.e., before 722 BC)
was for me an unusually exhilarating experience. Under my grandfather’s tutelage the so-called “ancient” and
“modern” texts of the History were studied as one work. I had then no idea what a tremendous literary
controversy was involved in those two texts.\fn{ The “modern” text comprises the 33 sections now current—so-called because,
when it was recovered after the destruction of the books in 213AD, it was transcribed into the new, official script then in use. But in the
period 317-322 AD, one Mei Tsê presented to the throne 25 additional sections, supposed to have been in the ancient script, but regarded by
many to have been forged by himself. Thus there arose in China two antagonistic schools different in their emphasis on the classics, in their
attitude toward Confucius, and in their interpretations of ancient institutions } When later I perceived that the questionable

“ancient text” read rather easily and smoothly, as though it all belonged to one school of thought, a few doubts
arose within me. These were heightened when, turning one day to the Hsien Cheng Shih Lüeh,\fn{A biographical
dictionary of eminent men of the Manchu period, published in 1869 } I came unexpectedly on a biographical sketch of Yen Jochü\fn{1636-1704; see note below} who for the first time clearly proved the “ancient text” to be a forgery of the Wei
and Chin periods (4th century A D). I often wanted to read his great work—the Shang Shu Ku Wen Shu
Cheng,\fn{Printed in 1745, one of the greatest achievements of historical literary criticism in the Ch’ing dynasty; its author worked on it
from the age of 28 until his death in 1704, at the age of 68 } in which he demonstrated this point, but the book never came
within my reach.
Yet to comfort myself for this loss, I gathered together, from whatever sources I could, arguments attacking the
genuineness of the “ancient text”, examining the evidence in each case. I was little prepared to find that not only
was the “ancient text” of the fourth century seriously questioned, but the “ancient text” of the Han period as
well.\fn{Referring to the tradition, recorded in the Han Dynastic History, that a number of works in the “ancient script” were found in a
wall of Confucius’ dwelling. K’ang Yü-wei (1856-1927) held that these were forgeries } That same year there was held in
Shanghai an exhibition of work done in the schools of Kiangsu province, which, together with many other
students, I attended. While there, I visited alone the library of the Society for the Preservation of Chinese Culture
and came across Kung Tzu-chen’s (1792-1841) Catechism on the Great Declaration and Hu Ping-ch’ien’s Notes
on the Classic of History.
Now that I had a general conception of these problems, an uncontrollable desire possessed me to stray beyond
the discussions and arguments of former pundits. It flashed across my mind that the Canon of Yao and the
Counsels of Kao Yao\fn{The first sections Classic of History} differed very little in ease and simplicity of style from the
spurious “ancient text”. The thought also came that it might be within my province to discriminate between the
more or less unintelligible views of the Han commentators of those texts.
Sure enough, the opportunity came when I was sixteen, and the “Loyal-to-the-Past School” of Kiangsu
province opened ts doors to new students. As the teachers in this institution were recognized for their broad
scholarship, I registered for the entrance examinations. The question set for applicants was taken from the abovementioned Canon of Yao. I cannot now recall just what it was, but I do remember that in the course of my essay I
severely criticized certain views of the great Han commenator, Cheng Hsüan.\fn{ 127-200AD}
When the list of successful candidates was losted, however, my name was not among them! On the discarded
examination paper that was returned to me, was written in large characters:
“You mistakenly find fault with the explanations of Cheng Hsüan.”
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Having had administered to me this rather serious lesson, I realized for the first time that the power and the
majesty of educational circles are something not to be trifled with!
Had I been able to continue my studies in this fashion, I might by this time have become a specialist in the
classics. But, lacking someone to guide me after my grandfather had passed away and, being drawn more to other
types of literature, I slowly but unconsciously drifted away from the classics as such.
*
Throughout his life my grandfather found his greatest pleasure in the study of epigraphy and the etymology of
characters. For whole days at a time he did nothing but examine ancient incriptions, take rubbings of old bronzes,
or write, for the use of others, antithetical couplets in the ancient seal or official hand. My father and his younger
brother were primarily interested in literature and history, hence the books and the works of antiquity which I saw
in my youth were both numerous and varied, so that I acquired a many-sided knowledge of literature.
But I myself was never greatly attracted to the study of language as such, and while I saw a great deal of my
grandfather’s work, I was never inspired to follow in his footsteps. My own chief nterest was literature, and next
to that the study of the classics. but it was not until later that I realized that it was the historical element in the
classics that really attracted me. Hence the books I purchased were all designed to advance these two interests.
The purchase of books, I may say in passing, had by the time I was eleven and twelve years of age, become a
habit with me; but my interest, at the time, was directed almost solely to recent publications. It was not until I
entered Middle School and there made the acquaintance of friends who loved old books that my affections were
transferred to the latter. Every day, after classes had been dismissed, I hastened without delay to the book-stalls
which, although outwardly of dilapidated aspect, still had the distinction of being the cultural center of Soochow.
In Kuan Ch’ien Lane there were some twenty or more dealers in old and new books and the prices of the former
were very reasonable. Although I was merely a student, at the time, the small sums of money which I managed to
cajole from my grandmother and my father, kept me in daily touch with these book centers. I never visited them
without turning at random to the works on the shelves or else extracting from the proprietor some new
information about books and book lore.
This acquaintance with books naturally led me to the study of bibliography and gave me an intimate
knowledge of the great Catalog of the Imperial Library, the Union Catalog, and the Catechism of Bibliography
by Chang Chih-tung (1837-1909). Even now after the lapse of more than a dozen years, in which I have worked
very little in this field, I can pick up an old book and estimate in general terms when and where it was printed.
Such was my uncontrollable search for knowledge from childhood on. At the age of twelve I wrote an
autobiography in which one of the themes was entitled “Would that I Might”. The first chapter under this heading
began,
“Would that I might be slain in battle on some desert plain and have my corpse wrapped in a horse’s pelt.” The
second chapter began,
“Would that I might climb every famous mountain and navigate every great river in the world.” And the third
chapter read,
“Would that I could read through every book under heaven.”
It was my daily visits to the book-stores that made me long to cram into my mind every branch of knowledge
that the world has to offer. My untamed imagination led me to believe that if only I could buy books on every
conceivable subject, pile them on a table before me, and glance through them at leisure, I should gradually but
inevitably master them all! My grandfather cautioned me that, in the purchase of books, quantity is not the prime
consideration; and my grandmother laughingly remarked that I was possibly as undiscriminating in my selection
as “the blind cat that didn’t even know she was dragging a dead chicken.” But I stubbornly held to the conviction
that it is better to browse widely over the field of knowledge than to be restricted by too great specialization!
The result was that I read many books, but there were few that I read from beginning to end. This desultory
reading was very distasteful to the older generation; they regarded it as an omen of a premature death and a
shortened career! I, too, wanted very much to reform my ways, but the enjoyment that this sort of reading
afforded was stronger than my desire for immediate results. I have often said to my friends,
“I am a poor reader of books; no sooner have I taken up one volume with a view to reading it through, than I
am led to refer to a second, to a third, or even a fourth. And when I have picked up the second, and the third, my
mind is led to still others. Imagine then, what possibility there is of my finishing that first book!”
This state of affairs was disappointing and annoying at the time, but looking back at it now, I can see that there
was something to be said for it. All the while that I was reading a book I was investigating the subject, and these
investigations led me in search of further materials; hence it can hardly be said that I was reading blindly.
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Nevertheless, carried along as I was by my own enjoyment of the process, my investigations were lacking in
conscious purpose. Even though I came across subjects that were worthy of study, I did not cultivate the
perseverance that was necessary to carry the results to completion. That is why those early efforts of mine left
behind them no definite results.
*
The years in the Middle School were years in which my feelings and emotions were utterly untrammelled. And
while the passion for books occupied a good share of my life at the time, it did not dominate completely other
areas of my existence. I loved scenery and travel, I loved literature, and I loved to take a share in political
movements.
The desire for travel seems to have manifested itself when I was still very young, as shown by the vivid
recollections I have of the pleasure it gave me to go out with my elders to sweep the ancestral tombs. The tombs
of our family were not in one place; travelling to some of them involved a journey of three days, coming and
going, during which I would sit in a boat, conscious of nothing but the freshness and loveliness of the outer world.
Whenever we approached a mountain I would take my governess by the hand and insist on running toward it.
How should I know that the foot of that mountain was still very far away, or that it would be impossible for us to
reach it before the canal-boat would be ready to pull off!
But by the time I entered Middle School our wanderings became more extensive, taking us to distant places
within the prefecture or the province in which I lived. No matter where the place might be, I insisted on going as
far as my legs would carry me. Others might be surfeited, or sleepy, or contemplate going back home, but my
spirit pressed ever onward, deeply angered at anyone who interposed obstacles to my enjoyment. Nearly every
Sunday I had an engagement with fellow-students to walk far out into the suburbs and the hills of Soochow,
whose by-paths often resounded to the tread of our feet. Those were the days in which I loved nature and imbibed
a heart-felt delight in the beauties of nature. As I look back on those experiences now, I am conscious that they
were of inestimable value to me.
Mr. Yeh Sheng-t’ao and I were friends of long standing—schoolmates throughout our private, grammar, and
middle school days. He was rich in literary talent; there being no branch of poetry, rhythmic songs, or the
investigation of the ancient seal character, in which he was not proficient. While he never put forth strenuous
efforts to master any of the arts, there was scarcely anyone of them that he did not enliven with his natural
enthusiasm. While I was attending Middle School I was much inflenced by him; and thinking then that I might
direct my studies toward literature, I requested him to teach me how to write poetry and compose rhythmic songs.
Three or four of us, who harbored similar ambitions, organized a Poetry Club with him as our chairman.
Yet, from the beginning, my efforts were stamped with inferiority. First I imagined that this was due to lack of
application. But as time wore on, it became clear enough that in spite of the fact that my emotions burned like
wild fire and were as impetuous as the waves of the sea, my output was weak and powerless. Occasionally I
managed to achieve a few beautiful sentences, but to carry on the whole in that elevated strain I found to be
exceedingly difficult. There were many forms that I succeeded in mastering, but it dawned on me that what I
really lacked was “inspiration”— which is the soul of literature.
For ten years I harbored the vain dream of becoming a creative artist, but only after I had met with repeated
failures did I realize where my talents lay. With weak descriptive powers, and ideas characterized by concreteness
and directness, I was never meant to compose passages marked either by delicacy or subtlety, or by great depth or
solemnity. From that time forward the oyster ceased foolishly to “hanker after the flesh of the crane.”
*
Those years in the Middle School coincided with the period when the Manchu court was turning a deaf ear to
the popular demand for constitutional government. The result was that public opinion leaned more and more
toward revolution, and I, too, was one of the multitude to be swept away by this tendency. The calm and willing
self-sacrifice of men like Hsu Hsi-lin,\fn{ Executed for assassinating the Manchu governor of Anhui Province } Hsiung
Ch’êng-chi,\fn{Executed for assassinating a Manchu naval officer in Harbin } and Wên Sheng-t’sai,\fn{Executed for shooting a
Manchu general at Canton} who lost their lives in the Revolution, impressed me as something worth lamenting with
tears or extolling in song.
After the revolution of 1911 my zeal for the cause mounted yet higher. I fancied that there is nothing under the
sun too difficult for men to accomplish; that the good, the true and the beautiful need only to be advocated, and
they will become actualities. A race-revolution was only an insignificant part of our program. We would not
consider our revolutionary task accomplished until we had abolished government, had discarded the family
system, and had made currency unnecessary!
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Intoxicated as I was with such far-reaching ideals, I was quite prepared, when the opportunity came, to cast in
my lot with the Socialist Party of which, for a year and a half, I was one of the most devoted members, often not
getting to sleep until far into the night in order to perform some public service. Not a few relatives or older friends
cautioned me, saying,
“Why do you associate with those vagabonds and ne’er-do-wells? Their business should be no concern of
yours.”
But criticisms, so evidently motivated by prejudice, made very little impression upon me. I had already come
to the conclusion that gentry, as well as vagabonds, are the products of an evil social order. I felt that the former,
especially, were the means of blocking many a program of reform, and I could not be content until this class was
eliminated.
But after I had attended numerous meetings of the Party, I gradually perceived that the members were not what
they should be. They had no settled policy; and although after we had met and the speech-making had begun,
there was a great deal of fellow-feeling, after the meeting dispersed, all this warmth of affection was lost in the
Land of No-where. They talked incessantly in a stereotyped way, none having any intention of putting his theory
to a practical test. When they had leisure, they merely sat around a long table and prattled aimlessly and cracked
jokes, but with not the least plan for the advancement of their cause.
Even worse, they gambled, drank wine, or visited houses of prostitution. I was by nature a zealous sort of
person who really knew very little about the world of practical affairs. I remonstrated with them, in the hope of
really getting something accomplished, but almost none listened to my admonitions. I had in mind fundamental
proposals for the welfare of the enterprise, but it did not take me long to realize both my own limitations, through
lack of knowledge, and my utter inability to push forward my ideas.
Nevertheless, my comrades looked upon me as a learned scholar, and whenever there was anything of a
literary character to be published, they always asked me to undertake it. The net effect on my life, in this
inhospitable environment, was a clearer realization of the fact that men of this type are, for the most part, doomed
to be followers and not leaders.
It is impossible for them to take on a great idea as their life purpose or to plan out a systematic program. In
other words, my first evaluation of them was certainly too high. As I did not wish merely to be a follower myself,
and was also unable to utilize others for a similar purpose, I realized that it was clearly of no advantage to me to
waste my time in the Party—therefore, I abandoned it.
One fortunate gain to me from that year-and-a-half\fn{ 1912-1913}so recklessly thrown away, was a clearer
recognition of my own talents and of the world as it really is. From that time forward I never again dared join any
group light-heartedly; not because I had lost faith in governmental and social reform, but because such reforms
must, in the end, be brought about by politicians, educators, and trained social reformers. I myself have no ability
to promote anything in that realm, and for this lack I am not necessarily chagrined, for there are other things that I
can do; it is hardly necessary for one individual to be proficient in all things.
During the time that I was thus immersed in Party matters I abandoned my interest in books; and now that I
had also abandoned the Party, I could not help feeling a spiritual void. In 1913 I was examined and accepted as a
student in the Preparatory Department of the Peking National University …
192.146 & China 3.35 Excerpt from The Struggle for New China: “Some Impressions From A Trip To The
Northeast” 2. A Message From The New China\fn{by Soong Ching Ling aka Mme. Sun Yat-sen (1893-1981)} “in what is
now Chuansha, a district of Pudong, Shanghai”, China (F) 21
1
Along with Comrade Lin Po-chu and others, I have recently completed an investigation of New China’s
Northeast (Manchuria). We travelled its length and breadth, penetrating deeply into the changes which have come
about in the people’s lives. What we experienced so inspired me, that I want to report my impressions to the
nation and the world, to report that New China’s future is in the making and our Northeast is leading the way.
This will not be an attempt at an overall and detailed analysis of the Northeast. Rather it will be a brief
summary of those sights and subjects which impressed me most as we covered over 4,260 kilometers of Northeast territory. A total of 54 different places and projects were visited, including seven main cities of. the Northeast,
as well as four villages where land reform had been completed. We inspected eleven industrial plants and one
mine and innumerable welfare and cultural establishments.
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In each place we either heard or were handed reports. In addition, we conducted personal inspections, talking
with the ordinary farmers and workers as well as the heads of industrial and governmental administrations. Thus,
we were able to make an intense, factual and comprehensive study of the gigantic strides being made by the
Northeast. We saw the tremendous improvement in the economic life, the elevation of cultural activities and the
improvement of hygienic conditions in the lives of the peasants after rand reform. We saw how these advances
favorably affected the lives of the city working class and with what enthusiasm they have set out to revive and
reconstruct industry. We also witnessed how thoroughly our government and the Chinese Communist Party work,
how they attack each mistake in search of the truth, how they fully understand the strength of the workers and
peasants and how they mobilize this strength to move on to even greater accomplishments.
*
Even while the fighting of the Liberation War was at its most furious stage in the Northeast, the land reform
was begun. In fact, it was at the very time of the Kuomintang’s peak strength when the people’s forces were
strategically withdrawing, from July to December 1946, that 12,000 cadres were assigned to this duty and sent to
the countryside. Their mission was to start the struggle against the feudal and bandit elements, to establish the
fundamental territory from which the revolution would be consolidated over the entire land.
It was not an easy task, since the reactionary elements were strong. But gradually the peasant masses
understood the significance of the land reform movement and, by the end of 1947, the enemy was routed in the
social and economic sectors of rural life, just as he had begun to suffer devastating defeats on the battlefronts. By
the end of 1948, the Kuomintang military remnants had been cleared from the Northeast, liberating all ten
provinces.
Thus, the way was paved for the consolidation of the land reform and the new life which was to follow.
The farmers of the Northeast showed their enthusiasm for the new life by reaching in 1949 a total volume of
agricultural production equal to 14,500,000 tons of grain (not including two million tons from sideline
production). In 1950 approximately 18,000,000 tons were produced. The 1950 production was 93 per cent of the
1943 figure, the best year of production under the Japanese imperialists. However the average yield per hectare
was much greater than in 1943, and in some sections, Paicheng Hsien of Heilungkiang Province for example,
production reached the 1943 figure.
From my observations, the reasons for this unprecedented upsurge in agricultural output are as follows:
A. The farmers are now the masters of the land.
B. Improved farming methods.
C. Good organization of labor on the farm.
D. The examples set by the model workers, the members of the Communist Party and the New Democratic
Youth League.
E. Government aid to the people in time of adversity.
F. The funds and grain left over after taxes and expenses, encouraging the farmers to produce more.
I would like to deal more or less with each of these reasons.
*
When you first enter a village where the land reform has been a long accepted fact, you can tell this
immediately, by the looks of self-confidence on the faces of the people, by their proud, erect bearing. Their new
approach to life shows all over. The whole atmosphere is one of purposefulness. The villages are busy places,
with the peasants and the family members either at work or studying. The homes and village streets are clean and
neat. It all stems from the fact that the farmer can point out to the fields and say in his measured way,
“It’s mine.”
It seems such a simple way of expressing such an important piece of information! A more graphic way of
expressing the same information is by using a chart. One of the villages we visited is called Yung Kwei. It is
located in Hulan Hsien of Sungkiang Province and you can tell its history in recent years from the figures below:
Distribution of properties in Yung Kwei Village, Hulan Hsien, during the Land Reform
Kind of Class1
Hired Peasant
Poor Peasant
Middle Peasant

Average land2
BLR3 ALR
--0.66
--0.66
0.55
0.67

Average housing
BLR ALF
--0.33
0.12
0.31
0.24
0.38
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Average horses
BLR ALR
--0.16
0.08
0.13
0.35
0.18

Average Carts
BLR ALR
--0.04
0.01
0.02
0.05
0.05

Rich Peasant
Landlord

2.41
3.30

0.66
0.66

0.70
1.62

0.22
0.15

0.42
0.70

0.11
0.06

0.06
0.06

-----

1
Owing to the number of new families movig into the village during and after the land reform, the population of Yung Kwei Village has
been increaqsed from 676 to 772. 2Measured in shang, and in units per person. Shang as used here refers to a “small” shang, which is equal
to 10 mou. A mou is equal to approximately one-sixth of an acre. 3Before Land Reform; After Land Reform.

By this you can see that in the village of Yung Kwei the land has certainly gone to the tiller. The result has been
that in 1949, production was increased on the average of one picul (1 picul = 133 lbs.) for every shang over the
production before the land reform. Similar conditions and similar results were found everywhere we went in the
Northeast.
*
With the basic step of land reform completed, the next step was to improve the methods of production. This
means that in addition to reclaiming unused land and irrigating the fields, long-term and seasonal planning and the
day-to-day work had to be elevated to a scientific level. This has already assumed the proportions of a widespread movement in the Northeast. Deep plowing, generous use of fertilizer, frequent cultivations and harrowing,
level planting and many other new methods have now become standard farming procedure. There is also a healthy
appreciation among the peasants of the Northeast for modern implements, seed selection and protection and
scientific care for the farm animals. Some examples from one of the villages we visited will make clear the
reasons for this mass movement to apply science to agriculture.
Pao An Tung is a village in the Chiao Ho Hsien of Kirin Province. Before the liberation of the Northeast it was
known for its poverty. Now it is renowned throughout the territory, not only for its wealth, but also for its
advanced farming techniques. Here are some statistics concerning Pao An Tung Village:
Statistics Concerning Pao An Tung Village:
1947
# of animals
30
# of impliments
10
amount of cultivated shang
38.6
% of land feretilized
66
total production in piculs
240

1950
42
271
53.06
90.5
700

1

Including foreign-styule plows and one combine-cultivator given as a prize by the Department of Agriculture

The application of new farming methods and new implements has proved to the peasants of the Northeast that
they provide greater yields by far, as we see by the above. We were also given a practical example of this fact by
the villagers of Pao An Tung.
Farmer Chang compared his millet crop with his neighbor Yeh King. Much to his chagrin he found he was
only getting 1.5 piculs per crop, whereas Yeh was obtaining 4 piculs and 50 per cent more stalks for feeding the
animals. Upon exchanging work experiences, it was discovered that Farmer Yeh had prepared his land with the
foreign-style plow and Chang had relied on his old rakes. When Yeh could go into his field and be completely lost
from sight due to the tall, rich millet crop, this became too much for Chang. In a fit of anger he burned his rakes,
swearing never to use such outmoded tools again.
The farmers of Pao An Tung have also learned another valuable lesson. The new methods mean less man-labor
and more animal-labor. For example, from spring plowing through summer cultivation, for every 10 mou of land,
using old-styled implements, they would require 24½ units of man-labor. However, using the new tools, only 10
units man-labour are needed for the job, shifting more work to the animals. Thus, introducing the use of new
implements into all of their work, the farmers of Pao An Tung were able to save 372 units of labor last spring and
summer. This released many of the villagers for other jobs. As a result, they increased their earnings by
¥5,580,000\fn{5,580,000 yuan} for the season.
This does not mean that all of the problems regarding new farming methods have been solved in the Northeast.
Far from it. There is still a great need and demand for technical knowledge and experience. The important fact is
that the farmers realize the great strides that can be made with science as an ally. This is also constantly
demonstrated to them by the activities of the Department of Agriculture.
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For example, in a recent wheat harvest, with the help of the Department’s technicians, one village was able to
thrash 4,000 bundles a day. The very best record the farmers had been able to accomplish previous to this was 300
a day, and that was only with the greatest of effort.
Such practical proofs have had a telling effect on the peasants’ thinking and they are willing to incorporate into
their planning and daily work the results of such exhibits.
There is another important effect that this advanced thinking has. I am referring to its influence on the people’s
livelihood.
The head of Yung Kwei Village, King Chen-ling, told my party,
“Before the land reform, there were only 11 middle peasants and 72 homes of poor and hired peasants. Now
almost 90 per cent of the village is in the middle peasant class. Some farmers, though they cannot afford to own a
horse, yet they have plenty to eat and wear. Their living conditions vary very little from those of the others. They
are called poor peasants only because they have no horses.”
The figures on Yung Kwei Village, as seen in the chart, prove King Chen-ling to be correct. Furthermore, we
found that the resources of the village have increased 40 per cent since land reform and the use of new techniques,
and the peasants’ income from auxiliary occupations has increased by approximately 45 per cent.
When you multiply the progress made by Pao An Tung and Yung Kwei by the thousands of villages in the
Northeast, you can be rightfully impressed with what liberation means to our nation’s farmers, what prosperity
new ways and new tools bring to them.
*
The organization of labor on the Northeast farms we found to be an application pf both science and democracy
according to the principle expressed by Vice-Chairman Kao Kang in March 1950. At that time he said in a speech,
“While nothing should be done to frustrate the initiative of individual economy, attention would need be paid
to the development of cooperation and mutual aid, in order to develop village economy.”
This means that there is an emphasis on the formation of cooperative work groups based on voluntary
participation and mutual help. They are founded and operate according to the conditions prevailing in each
particular district. But also taken into consideration are the planned regional requirements of agriculture and
supplementary production, the demands of the peasant masses and the ability of the organizing cadres. Since this
organization work is rather complicated, the greatest attention is paid to the actual working of these mutual aid
groups rather than how they appear superficially. What is more. they are promoted with the idea of long-term
functioning and linked with such vital segments of rural economy as the ever-extending use of new implements
and consumer cooperatives. The central aims of these groups are to increase production and to prove to the
peasants that working together is always better than working alone.
Every village that we visited had these cooperative work groups. We found them operating with a scientific
division of the labor to be done on the farms and with a rational allocation of labor power. The cadres are most
careful in calculating just how much work can be done by the various implements, by the animals and by the
peasants themselves. Everything is reduced to work units and the number of hours required to complete a definite
task.
The job assignments are made in a most democratic manner. The small group system is used, with each group
responsible for certain work and each group having a leader. Every person in the cooperative is paid for his work
according to labor units and according to the labor appraisal made each day in the group. Their principle is “More
work, more reward”. This whole set-up seems to satisfy everybody and raises the morale of the peasants, giving
them confidence to tackle all sorts of difficult jobs.
The mutual aid teams enable efficient use of labor and thus the land is more intensively cultivated. An example
of this is shown in the following table which traces the production in Pao An Tung Village in recent years.
A Comparison of the Rate of Production Since 1947
Total Production in piculs
1947
240
1948
348
1949
490
1950
700

Average Production per shang
6.5
8.0
8.41
11.5

1

This increase was not significant due to draught in 1949
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We also found that while the small type of work group is prevalent at this time throughout the Northeast, there
are also those activists who want to leap further ahead into the future. These leaders have organized larger work
cooperativcs and brigades. It is worth while to briefly recount the story of one of these to show the advancement
some Northeast farmers are making.
The spring of 1947 saw the preliminary conclusions of the land reform of Pao An Tung Village, and out of this
struggle came a good cadre named Han En. He took the lead, with several others of his comrades, in the
production emulation which followed. Therefore, it was like planting an especially selected seed in the most
fertile soil to suggest to such a man that cooperative work groups be formed. This idea had been put forth by the
Communist Party District Committee. Immediately after, Han En called a mass meeting of Pao An Tung to
explain to the farmers how they could get rich through organizing themselves.
At first this idea did not go over too well, for all of Han En’s enthusiasm and eloquence. One peasant said that
he had two cows and could manage all alone, without mutual help. Others voiced their fears about the land really
belonging to them and the recriminations they could expect for participating in such groups if the landlords should
ever return to power. Others merely shrugged their shoulders at the idea of cooperation, saying,
“The heavens will never let a blind sparrow starve,” or in other words,
“I’ll get help if I ever need it.”
Despite these objections, Han En went from house to house and gradually convinced some of the peasants to
try the idea. He finally got three small groups functioning. Naturally, their production results soon had everybody
else’s eyes popping out. After that, practically all of the farmers joined the work cooperative movement.
At the beginning of Han En’s drive to make the cooperatives succeed, the form of each small cooperating unit
was fixed. There was no exchange of labor between groups. All sorts of work were done within each group,
whether they had enough talent and numbers to handle the job or more than enough of each. This turned out to be
more efficient than individual farming, but it by no means reached the top efficiency.
For example, not every job required all of the labor power contained in each group. In some cases, though
perhaps only five units of labor were required, yet just because there were seven members in the group, all seven
would do the work. This was an obvious waste of labor. It was also a disruptive influence at times since among
the villagers the same type of work received different labor credits, depending on the number of group members,
the time spent and the individual amount of work accomplished. This caused dissatisfaction.
Han En studied the whole problem and thought out a new way of allocating labor. He suggested the
assignment of labor power according to the actual needs of the job. In order to do this it was necessary to break
the rigidity of the group form, making it possible to exchange labor between groups. The villagers of Pao An Tung
tried this new method and it worked out quite satisfactorily. Based on their experience, they decided to continue
the practice of what they call the “Joint Group” system. In effect, it is a small labor collective which allows for
even more scientific planning and direction of the village work.
The results? You will recall I have already mentioned that Pao An Tung received a combine-cultivator as a
prize from the Department of Agriculture, that the villagers have risen from poverty to wealth.
Thus, the farmers of the Northeast have learned the importance and the science of cooperation and good labor
organization. They have seen how it makes for the most effective use of the latest farming methods, how it allows
the individual farmer to exercise the full extent of his creativeness as the member of a group, what a great part it
plays in giving them a better life.
*
It is difficult to emphasize enough the importance of model farmers, Communist Party and New Democratic
Youth League members when analyzing the successes of the rural areas in the Northeast. They have had a most
profound influence on every sphere of village life. All of the factors mentioned previously—the land reform, use
of new implements, cooperation, the rise in production and the standard of living—all have been possible because
there were those villagers who could mobilize the masses for action, who could set the example for the others to
study and follow. Such people, through the guidance of the Communist Party and our People’s Government, have
been nurtured into self-sacrificing cadres, men and women who put the revolution above all else, who look past
their present successes to the future task of building an agricultural base for industrializing China and giving its
people the joys of Socialism.
There are certain marks of distinction which I found among the cadres of the Northeast. It is best perhaps to
express these in the words of one of these advanced people, someone of whom you already know something,
Comrade Han En. As he put it,
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“A good cadre first should not be feared by the villagers. Second, the villagers should believe in his words.
Third, he must actually work for the villagers. In order to lead the production work well, he must go into the small
cooperative groups personally and show others that he can work better than anybody else.”
Han En is someone from whom we can learn, and the words he expresses about what a cadre should be are
worth thinking over. The reason I say this is not only that he has successfully started cooperative work groups and
was elected a delegate to the National Conference of Labor Models. I say this on the basis of what his fellowvillagers think of him. One said,
“Han En is the kind of man who won’t let you walk on a bridge which does not have supports.” Another said,
“Everybody is willing to become wealthy under his leadership.” Still another spoke up with,
“Han En knows how to run meetings democratically. He discusses everything with the masses and never
makes a long speech beforehand. He is apt to express himself last, summarizing all of the villagers’ opinions,
picking out the correct ones, explaining what is wrong with the incorrect ones. Finally he lays out the plan for
action. Since Han En’s ideas contain all the best ones in the village, they are usually the decisions of our
meetings.”
These are the most valuable appraisals of a cadre’s work, the words of the people. In this case there is no
question of the people’s appreciation of Han En’s service. But then generally speaking, he typified the kind of
model farm workers, Communist Party and Youth League members we met in the Northeast. They were wideawake people, capable of accepting new ideas and methods of work easily, taking into consideration all details
and working them into their plans, carefully and patiently explaining everything to their co-workers, taking the
lead in learning as well as in working. It is no wonder one villager remarked,
“We know in advance that our plans will never turn out to be failures.”
The people are thankful for such leadership. I recall a speech made by an old farmer of Yung Kwei Village. His
name is Feng Wan-shan. First he told of his hardships in the greater part of his life and what the liberation meant
to him and his family. Then he concluded with,
“I have lived to such an old age, but I have never seen such a day of blessing as this. I am determined that I
will exert every ounce of my strength to make the next crop a good one so I can collect all of the grain possible.
This will be my share in the economic reconstruction of New China. This will be my repayment to Chairman Mao
and the People’s Republic of China.”
Such a statement is a tribute to the leadership of the Northeast, to the model farmers, the Communist Party and
New Democratic Youth League and the government cadre members who labor for the people.
*
Another reason the peasants of the Northeast throw their whole hearts into the production work is because they
know the government will come to their aid in time of adversity. It has been at these times in the past that the
People’s Government has demonstrated it is one with the people.
My party found several examples of this fact In the Northeast. For one, there is the history of the rehabilitation
of Hu Chia Tien Tze, a village on the outskirts of Changchun.
This village was virtually wiped off the map by the puppet\fn{ A reference to the Japanese government of Manchuria,
which ruled behind a Chinese regime headed by Pu Yi, the last Chinese emperor of the Manchu Dynasty:H } and Kuomintang
regimes. Over 500 houses were destroyed. At the time of liberation, the only assets were seven lean cows and
other animals plus one broken cart. The peasants themselves were naked and on the verge of starvation.
Immediately upon liberation, the People’s Government rushed 30,000 catties\fn{C.30,000 kilograms} of relief
food to the viI. lagers and extended them a loan of 65 animals. Later the land reform took place in this village.
How has Hu Chia Tien Tze fared since? Although in 1949 toward harvest time there was a shortage of food. yet
every villager was able to afford a new padded winter coat. By 1950 we found all of the houses rebuilt and now
their animals consist of the following: 141 donkeys and asses, 20 cows, 600 pigs. In addition there are 61 carts in
the vlllage. The food supply improves constantly and by 1951 every person in the village had a new suit of
clothes.
There is another example. Since our nationai development has not yet reached the point where measures to
control nature arc advanced, on occasion calamity strikes at our farmers. This was the case with Ming Ho, a
village in the fifth district of Shuang Cheng Hsien in Sungkiang Province.
When we saw it, the village streets were a colorful sight, with golden ears of corn and brilliant red peppers
dangling from the eaves of the houses and the cords of firewood neatly stacked alongside the walks. It made a
happy scene. Only recently, however, the mood of the Ming Ho villagers was not so happy. In 1947 their land had
been hit by drought. They were just about recovering from this when last year they suffered a haiistorm which
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seriously damaged the crops. The yield was only 30 per cent of the average. Consequently, as the summer
cultivation of 1950 approached, the village was short of both food for the people and the animals. But the
government was watching the situation closely and came to the aid of the Ming Ho people. Through the consumer
cooperative in the village, it placed 66,540 catties of foodstuffs at their disposal. A rural credit committee was set
up by the peasants for investigation and allocation of the grant. It was through this help that Ming Ho was able to
pass through a most anxious period and concentrate on its production, so that the fields would produce their
normal quotas.
We found that similai concern is exercised by the government of the Northeast districts for the families of
soldiers and revolutionary martyrs. These people have their own houses, plenty of food, new clothes and animals.
As the economic level of the villages rises, so does the status of these families. For example, in Yung Kwei
Village there are 25 soldiers’ families. Of these, 21 famiies were hired farmers before the land reform. After land
reform, one family has reached the rich peasant class and the remaining 20 have become middle peasants. The
others retained their previous status of middle peasants, or they have moved up into the rich peasant group. In all
cases where sending members of the family into the armed forces causes a shortage of labor or hardship of any k!
nd, the government and Communist Party are ready to step in and ease the burdens.
Thus, the peasants oj the Northeast realize that they have support from every side, in normal times and in times
of trouble. This has a direct and invigorating effect upon the level of production.
*
It is a most pleasant fact that nowhere in the rural Northeast are there to be found hungry, frozen or sad-faced
people. On the contrary, it is the normal situation to find beaming farmers and their families with three-layer new
clothing—new surface material, new padding and new lining. It also is normal to have peasants tell you that for
the first time in their lives they have surplus grain and other supplies on hand and cash in the bank. This means
that the elevation of the standard of living is practically taking place right before our eyes, that the peasants have
their own wealth after paying taxes and providing for their daily living and that of their animals. It proves that by
working for the New China, the peasants also are working for themselves.
After the bumper autumn harvest of 1950 and due to the fair sales and purchasing policies of the cooperatives
and state trading organs, the estimates place the grain surplus in the hands of the peasants at 4 million tons. This is
double their 1949 surplus. In addition, it is reported that the savings deposits in the Northeast increased 7.5 times
in 1950 over 1949, these including the deposits of the farmers. All of this indicates the progressively increasing
purchasing power of the peasants and their families. According to preliminary estimates of the Northeast General
Cooperative Office, the prospects for 1951 are that this will increase 60 per cent above the 1950 mark.
The record of how the peasants use their rising purchasing power in regard to cloth is interesting. In 1949 they
bought 4,000,000 bolts. But in 1950 the sales jumped 125 per cent as they purchased a total of 9,020,000 bolts.
Not only that, but the peasants’ buying habits changed.
The time has come in the Northeast when the demand is not merely for cloth. Before, either blue or black
would satisfy, just as long as it was cloth. But now the farmers feel prosperous. They want to dress up, so they
demand cloth with designs and color. One of them said,
“Color is life and we have just begun to learn what life is.”
It is obvious that the increased purchasing power is a vital stimulant for further advances in farm production. It
is also obvious that this situation is responsible for stimulating industrial production. The demands of the peasants
extend beyond their personal needs. For example, government economic organs in the Northeast have placed
orders for tens of thousands of farm implement sets to satisfy the peasants’ requirements. The demand for all sorts
of goods is on the rise and this focuses attention on the consumer cooperatives. Therefore it is necessary to
understand the role of consumer cooperatives in the rural economy.
*
Liu Yin-lan, manager of the Ming Ho Village Cooperative Society said,
“The Cooperative Society must rely upon the demands and will of the people, these being linked with
production.”
This is a lesson derived from experience. Liu Yin-lan and many other cooperative managers had to learn it the
hard way, since previous to the liberation they had had practically no contact with such organizations. When many
of the cooperatives started, they operated merely for quick turnover of goods, for short duration and for profit
only. They handled commodities such as superstitious goods,\fn{ Talismans, charms, pictures of Buddhist saints, pictures of
the gods, religious books, ancestor tablets, etc., etc. } cosmetics and other luxury merchandise. Some cooperative societies
did not even have shares. The village people merely pooled their money obtained as the fruits of their struggle
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with the landlords. They felt this was money above what they would ordinarily expect, therefore, it could be used
as a sort of “gamble” on the cooperative. This showss they had no correct conception of cooperatives and
therefore no attachment to them. They were thought of as mere passing fancies. In some cases the peasants had
the idea that since they were members of the cooperative, they did not have to pa)' their bills on time, that it was
something like a family debt that could wait a bit longer.
It was only after much education and help from the Communist Party and district cooperative bureaux that
these misunderstandings were eliminated. District leaders had to start from the very beginning of the cooperative
lesson, teaching what the responsibilities of a board of directors are, how to hold meetings, what to discuss and
decide in those meetings, how to investigate accounts and so forth.
After such help, the cooperatives began to stock the basic necessities of the peasants. This aroused interest in
them and the farmers began to join in great numbers. Then the managements began to understand that their
societies were not only stores, but also centers for solving problems of production and livelihood. When this took
place, the people really moved to become associated, so that hardly a person in the village was outside of the
cooperative.
An example of how this actually works out can be seen in the experience of the Ming Ho Village Cooperative
Society.
This cooperative was completely rebuilt. After they learned the correct principles of operation, they sold
shares, allowing the poor peaants to pay for theirs in installments. Then responsible officials were elected and
regular meeting, examination and auditing systems established. The staff was paid by loaning them labor to work
their land while they attended to the cooperative business, and providing them clothing and food according to a
definite monthly budget. All of this was teaching the peasants modern business methods. As well, it provided
another lesson in democratic administration since practically the whole village participated in the decisions of the
cooperative.
After these reforms, the Ming Ho Cooperative prospered and developed. It eventually became strong enough
to buy and sell the farmers’ produce. This saved the farmers so much trouble and the results were so satisfactory,
that it solidified their faith in the cooperative. In addition, the. cooperative made a profit and in June 1950, when
the accounts were closed and settled, the shareholders received dividends equal to 25 per cent of the total capital.
Under Liu Yin-lan’s able direction, the Ming Ho Cooperative Society began to thoroughly integrate itself into the
life and economy of the village. To illustrate, in the spring of 1950 there were not enough seeds for the planting.
Liu called a meeting of the executive committee immediately. They calculated the amount of seeds required. They
then sold some of their stock to purchase seeds and these they distributed on a short term loan basis, on the very
easiest of terms. This saved the whole planting schedule.
Still other ways in which the cooperative society helped the Ming Ho peasants were by anticipating their needs
and stocking the correct farm implements ahead of time, or by providing food on loan against a harvest, to protect
the harvest when the farmers ran short of food and were faced with the prospect of having to eat the unripe crop.
With the absolute backing of the people, now the Ming Ho Cooperative Society has taken an advanced step. In
addition to its other services, it has begun to participate in the rural economy as a financial organization. It has set
up a deposit and loan section. On the one hand, the society will supply the needs of the peasants. On the other
hand, through this new section, it will help the peasants to loan out their surplus funds and grain at interest. This
will promote production, which in turn will stimulate trade, thus solving many of the village’s economic
difficulties with its own resources.
This is a new trend, a mass credit organization which will move otherwise stagnant capital under the auspices
and protection of the larger financial organizations, such as the Northeast People’s Bank. To date it has had initial
success, with the Communist Party members once again taking the lead by depositing their grain and funds with
the society, and the deposit and loan section solving all sorts of problems, including personal ones, which would
otherwise impede production.
Thus, the consumer cooperatives by adding banking to their other duties have further cemented their
relationship with the people. They have enhanced their contribution to the reconstruction of the rural economy
and New China.
Cooperatives have become a great power in the life of the Northeast peasants. In 1950 their membership
increased by 127 per cent. Their retail trade increased by 494 per cent, exceeding their plan by 25.8 per cent.
Their purchases increased by 394 per cent over 1949, exceeding their plan by 7.4 per cent. We can see by these
figures that consumer cooperatives not only aid the peasants, but they also are a momentous factor in urban-rural
trade exchange, an essential factor in reconstruction of our country,
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*
With the basic economic situation changed by land reform, the way was opened for the peasants of the
Northeast villages to change the entire political environment and structure. In place of the oppression of former
times, there is freedom for the masses. In the place of tyranny centralized in the hands of the landlords and their
bullies, there is power in the hands of the masses. These changes are no less impressive than the advances made in
production and are, of course, inseparably linked with them.
Perhaps the most outstanding single fact in this connection is the broadness of participation in the village
political life, the fact that all segments, with the exception of the former landlords, are actively engaged in running
the government. Most villages were divided into sections, with a definite number of families in each section,
These nominated candidates for the election to the village people’s representatives’ conference. After the
elections, the representatives’ conference elected a smaller committee,
The village committee is the operational level of the government. Within it, the division of labor is clearly
defined, with each member in charge of one section. While it varies from village to village, these are usually the
sections: Office of the Village Head; Office of the Village Deputy Head; Civil Affairs; People’s Court or
Mediation Office; Production Office; Militia; Public Security; Education and Culture; Public Health; Finance and
Food. Usually the Village Committee also has a secretary attached to it.
The village people’s representatives’ conference usually meets three times a year, but more frequently if it is
necessary. Often special meetings are called to mobilize the farmers to attack certain problems. For example, in
September 1950 many of the village people’s representatives’ conferences were expanded into general meetings to
plan an efficient wheat harvest. From these mass meetings, a Wheat-Harvesting Committee was elected and
charged with responsibility for the harvest, inspection of the work, keeping of the accounts, storage, delivery and
other work.
People’s delegates’ conferences are also called to make concrete plans for the season’s and the year’s work.
These conferences inspect the progress of the plans decided upon and they report directly to the villagers on the
results. Still other meetings are called to exchange experiences of production and government as well as to make
awards of honor or to criticize and issue penalties in connection with the production effort.
The most valuable weapon of criticism and self-criticism is greatly developed in village government. It is
responsible for uncovering many defects and deviations from the government’s policies. For example, in some
villages it was found that certain farmers had been deprived of their citizenship on the basis of misjudgments as to
their class background. In other instances it was found that the policy of protecting the middle peasants was
abused and landlords escaped the people’s judgment. Both of these mistakes, and many others, have been
vigorously attacked and corrected through criticism and self-criticism.
The convention of the village government representatives elects district representatives, while these elect the
hsien\fn{County:H} governments. The process is continued up to and including provincial government. On each
level the main characteristic of the government is consultation with the masses. This has most gratifying results,
not only where it concerns domestic and local issues, but also where international problems are concerned.
For example, the villagers have a clear conception of the world struggle for peace and they demand to be
declared as part of that struggle. 80 per cent of Yung Kwei Village signed the Stockholm Peace Appeal, and out of
1,470 people in Ming Ho Village, 1,101 put their names down for peace, just to indicate the results in two
villages.
Each village has its own armed force, organized by the peasants themselves and controlled by them through
the Village Committee. Both men and women participate. The duties of this militia are to protect the harvests and
the fields, to guard against fires and the intrigues of landlords, or the sabotage of imperialist agents and
Kuomintang remnants.
Another indication of the political development of the Northeast peasants is their record of voluntary
enlistments in the People’s Liberation Army. Thousands upon thousands have entered its ranks. There is probably
not a village in the Northeast which is not represented in the P.L.A.
Since production and politics cannot be separated, neither can you separate the participation of the members of
the Communist Party and the Youth League in them. It is these progressive elements who on every occasion in
both spheres exert the greatest effort, make the biggest sacrifice and deliver the severest self-criticism. Their
proportion to the village population is small, but their influence is great.
I have already illustrated how the Northeast peasant masses follow and are thankful for their leadership. Now I
would like to relate a story which demonstrates that they also treasure this leadership.
*
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Before the liberation, it was the practice to name villages after the biggest and most powerful landlord. Now
that practice has been changed. Today villages are named after people’s heroes.
All through this report I have been mentioning the name of Yung Kwei Village. There once was a man by that
name, Man Yung-kwei. He was a hired laborer from the time he was 12 years old, but from his earliest days he
knew there must be a better life than the one he was leading. Yung-kwei was an inquisitive person and he found
that way, with the guidance of the Communist Party. Before the liberation of his village he organized the farmers,
and after, he was elected the head of the Liberated Peasants’ Association. In that position he led the struggle
against the landlords and to put the fallow fields to cultivation so the poor could eat.
Yung-kwei labored tirelessly for his village, encouraging the peasants to produce more, associating this with
their fight to uproot feudalism from every aspect of their lives. He became one of the leaders of his village and
then he became the head of the whole district. At that time he also became a member oi the Communist Party.
This most selfless man lived as frugally when he was a district head as when he was chairman of his local
peasants’ association. And he worked just as hard. When the harvest time came, he was taken ill, but Yung-kwei
refused to accept sick leave. He worked on and on, fighting off his tiredness and the pain which racked him. His
disease went from bad to worse until finally his spirit could keep him going no longer. He died after having given
his all for the people.
Later at a mass meeting, peasants Liu King-shan, Yang Kun and others made a proposal. It is recorded that
they said,
“Our village is known as Hwang Yu. Before, the landlords could exercise their might and authority over us.
But with the arrival of the Communist Party, our late district head, Man Yung-kwei, led us to destroy feudalism
and he provided us with a foundation, a foundation of “how to become rich”. It is he who has led us to the road of
liberation. He was of our class and we must do something to remember him. We suggest, therefore, that the name
of Hwang Yu be changed to Yung Kwei Village in honor of our beloved Comrade Man Yung-kwei.”
This resolution met with the unanimous approval of all the villagers, who valued Man Yung-kwei for himself
and for the party he represented.
*
Another indication of the advancement of the Northeast peasants politically is the way the women of the
villages have risen in status. They now take an active part in every walk of life. For their labor in production, they
receive the same credit and equal money with the men. Their representation on the village councils ranges as high
as 45 per cent of the total members, as we found it in Yung Kwei Village. They hold responsible positions in
economic circles, culture and health. Generally we found the Northeast peasant women developing into the new
type of Chinese person, ridding themselves of all feudal holdovers, and helping their menfolk and the older people
to do the same.
*
We thus see that the land reform has transformed the rural life of the Northeast economically and politically.
This has, of course, been reflected in the welfare and cultural activities in the villages.
In the field of health, great progress has been made. Most of the villages have three inoculation campaigns
each year, against typhoid, cholera and bubonic plague, and one vaccination drive against smallpox. Not only are
all of these services free, but in most villages they in themselves represent a 100 per cent increase in medical
service for the people. Previously, under the Japsnese imperialists and the Kuomintang, the villagers had no
contact whatsoever with modern medicine.
All of the medical work is carried out from the clinics in the district centers. The clinics themselves give free
medical service or charge nominal fees in special cases. In addition, many places have medical cooperatives set
up by the peasants. These supply medicines at low prices and help promote the rural medical work generally.
Sungkiang Proince already has 100 of these cooperatives in operation.
The question of village midwives has been dealt with excellently. In order for them to practise, they have to
undergo training in modern methods at the district centers. In this way, the old-fashioned midwives are retrained
and the new ones are trained in the correct procedure from the very beginning.
The policy in most villages is to allow mothers one month’s rest after the delivery of their babies. During this
period they are given special provisions of rice, white flour, eggs and sugar.
The result of the training and retraining of midwives and the special treatment for mothers is a most heartening
drop in the infant mortality rate. In Yung Kwei Village, for instance, within 1950, forty-four babies were born.
Three of these infants died, yet in looking back to the past for comparison, this death rate is negligible. Now the
health authorities in Yung Kwei and its district are striving to reduce infant deaths to thc minimum. This they
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propose to do by exercising even greater care for infants and continuing to insist that all midwives adhere to the
policy of not making deliveries without the basic equipment of umbilical scissors, alcohol and sterilized raw
cotton.
As for other medical practitioners, the health authorities in the Northeast allow old-style Chinese doctors to
continue practising, but they are constantly encouraging them to obtain more medical knowledge and training. In
the meantime, as more qualified personnel become available, they are assigned to work for the peasants.
We found that the peasants as a whole are taking up the advice given to them regarding sanitation and are
applying it to their daily lives, and to their cooking methods. Also, due to their improved livelihood, they can
afford better food, clothing and shelter. Consequently, the whole standard of health has noticeably risen. The
people of the Northeast have become a robust people, flushed with the looks of good health and bursting with
energy.
*
The same progress has been registered in cultural and educational activities. In the past, practically all villagers
were illiterate. Mail was either unheard of or the cause of a great occasion. To get a letter read or written was a
major task. Now, almost every village in the Northeast has its own primary school, serving the children of the
farmers and the farmers themselves. Last year, 2,673 more of these schools were established.
The peasants of Hu Chia Tien Tze, at the same time they rebuilt their village from the ruins, also built the first
school-house they had ever had. Seventy per cent of the school-age children attend, and this figure is increasing
every year. The fact is that in all of the Northeast, practically all of the children of school-age can obtain proper
education at this time.
As in every village, the adults of Hu Chia Tien Tze also make extensive use of the school. During winter
sessions, over 700 adult pupils are registered, and of these 300 are women. Several of the adults who before did
not know how to write their names, at present recognize as many as 1,000 characters. Most of the people in the
village can also do simple sums and simple writing. The progress of the youngsters is marked by the fact that
some of them have begun to advance to senior primary and middle school.
The village of Yung Kwei has a similar story to tell. They have 100 per cent of their youngsters in school. Just
as important, upon the demand of the peasant masses, they have raised the school age to 17 years, so as to spread
the benefit of the school further. For those over 17, they attend the winter literacy sessions.
From these illustrations, we can see that the peasants of the Northeast have been liberated mentally and are
thirsting for knowledge and culture. This has become an era of enlightenment and advancement. As it proceeds,
sharp inroads are made against the old, retarding customs of life and thinking.
A prime example of this is the fact that the old superstitions have lost their hold on the people. In Yung Kwei
Village we found that the custom of worshipping the various gods had been completely abolished. What is more,
there is no longer the waste of money on buying incense and other superstitious goods, nor the waste of time
worshipping idols during the New Year festival. The peasants of the Northeast have put these things where they
belong, in the history books and museums. They realize there is only one power, and that is the power of the
people. Such is the progress of the peasants of our Northeast.
*
Founded on the increasing agricultural production of the countryside, the cities of the Northeast are being
rapidly developed as the base of New China. For it is in these cities, located in the midst of the country’s richest
resources, that we find a comparatively modern industrial concentration. It is from this foundation of heavy
industry—the iron and steel mills, the power plants and the factories which make machines to build other
machines—that you derive the real importance of the Northeast. It is when you see the new masters of China, the
aroused industrial working class, on the job, overcoming difficulties and utilizing the Northeast plant capacity,
that you understand nothing will prevent the Chinese people from realizing our cherished dream of
industrialization.
The recent history of Northeast China’s industrial plant is one of remodeling and rebuilding. It had to be
remodeled from its colonial character under Japanese and puppet rule to one that served first the Liberation War
and then to improve the people’s livelihood, to make the cities aid in the economic reconstruction of the villages.
It had to be rebuilt from the destruction wrought by the Japanese and the Kuomintang as each saw the mark of
defeat on their vile plans. According to Kao Tsung-min, Vice-Chairman of the Northeast People’s Government,
during the Kuomintang control alone, from 50 to 70 per cent of the machinery and equipment was destroyed and
there were attacks upon and killings of skilled technical personnel to intimidate and scatter them. Furthermore,
not a single major railway bridge was left intact.
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It is due to the increased productivity resulting from land reform, and the reliance upon the working class in
the cities that the industrial capacity of the Northeast has been gradually restored and put on the road to complete
rehabilitation and further development. Northeast industry has not only fulfilled its duties toward our People’s
Liberation Army and the peasants, but it has also accumulated both funds for economic construction and
experience in large-scale production. Since 1949, it has developed in a series of great leaps. In 1950 alone, the
total investment of the Northeast People’s Government in industrial construction amounted to 40 per cent of its
budget, 3.6 per cent above the plan. This investment resulted in equipment expansion which ranged from 10 to 60
per cent, and in some individual plants reached as high as 800 per cent. The total floor space of new factory
buildings and warehouses constructed or repaired in 1950 amounted to 870,000 square meters. At the same time,
workers’ dwellings, hospitals, sanatoria, nurseries, clubs and other institutions increased by 1,560,000 square
meters.
The total value of 1950 industrial output by the state-owned factories was 117.3 per cent of the 1949 figure,
while the number of workers on the job over the entire Northeast increased by 35.2 per cent. In the meantime, the
purchasing power of the city people increased 20.5 per cent last year over 1949, giving further. impetus to both
trade and industrial expansion.
*
In this report I will comment only on several of the state-owned plants of the Northeast and give a few of my
impressions as my party inspected them.
The Harbin Railroad Repair Factory has a history of 47 years and now consists of 19 branch factories in
addition to the main headquarters. Its regular work is to repair and inspect trains. Not only have the workers
carried out their appointed tasks, always over-fulfilling their plan, but they have retrieved many locomotives from
the junk pile, some of which have become famous for their endurance. One of these was named after ViceChairman Chu Teh.
The Harbin Factory in addition has been called upon by our country to do work over and above its regular
duties. In fact, these extra duties exceed the ordinary work by one-third. For instance, when the bridges over the
Chiamusze, Sungari and Laling Rivers were being replaced, the factory was given the task of making the bridge
frames. This required the reinstallation of a three-ton electric furnace for making steel. After five nights and days
of intense work, the workers, technicians and engineers completed the job, several days ahead of schedule. Later
the Harbin Factory completed an 80-ton double-armed bridge-layer, which will be a great help to the future
bridge-building and repairing in China.
*
It can be truthfully said that the Hsiao Fung Man Power Plant was built with the blood of the Chinese people.
Its construction was begun in 1937 by the Japanese. They forced thousands of workers to do this job and
mercilessly oppressed them. The result was that by 1945 only 29 per cent of the work was finished. However, the
cost in lives to complete even that much was tremendous. Some estimates place the death rate as high as ten
thousand Chinese workers.
Just before the liberation, the Kuomintang sent a group of soldiers to destroy the power plant. However, due to
the dexterity of the workers, the marauders were fooled into destroying only some minor parts, leaving the main
equipment intact.
After the liberation, the workers adopted the slogan, “No Stoppage of the Electricity Supply”. To make a fact
out of the words, the workers and cadres have been laboring without a let-up, repairing machinery, rebuilding
dykes and maintaining a “no major accident” record. Now Hsiao Fung Man produces electricity for the people,
for the New China.
*
Perhaps the industrial enterprise with the longest history and best known in the Northeast is the Anshan Iron
and Steel Corporation. We learned that as early as 1,300 years ago, the Koreans smelted iron at Anshan. At that
time the Kao Chu Li Kingdom of the Koreans occupied what is today the Liaotung Peninsula.
In 1933, the Japanese invaders took over the works that had grown up in Anshan and expanded the equipment
and production for their imperialist purposes. However, they used manpower instead of machinery, because it was
cheaper to exploit the Chinese workers. Therefore, they had a laboring force as large as 170,000.
When the Kuomintang took the plant over in 1945, it had been seriously damaged. They did manage to get one
furnace producing steel, however, and had about, 10,000 workers on the job. At the time of liberation, though, in
February 1948, most of the workers were scattered.
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The People’s Government set about reviving this wounded giant. The cadres called the workers back, using as
a basic force those activists who had previously withdrawn with the people’s army, or those who were organized
and left behind to try and protect the plant. From this group was born a great labor enthusiasm which resulted in
many sensational accomplishments, including the raising of steel production to over 136 per cent of the scheduled
output.
There are now thousands of workers at the plant and many of the most complicated jobs are in the hands of
Chinese technicians and engineers, positions they were once forbidden to hold by the Japanese.
While going through the giant steelworks, the unending thrills of organized, social production made me
speechless. I could only keep in my mind the future of the Chinese people, as represented by the making of that
iron and steel.
I saw the immense open hearths where the hard-working steelmen were tapping the furnaces. Peering through
special glasses, I witnessed steel being made. Cranes rumbled overhead, shrill whistles shut out all other sound,
and engines thundered past. The steel furnace door was opened and its one brilliant light reminded me of the story
of Cyclops, the one-eyed demon. The steel was poured from huge buckets and this caused mammoth fireworks
which lit the whole sky.
“There go China’s sinews,” passed through my mind.
Inspecting Anshan gave me other thoughts. Many times I have heard that China needed outside technicians and
could not do anything for herself. Of course:, in our undeveloped condition, we do need technical help. But as this
problem came to mind, the solution also came. It was spoken quietly and with firm confidence. Comrade Wen
Liang-hsien, head of the iron-smelting plant and formerly an iron-worker in the old liberated areas, said,
“If only we fully rely upon the workers and learn modestly, I am certain that we can properly operate modern
plants.”
As I left the Anshan Iron and Steel Corporation. there was no doubt in my mind at all that Chinese workers
will one day run that plant completely and the many others like it that New China will erect.
I could go on giving the history and descriptions of the Kirin Paper Mill, the Dairen Dockyards and of the
other industrial projects which we saw, but these examples should prove sufficient to demonstrate that our
Northeast is a budding industrial power, and that the workers have taken control in a manner which befits the
masters of the land.
*
Until now, in recording the industrial progress of the Northeast, I have not made mention of the part which was
played in this advancement by the technicians and workers of the Soviet Union. This was done with a purpose. In
the first place, our Soviet friends have so generously given us the benefit of their experience, this display of
internationalism deserves a special section. In the second place, their role in our reconstruction has been so great
and vital on all levels of production, that it should be set down in some detail.
The Soviet technicians and workers have brought to China a treasure of know-how in solving practical
problems of all sizes. They have brought with them a great knowledge in the application of the highest science.
They have brought with them a rich experience of working in behalf of the people. Many of them participated in
the early days of reconstruction after the October Socialist Revolution. All of them have done valiant work in the
building of Socialism and the preparation for Communism in the U.S.S.R. Therefore, the conditions we meet in
China and the obstacles we have to face, they have met and overcome before. Their assignment and greatest joy is
to help the Chinese people use this experience to build the New China.
Everywhere in the Northeast where Soviet technicians and workers are on the job, we found the work
progressing in close harmony between them and the Chinese workers. Our people call them “Big Brother”. I
recall when inspecting the Harbin Factory, the Director of the plant, Comrade Chang Hung-shu, earnestly
remarked that he wanted to be a primaty school student in .learning from the Soviet comrades. Vice Director of
the factory, Khilgevich, pleasantly smiled and spoke glowingly of the progress that his co-worker was making.
This mutual respect is a univeral characteristic of Sino-Soviet cooperation.
There is no question that a great deal of the desire to learn from the Soviet workers is due to their attitude
toward work. In the Harbin Factory, we were introduced to a Soviet worker who had been elected a labor model.
His name is Polokin, a 75-year-old man who is head of the Steam-Hammer Department. What he told us can best
express this attitude. He said,
“Everybody has his good friend. Mine is the steam-hammer. The most important thing for a worker is to love
and take care of his tools. Because if the tools don’t work, we have to stop work too. This would be a loss to our
country. All these years, therefore, I have loved my steam-hammer as my best friend.”
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This love of labor and the tools which create wealth for the people is accompanied by a passion for accuracy
and science in both management and operation.
“Every little detail is important to our Soviet Comrades,” the Chinese workers commented. “Nothing is done
unless it is accurately calculated first,” they added.
An example was cited in the Anshan plant. Plans were drawn up in September 1949 to completely restore a
large furnace by August 1950. However, upon meticulously inspecting both the plans and the conditions of the
furnace, the Soviet technicians recommended that repairs be begun immediately and predicted that it would be
ready for use within the year. This was met with skepticism by the old engineers, but the Soviet technicians
countered with their experience of making repairs in the far worse weather conditions of Siberia. With this
assurance to back them, the workers pitched in and completed the job a few days before 1949 ran out on them.
The way the Soviet workers make every possible use of science was illustrated in connection with an incident
which occurred at the Hsiao Fung Man Power Plant.
One of the important pieces of work in connection with the rehabilitation of the plant was the reconstruction of
the dykes, which form a lake and from which the electricity is eventually derived. This work was scheduled to last
well into 1951. However, the Soviet technicians assigned to the plant recommended that the work be completed
by July 15, 1950. The reason given was that the meteorological observations showed in the autumn of 1950 there
would be an increase of rainfall. If the dykes were not prepared for the extra load, they would most likely sustain
heavy damage and render all previous work useless.
This advice was accepted. The Sungari River rose higher last autumn than in previous years, but the dykes
were ready and the work of the power plant continued in its normal course.
The examples of the help rendered by these international friends could be endlessly enumerated. So could their
warm-hearted regard for the livelihood of the workers, their living quarters, their medical and sanitation
conditions and their study.
Even as this is being written, I think back on the genuineness of those Soviet friends, of the self-sacrifice of
people like Port Master Novikov of Dairen, who was head of the Leningrad port during the last war and whose
only son was killed liberating Berlin. We visited several of these comrades in their simple but neat quarters and
learned their life stories. After getting to know them, I could see why production records are constantly being
broken. When I read that efficiency tor steel refining was upped 35 per cent, that the time for coke refining was
reduced from 21 to 16.5 hours, that in all Northeast coal mines production went up from 20 to 30 per cent after
Soviet methods were introduced, I have a good idea of the efforts the Soviet technicians put into their work, side
by side with their Chinese comrades.
*
The same application of Soviet science to industrial operation has been made to management systems in the
Northeast. this has made it possible to institute reasonable wage systems based on “piece work”. Along with the
guidance of the labor unions and the Communist Party, the new system has stimulated a most vital innovation
movement among the workers. This movement has produced a new type of Chinese worker, a working class
vanguard which thinks only in terms of our country’s advancement. In the cities they parallel the labor heroes in
the villages. Together they forge our New China. .
Just to take one industrial project as an example, I will cite some figures concerning the Harbin Factory. On its
honor rolls you will find the name Pang Hsi-hsun. This worker invented an iron mould that not only increased
production from 350 to 1,500 units daily, but lifted the quality from 50 per cent perfects to 90 per cent.
Take a look a little further along the list and you will come to the name of Tuan Shang-chien. He invented two
new methods, one connected with the rolling of metals which increased efficiency six times, and the other was an
iron-pressing machine which released 15 workers for other labor and increased production in the shop by 280 per
cent.
In the whole Harbin Factory, 1950 saw the adoption of 320 innovations suggested by workers. Through these,
¥368,400,000 was saved from January through September 1950 alone. By utilizing waste materials,
¥5,260,000,000 more was saved. In addition, waste steel is being used to build 1,000 square meters of office
space, a small hospital, a nursery and 2,000 square meters of new workshops. In the first six months of 1950,
production was increased throughout the entire factory by 30 per cent while the management staff was greatly
reduced through using Soviet management systems and a more scientific division of labor.
These are all explanations why the Harbin Factory had 387 model workers, 64 honored heroes of labor, 658
superior workers and 398 advanced workers, all elected by the workers themselves. These are all explanations
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why 28 first-class cadres were selected from among section heads or chiefs of branch factories and sent to other
more important jobs and why the present section heads and branch chiefs have risen from the workers’ ranks.
This is emancipated labor, following and learning from the Soviet example. This is an atmosphere which
produces workers like Chao Kuo-yu and his record-breaking movement, which spreads into every segment of
industry until 21,740 new records have been established and workers by the tens of thousands have participated,
individually arid collectively.
*
The land reform, the great revival of Northeast state industry and the workers’ enthusiasm have been a great
stimulant for the entire Northeast economy. This includes private industry. During the time of the Japanese
invaders and the Kuomintang marauders, private industry was either allowed to decline or purposely pushed out
of the market. The People’s Government has reversed this condition. Private industry is now encouraged to revive
itself by facing toward the rural areas and thereby aiding the economic reconstruction of village economy.
Industrialists are helped in the following ways:
A. Solving the problem of finding a market for their goods. The government organs place orders for
manufactured goods, or give the private factories semi-finished goods to process.
B. Solving the problems of both labor and capital. The government encourages the signing of labor-capital
contracts which take into consideration the interests of both, and also encourages the establishment of laborcapital consultation committees on production. The experience to date has been that this policy has increased
production and motivated “cut-down waste” movements among the workers of Northeast China’s private industry.
C. The government has systematically aided in obtaining raw materials, power and capital.
D. The government has constantly improved the taxation system of appraisal and levy.
E. The government has strengthened the work of the industrial-commercial associations in the Northeast.
The result of these policies has been that private industry has begun to move ahead in its development,
especially those plants which are directly connected with the state economy, such as machine building, iron and
steel works and so forth. In Shenyang (Mukden), for instance, in January, 1950, there were only 596 iron-work
shops. But by the middle of the year, they had increased to 1,014 shops and the number of workers had doubled.
In this same period, Shenyang’s private industry saw its capital investment increase from ¥94.6 billion to ¥171.4
billion. The value of its output during the third quarter of 1950 rose by 23.2 per cent compared to the first quarter.
To grasp the complete picture, according to Vice-Chairman Kao Kang’s recent report, Shenyang’s private
industrial enterprises, between December, 1949, and November, 1950, increased by 30.2 per cent and the number
of workers increased by 32.4 per cent. Since this is the situation in the key industrial city of the Northeast, we can
see that private industry over the entire territory has revived in step with the reconstruction of state industry, as
fostered by the government’s policies of linking both the rural and the city economies.
*
After the liberation of the Northeast cities, they had to be entirely reorganized politically. The basic
government before had been the vicious pao chia system\fn{This system was used by the Japanese and Kuomintang. It made
families in a certain street or district resposible for each other’s actons and all responsible to the local Japanese and Kuomintang officials }
which hung like a yoke on the necks of the people. This burden was lifted for all time with the institution of the
district government system. This method puts the responsibility of governing into the hands of the people. They
participate directly in the selection of their representatives through their lane and street associations, or as
members of organizations. For the first time in the history of Northeast cities, they are receiving direction which
guides their development in favor of the masses.
The district government elects representatives who then attend the city people’s representatives’ conference.
The city governments are elected by these meetings. They forward the opinions of the masses, discuss and pass
the laws and elect the officials.
In studying the history of these conferences, the interesting fact to note is that as they meet more and more
frequently, they become more and more representative of the people. The number of delegates increases and the
proportion of delegates from the various circles is gradually adjusted so that representation accurately reflects the
composition of the city’s population. In Changchun, for instance, the first city-wide conference had seventy
delegates in attendance. By the time the fifth session was held, the number had grown to 310 representatives.
The role of the Communist Party and the New Democratic Youth League members in the cities has been as
important as it has been in the villages. In production, the Party and League members have constantly been in the
forefront, fearing no sacrifice. There is the example of Chao Kwei-lan, the woman Communist who lost her arm
protecting a Dairen factory from an explosion.
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The actions of the Party and League members have been guided by the directives issued by Chairman Mao, the
Communist Party and the Central People’s Government. These have been: to preserve the means of production
when taking them over; to revive them by overcoming difficulties; to make every possible dollar available for
production; to train cadres; and finally, to struggle for the realization of China’s economic rehabilitation and
industrial construction.
The Communist Party and the New Democratic Youth League have also taken the lead in awakening the
people politically. The result: Northeast masses have stood at the head of the nation in expressing our wrath at the
American aggressors for bombing our cities. They have the gains of our new life in their hands. The future
advances are within their grasp. Therefore, they have been the first to let the Americans know our determination
to resist and defeat their imperialist attack on Korea, China and world peace.
This unequivocal stand of the Northeast city masses in the lead of the nation attests to their rapid political
development.
*
One of the developments of the Northeast which impressed me most was the great strides that have been made
in the fields of welfare, culture and education for the city working class.
Closest to the workers’ lives are the measures which have been taken relative to the safety and sanitary
conditions in the factories, mines and mills. These have recently been very much extended and improved. The
Shenyang factories can be used as an illustration of these advances.
Although there are in Shenyang (Mukden) 204 factories under government and public ownership alone, safety
and sanitation had not been very satisfactorily developed in preceding years. When the time came for the People’s
Government to take action in this connection, two factories were first singled out for experimentation. The results
from these were gradually expanded to the other plants and eventually, in 1950, the Factory Security and Health
Committee was formed. With the support of the city administration, and in conjunction with the Bureaux of Labor
and Health, the trade unions, the police and medical specialists, the work was made to penetrate deeply into the
entire industrial structure of Shenyang, both public and private. As the work progressed, the interest. of the
working masses of the city was aroused and the struggle for safety and sanitation on the job became a regular
movement.
The chief mission of the Security and Health Committee was to study and improve the machinery, and to delve
into all the problems related to security and sanitation installations. It was also to make statistical studies, promote
education within the plants, and to take preventive measures to avoid industrial accidents.
Based on this, the committee began a thorough inspection of the factories and plants so as to understand them
completely. At the same time, a medical examination of the workers and a health card system was started.
Simultaneous with this, the establishment of clinics began in those plants which did not have them. While this was
underway, the most important questions were attacked. These dealt with poor ventilation in most of the plants,
improper lighting, high temperature and high humidity, dust and other occupational hazards injurious to the
workers. Suggestions have been forwarded and tried out in many of the plants, and as the solutions to the
problems are found to be reliable, they will be applied on an extended scale. Additionally, work is advancing in
taking sanitary conditions to factory kitchens and dining halls, to the dormitories, bathrooms and latrines. In those
places where these welfare facilities do not exist, steps are being taken to install them as early as possible.
As far as safety measures are concerned, these have been enhanced through a new system of responsibility.
Under this system groups of workers have specific responsibilities for their machines. Such responsibility may
even extend to entire sections of a factory, mine or mill, depending on the industry and the layout of the plant. It is
the duty of the workers to eliminate defects that might lead to accidents. The management, in turn, is responsible
for ensuring that the defective machine parts are replaced or repaired or other action taken to remove the danger.
Contracts are signed between labor and management specifying in detail the responsibility of each party. In
addition, safety committees are set up and regular campaigns are held in safety education. Every new safety
measure is usually submitted to the workers for discussion before being implemented. This system has been a
great success in the plants which have used it.
Safety and sanitation work is complicated in a big industrial city and must proceed carefully. The Factory
Security and Health Committee of Shenyang is, therefore, progressing according to a definite program, first
concentrating on the bigger factories where It will obtain experience, and then gradually pushing the work into the
smaller plants. The greatest gains are still ahead but, in any event, this entire program is an indication that the
People’s Government recognizes the necessity for such efforts.
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In other Northeast cities, there have been advances which extend health measures for workers much beyond
the plant. In Dairen, our party visited the sanitorium for the workers of the Far East Electricity Company, one of
the industrial installations just completely turned over by the Soviet Union. The sanitorium is a modern
construction, nestling at the foot of a mountain and facing the sea. It makes a beautiful picture, surrounded by
green pines, red maples and cherry trees. Before, it was a villa for Japanese militarists, but now it belongs to
China’s working people.
This sanitorium draws its expenses from the labor insurance fund of the company. Each worker who rests there
continues to draw his salary but he also gets a regular daily allowance. Model workers, those with good
production records and factory cadres rest here in the soothing surroundings, enjoying the good food and the
recreational facilities.. Every two weeks 100 new workers arrive to take advantage of this opportunity to build up
their health. After the two week stay, they generally register gains in weight.
Taking the Northeast as a whole, such health measures in behalf of workers have spread to the point where at
present there are several hundred hospitals, clinics and sanitoria for their use in the territory. This is a sign of the
times, the time when the workers are the masters of our land and the new society enables them to make every
possible advance on the road to good life.
In order to accomplish the production tasks set for the Northeast, and to elevate the health of the people
generally, the same care and attention is given to the public health programs. Despite the shortage of health
personnel and lack of material facilities, the Northeast. health workers have succeeded in carrying out the policy
of “Prevention First, Treatment Second”. This success is due to the method of fostering cooperation between the
government and individuals, organizing the medical workers in the cities and mobilizing the masses to join the
campaign for health.
Great reliance is placed on the rank and file people of the cities. In Shenyang, for example, over eleven
thousand health activists were cultivated. They led the campaigns to clean up garbage dumps, kill flies and to do
other cleaning jobs in the city.
Also important was the work done to activate the medical workers upon the principles of “Take the Medicine
to the People”, and make each medical worker be responsible for certain health activities in his district.
Another vital measure was to set up women and children’s health centers to bring down the infant mortality
rate and improve the well-being of both women and the youngsters. When I saw this work, it reminded me of the
projects my own organization, the China Welfare Institute, has undertaken among the women workers of
Shanghai, conducting health publicity and education, giving training in the care of children, ante- and post-natal
examinations and deliveries.
When the health work in the Northeast was summarized as to the lessons learned, this was what was presented:
A. To start mass-scale health work, cooperation between the health institutions and the public security
organizations is indispensable.
B. In setting up basic health organizations, training beforehand is effective and mobilizing the rank and file
is essential.
C. The doctors who participate are the pillars of the health structure as they serve as the bridge between the
health institutions and the activated rank and file.
D. Once the people see the significance of health work, they will demand more and carry on some of it
themselves. However, guidance from all levels and constant encouragement are necessary.
*
We found the city people in the Northeast with the same interest as in other parts of China when it came to
child-care work. They too understand the necessity for nurturing the future of China by training our youngsters
from early in life. There are many nurseries in operation and their number is increasing constantly. Many of these
obtain their support directly from the People’s Government as well as from the labor unions and the women’s
organizations. As a result of conferences on nursery work. the child-care cadres in the Northeast aim at the
following goals:
A. To help the children obtain a correct conception of labor, that labor is the creation of all wealth and that
they should love labor;
B. To cultivate the children’s wisdom through an interesting educational program;
C. To help the children develop new morals, which consist of love for our country, for our leaders, for our
people, for labor and for the property of the people;
D. To help the children obtain and maintain the best of health through education in good habits and good
preventive work.
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*
The advances made by the Northeast in cultural and educational work demonstrate how these fields can
develop when the people come to power.
Primary schools have now grown to 34,000 and they have a student body of 4,576,111. This figure includes
village youngsters. Middle schools increased 21 per cent in 1950 over 1949, and the number of students increased
38 per cent to reach 155,748 in that same period. In addition, there are 61 technical schools and there are many of
what are known as “short-term” schools which especially cater to cadres irom the peasant and worker class. In the
Northeast there are also 16 new-style higher education institutions for training technical workers and including
departments or courses in finance and economics. At present there are 17,978 students in these universities and
colleges.
Coinciding with the formal schooling is the massive campaign to wipe out illiteracy among the working people
of the Northeast. Hundreds of thousands of workers study in the night schools, adding their numbers to the
4,500,000 peasants who attended winter school.
Naturally; all the educational activity creates a demand for printed materials. In 1950, more than 40 million
volumes of new books were printed by the Hsinhua (New China) Book Store. In addition, there operates in the
Northeast a far-reaching network of distributing centers for books, magazines, newspapers and other publications.
What are the results of such a promotion of knowledge and education? Take Dairen-Port Arthur as an example.
Before the liberation, one-third of the population was illiterate. By 1949, at the start of the program to erase
illiteracy, there were 200,000 people enrolled in the courses. Already over 50,000 have graduated. The standard
for workers is to know 1,200 characters, 1,000 for ordinary citizens and for the peasants, 800 characters.
Among the children, middle school students increased 266.5 per cent over Japanese times, primary school
students, 217.9 per cent. In addition, these cities now have a university with a complete course of subjects. There
are also technical schools which function right in the factories and plants. The workers have a cultural palace, nine
cultural institutes, 92 cultural clubs and 332 cultural centers.
A typical cultural installation is the one we visited in Dairen known as “The Workers’ Home”. This was in
reality the home school and cultural palace of the workers of the Dairen Transporation Company, half of whom
are women.
The slogan of the company is “The Factory Is the School”, and this spirit of constantly promoting the work is
carried into their workers’ home. As the work is split into three shifts, the home is full of people all of the time.
There they have their spare-time study and their technical school. They proudly tell you that both the manager of
the Dairen Transportation. Company and the headmaster of the school are graduates of the workers’ home and
from the workers’ ranks.
The workers’ home was set up out of the profits of their cooperative. They bought an old, dilapidated school,
and with their own voluntary labor turned it into a palace. There are club rooms and recreation rooms, a
playground, library, classrooms, bathrooms and a dining room. They also have a fine auditorium which can seat
800 people.
We saw many of these installations throughout our visit to the Northeast, in addition to such cultural institutes
as the Oriental Culture Museum and War Historical Museum in Port Arthur. In each place the workers had taken
an active part in actually constructing some section or all of the building, or were running the organization. In
each place, we saw the people of New China learning and enjoying a life that just a few short years ago they could
not even dream about. It made them eager to contribute more to our country’s growth and prosperity. It made
them determined to protect it with all the valor and love they possess.
*
To sum up the substance of the impressions I gathered from the Northeast:
The state power of imperialism, bureaucratic capital, warlordism and Kuomintang corruption has been
thoroughly smashed. This has been replaced with a power that is in every respect a people’s state.
This has enabled the land reform to be accomplished and consolidated. Never again will the peasants of the
Northeast return to the oppressive, feudal, poverty-ridden past. They have strode out onto the road of collective
effort, onto the road of New Democracy which leads to the Socialist epoch.
This has enabled the working class in the cities to release all of their creative genius. Together with the Soviet
technicians, who help us in the true spirit of internationalism, they are rapidly reconstructing industry and
providing a base for its future growth in the era of New Democracy, the preparatory period for the completely
organized, ultra-efficient industry of the Socialist epoch.
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This has enabled both peasants and workers to enjoy a constantly rising standard of living, gaining materially
and in the realm of culture with giant strides. This is remoulding our alert, inventive people into the citizens of
New Democracy, on their way to becoming the advanced type of person of the Socialist epoch.
As evidenced by the Northeast, New China is truly forging head to its glorious future.
2
Greetings, friends of the Chinese people.
This us a most propitious moment to send you a message. The People’s Republic of China has just concluded
its first glorious year. It is a period of summing up our accomplishments, for taking into focus the great changes
that have come about, and for preparing even more magnificent ones. It is a time which thrills and inspires 475
million people.
In my opinion, the greatest change in China since the historic date of October 1, 1949, is that for the first time
in our entire existence, the title by which our country is known has the word “people” in it. That word is not there
for mere display, since also for the first time, the emphasis and essence of our government is contained in that
massive force—the people.
This makes itself evident in every phase of our daily lives. I would like to tell you each detail of the complete
picture, but time does not permit. There fore, on this occasion, I will restrict my report to the ways in which the
new situation this past year has affected emergency relief work and my own organiza tion, the China Welfare
Institute. This means I am reluctantly by-passing the tremendous progress that has been made in such vital sectors
as land reform, the reconstruction of industry and commerce, the strengthening of national defense, the
development of China’s minority races’ first freedom and many other facets.
In conformity with its surroundings, the whole concept of relief and welfare work has changed. It is no longer
considered as some purely humanitarian and endless process. Rather, it is looked upon as an important segment of
the entire economic reconstruction program of the People’s Government. It is still humanitarian, but it is positive
in approach and strives for concrete results that eliminate the need for relief in the future. Welfare services are
considered a fundamental right and privilege of every person, but where emergency relief is specifically
concerned, it has a definite beginning, a definite method and a definite ending.
Its beginning is now necessitated by the misery of flood, famine and unemployment. Its method is salvation
through self-help, and self-help through production. Its ending is to coincide with the achievement of national
economic well-being or when we have achieved what Chairman Mao Tse-tung termed, “The struggle for the basic
turn for the better in our financial and economic situation.” We have set the goal of three years to reach that point.
Let us examine how some of these relief problems are met.
*
First let us consider the question of flood.
China has for centuries been afflicted with this menace. However, it became exceedingly destructive this past
year due to the criminal measures the warlord troops took as they were routed by the valiant People’s Liberation
Army. In their frenzy, these reactionary forces weakened and wrecked thousands of vital dike areas.
Consequently, last summer, when the rains were heavy, the water came flowing over the land, inundating tens of
millions of mu,\fn{A measurement of land area, in the same sense as hectare or “acre”:H} destroying houses and crippling the
livelihood of millions of people.
Previously, under the Kuomintang and U.S. “aid” programs, flood was met with giant talk of what was to be
done, but the actions were those of a pigmy. On this occasion, the deeds exceeded the announced plans because
the situation was realistically met with the full strength of the People’s Government.
The Ministry of Water Conservancy was called into action and attacked the problem as if it were a nation-wide
military campaign. They set up a massive operational system of 334 work and observation stations throughout the
country, linked directly to a flood fighting headquarters in Peking by tele-communications. They mobilized
4,690,000 men, women and members of the People’s Liberation Army. During special periods, they further
mobilized millions more. On each occasion they especially drew workers from among those hardest hit by the
flood.
These masses of people were used to effect a short-run and a long-run plan simultaneously. It meajnt curbing
the raging waters immediately, and at the same time working towards strongly harnessing them for the future, so
they would benefit the people, not destroy them.
The army of flood fighters were paid for their labors by the government. At the same time, they were educated
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as to the meaning of their work. Meetings were held on every level, from small village groups to huge area mass
gatherings. Every detail was carefully explained—the job to be accomplished, why they were mobilized,
how they would get paid, what their work would mean to their future and the future of the country. The
result was inspired, creative labor.
These workers shifted in one year's time 365 million cubic meters of earth. To give you some idea of the
size and weight of this shift, that is, enough dirt to build a wall one meter high and one meter wide around
the equator eight times. In practical terms, our people repaired more than 25,000 kilometers of dykes, in
addition to working towards permanently controlling such rivers as the Yangtze, Huai, Yellow, Yi, Pearl,
Han, Liao and the sea dikes of East China.
This strenuous effort enables me to report at this time that seven out of every ten hectares which were
under water last year, this year are under cultivation. In addition, vital and vast irrigation projects were
accomplished. For example, in the dry Northwest alone, 300,000 hectares were newly irrigated and work
has already started to reach a further two million hectares. As a side result, from this particular project will
come three million kilowatts of electric power from the drainage.
This gives you some idea of how we met the threat of flood, how we met the problem of beneficial distribution
of water, how our People’s Government has the power of the masses and how we used it.
*
Next, let us consider the question of famine.
This is a favorite topic for your newspapers as well as for certain political philanthropists. Yes, we
had famine in China. We never denied it. We made it quite plain that such disaster had visited upon our people.
We also made it quite plain that the famine was the result of the floods and the floods were the result of
Kuomintang destruction.
At the same time, however, we also told the world we had a way out of our troubles.
China has its own strength and through using this efficiently, the suffering was reduced to a minimum. Due to
the faith which the farmers have in our government, because of land reform and other beneficial measures, the
deliveries of tax grain have been on time and well over 90 per cent fulfilled. Due to the foresight and energy of
our People’s Government, we were able to materialize a movement of that grain within our country on such a
scale that every food deficiency area was reached. There was not one mode of transportation that was not
organised and put to play—the newly-reconstructed railroads, river boats, wagons, wheelbarrows and the very
backs of our courageous people.
The slogan was “None shall starve.” To meet that slogan here are the figures of the grain moves:
From Manchuria—one million tons and more if it was needed.
From Szechuan—110,000 tons.
From Central and South China—740,000 tons.
This life-giving grain was used in the famine areas for public works programs, such as water conservancy, for
production programs, to reclaim the land, for loans, to stimulate home and part-time industry. In a minority of
cases, it was distributed as outright relief.
And there was still enough to go around elsewhere. Shanghai, for example, usually dependent upon foreign
rice, could now make its way with ease on home grown grain.
This unprecedented and decisive action on the part of the government not only defeated famine, but it also had
a most salutary effect on the whole economy. Prices of the basic foods were stabilized. This made all other
commodities level off and remain relatively constant. To many it seemed as if a miracle had taken place. No other
government had been able to do this.
But it was no miracle. It was the result of a People’s Government that has the support of the people, and that
moves with dispatch after thorough preparation for that move.
*
The final effect of the price stabilization was that universal confidence was established in our people’s money.
This, in actuality, was the best of all possible “relief” programs for the nation as a whole. People’s minds were
at ease for the first time in years. They could fully concentrate on their job and strive for increased production.
Also from this sprung renewed and unswerving faith in Chairman Mao’s statement that while our country has
difficulties, it also has the solutions.
I wish to show how this thinking was applied to other relief matters, that of unemployment in some cities.
First, I must point out that this problem was confined to those cities which were most burdened with
compradore-imperialist influence and which have only recently been liberated.\fn{ Compradore was originally a
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Portuguese word, and refers to (so W) “a person within a country who acts as an agent for foreign organizations engagefd in investment,
trade, or economic or political exploitation” } It must also be made clear that this problem settled on cities which were

severely bombed by the American-supported Kuomintang airforce. I have made something special of these factors
for the following reasons:
1. In the case of the compradore-imperialist influence, unemployment is a special problem arising out of
internal conditions. There is now taking place an adjustment of industry and commerce, so that it produces for the
Chinese people and not mainly for export which was exploitation pure and simple. This is no easy task, to turn
industry so that it faces inward, particularly since it was set up and developed in the directly opposite direction.
This takes time, careful calculation and analysis, education of workers and industrialists as to its meaning to the
country.
This calls for a transition period, and during this time there is bound to be some dislocation. From this stems
the unemployment. But it, like all other problems, can be met with the same technique—the mobilization of the
people.
2. In the case of the bombing, unemployment arises from strictly external causes resulting in the destruction of
power plants, mills and factories and the disruption of shipping, preventing the importation of raw materials. This
too can be met and is being met by the same technique—the mobilization of the people.
Unemployment is handled through the joint efforts of the trade unions and the government. The labor
organizations work this way: They mobilize the workers themselves, both the employed and the unemployed.
They conduct campaigns for the collection of funds and supplies and are entrusted with the funds turned over by
the government and other organizations.
It should be pointed out here that help has come from every sector and section of the land, in response to the
slogan of “Unity: those with jobs and means, help those without.” The workers of Northeast China., since there is
no unemployment there, especially were liberal in their contributions.
These funds were once again mainly used to put the unemployed workers to productive tasks. Public works
programs have been instituted, vital construction jobs undertaken and technical training projects established.
Workers are paid for both work and study.
At the same time, the government takes other positive and energetic steps. Every attempt is made to revive
production, both in the publicly-owned and the privately-owned plants. Loans are issued by the People’s Bank to
start the wheels moving when there is no other capital available. Large orders are placed by the government
purchasing agencies to keep the factories producing and at the same time to stimulate trade between the city and
the country by satisfying the needs of the people in the rural areas.
Another way the governrnent steps into the breach is by procuring the necessary raw materials and allocating
these to the deficient plants. This is accomplished by financing the purchase abroad and the shipment by rail, and
also by sponsoring the expansive planting of agriculture industrial products such as cotton.
The workers with jobs, for their part and as a result of labor union education, conduct raw material economy
drives and constantly improve their techniques so as to raise the level of production. The total result is an
increasingly improving business situation, using the government policy of benefiting both labor and capital, both
public and private enterprises.
*
Now there is one other field where this mass technique is applied with signal success. That is, in the realm of
medicine. While it is not strictly in the category of emergency relief, there are some aspects of it which have the
necessary characteristics of treating emergencies. Therefore, I should report this to you.
As you know, how to take modern medical practice to the Chinese people has always been one of our prime
problems. Epidemics have swept our land endlessly.
But the time has come when the end is in sight for such catastrophies. The reason is that the People’s
Government has taken measures to control the forces of nature and has mobilized the great masses of people in
this mammoth battle.
For the immediate enemies, such as plague, cholera and others, teams consisting of hundreds of medical
workers have been assigned to do combat. In Northeast China, on two occasions, they have stopped epidemics in
their first stages, these, incidentally, being remnants of Japanese bacteriological war preparations.
In other areas, medical workers have saved hundreds of thousands of livestock from various animal diseases.
In Shanghai, after inoculating almost four million people, there were only ten cases of proven cholera this past
summer. This, indeed, is a new record.
How can these miracles of medicine be accomplished? There is only one way: to educate the broad masses to
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participate along with technical personnel in the fight against disease. Workers, farmers and soldiers, all are part
of this great medtcai army.
In the main cities, in the regional centers, in the district centers, exhibitions, lectures, demonstrations and
training are given to lift the level of medical and sanitation knowledge of the people. Such expansive programs
have been outlined and talked' about for years and years. But in this past year, the plans have been implemented
with vigor over the entire country, even in the newly-liberated areas.
This is not just a temporary measure. It will be years before China will have enough trained personnel in the
field. This means that the emphasis in medicine must continue to be along preventive lines. For this to succeed, it
must be founded in the masses, and their education and training must be even further deepened and intensified.
In the meantime, the government is undertaking a most ambitious program. Within three to five years, we hope
to establish on every governmental level a medical organization with qualified personnel. This plan calls for
medical units in regions, districts and villages all linked and co-operating.
To implement this program, China in the following five years will train 20,000 doctors, over 30,000 medical
workers and thousands of technicians and dentists.
*
In addition, as part of China’s industrialisation, we will strive to erect factories and laboratories to pro duce our
own supplies and equipment to the greatest extent possible. This plan can only succeed with full participation of
the masses.
With this illustration, you have four examples of how the masses of people fight calamity in the New China.
The technique, whether implementing relief or projects in the welfare field, is mass in character, in orientation and
in backing. The agency to foster and guide this work and to lead all of the organizations functioning in the relief
and welfare fields was formed just this past April. It is the People’s Relief Administration of China, or PRAC, as
we call it. It was formed upon the call of people from all over the country and under the auspices of the People’s
Government. The purposes of PRAC are as follows:
1. To unify relief and welfare plans throughout the country.
2. To determine the spheres of work.
3. To control the allocation of personnel, funds and materials according to the plan.
4. To see that publicity conforms, with action.
The principles of PRAC are derived from the experiences of the people and are as follows:
1. The Chinese people have won military vctories over all odds and liberated themselves With this same
strength they will liberate themselves from misery of any and every source.
2. To help people to help themselves so they an make the land secure, so they can increase produc tion, so they
can heighten their standard of living.
3. To co-operate with all individuals and organisations that are engaged in genuine relief and welfare work as
long as they conform to the principles of PRAC and are willing to follow the lead of the People’s Government.
4. Not to refuse, but to welcome, well-intentioned international assistance and in turn to aid international
friends wherever and whenever possible, since now our basic position has changed with the people’s victory.
Armed with these purposes and principles, the People’s Relief Administration of China joins forces with our
government and with all other people’s organizations to meet the trials which are the result of victory and to help
push on with the transition from the semi-feudal, semi-colonial society, to the new people’s society.
*
I am sure that many of you are asking how all of these new conditions of the past year have affected my own
organization, the China Welfare Institute. The fact is that we have just recently undergone a reorganization which
started with our name and worked its way down into every corner of our work. Satisfied that the big relief
problems are being handled expeditiously by the government, the conference which initiated PRAC gave us new
objectives for our work.
We have now entered an advanced phase of our history, to assume one of the positions of leadership in the
planning and developing of techniques in the welfare field.
From this point forward, the China Welfare Institute will concentrate its efforts on the women and children of
workers, farmers and soldiers. The emphasis will be on the establishment of model and experimental projects in
medicine and health, culture and education. The results of our work will be published and will be broadcast
throughout the nation by PRAC and other people’s organizatiori.
This emphasis on women and children is in keeping with the new, elevated status they enjoy under the
People’s Republic of China. In the Common Program, which is our fundamental law, Article 6 gives women full
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equality with men in every phase of life. In Article 48, the children of the nation are provided for. Women, in
addition, are aided by the promulgation of the Marriage Law, which obliterates for all time the feudal prerogatives
of husbands.
The purpose of the CWI is to help make the emancipation of women and children as complete as possible, as
quickly as possible.
That is why we operate a maternity, health and child-care network in the textile factory districts, where over 80
per cent of the workers are women.
That is why we have a model nursery and creche for over 250 children.
That is why we are ardently striving to perfect our program, in order that it may be duplicated all over China,
thereby freeing millions of women for work in the government, in industry, in the fields and in our People’s
Liberation Army.
The China Welfare Institute is similarly attacking problems related to the enhancement of our children’s lives.
Take the field of education as an example. Our government is doing a magnificent job. Already there are 20
million youngsters in primary schools and another one and a half million in secondary schools.
In addition, the Ministry of Education plans to eliminate illiteracy within three to five years. This is a
tremendous program, but it is still not enough to meet all of the educational needs of this country. Every person
and organization which can lend a hand must do so.
Since the CWI has broad and deep experience in mass education and cultural activities, since we know how to
link these activities with the economic and national reconstruction requirements of China, it was natural that we
should establish a children’s cultural center in the middle of a workers’ district. From there we are able to carry on
our mass literacy classes, the after school cultural mobilization and other works. Once again, we use this project
to point the way, so it can be duplicated a thousand times over, until there are a thousand chil dren’s cultural
palaces in China.
It is the same story in dramatics and people’s art. Our country has become a singing, dancing, acting country
since the liberation. Cultural groups and dramatic troupes spring up everywhere. In Mukden, for example, there
are 350 amateur theatrical troupes, with over 12,000 members, most of them factory workers.
China has never seen such far-reaching cultural activity, and the CWI is part of the whole movement. Our
Children’s Theater is the first of its kind in this country. It is dedicated to the children and is run by them. We have
100 talented youngsters in our theatre. They have their own dramatic troupe, their own playwrights, set designers
and stage managers, their own dance ensembles and their own orchestra. As in all of our work, this is a pioneer
project and we won’t be satisfied until there are hundreds of such theaters in every part of our country.
As time goes on, the China Welfare Institute will also participate in scientific research. For example, we have
already begun a project for the gathering of statistics on the development of Chinese children using control
groups. This is the first time that such work is being carried out on a large scale and using the latest scientific
methods. There are other similar projects under consideration.
*
To summarize, all of the work of the CWI has the same purpose—to serve the people by spreading the results
of our experience as far and as wide as possible.
Thus, through this brief report on how we are handling relief questions and what the outlook of the China
Welfare Institute is, you are able to obtain a general idea of how the New China is functioning.
First, we do things in step with the people.
Second, we face our difficulties squarely and we are a nation bard at work to erase them.
Third, we are willing to receive honest, fraternal help from all sides, but at the same time, we are capable of
using our own resources and genius to the maximum.
*
There is one other characteristic of the New-China.
We are a nation for peace and construction. No people appreciates the meaning of peace more than do the
Chinese people. We have known war for over 100 years, so to us, peace is a treasure. We will struggle to maintain
it. We will protect it at all costs.
It disturbs us to see the club swinging measures which some circles in your country have taken against peace.
It angers us to witness your finest sons and daughters imprisoned for advocating the making of peace into a living
condition.
We condemn the “summer-time peace patriots” in high place and low, who at this juncture turn their backs on
the people. But at the same time, we posses steady and root-deep faith in the masses of the American people. We
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know they have the strength to resist and overcome the pressure and intimidation of those who seek a profit,
grubbing war.
You once gave us a sample of that strength when the Chinese people faced their darkest days. You were a
constant source of encouragement to those of us who were fighting for the birth of this New China.
Now we would like to repay you. Please accept the inspiration of the Chinese people, a people in control of
their own destiny. To us it is a rule of life that the struggles of the common men and women all over the world are
the same and inseparable. Our difficulties are equally shared, but so are our victories.
The liberated Chinese people extend their hands across the sea to firmly grasp yours, so that with unified ranks
we may hold the peace.
This is the message they want relayed to the American people.
1894

194.6 Excerpt from Mao Tse-tung And I Were Beggars\fn{by Siao-yu aka Siao Tzu-cheng (1894- )} Hunan Province,
China (M) 34
… In January of 1916 I started teaching at the Ch’u Yi School. The next year when the time came for the
summer vacation of almost three months, I felt that I needed a change. So I decided to spend the summer as a
beggar.\fn{At the time they undertook this adventure, Mao Tse-tung was in his 24 th year, and Siao-yu was in his 23rd. This is the part of
Siao Tzu-cheng’s book which deals with the actual journey which he and Mao Tse-tung undertook in 1917. }
The attraction of the beggar’s life for me was the ability to overcome physical and psychological difficulties
inherent in living outside the accepted pale of society. In China and in the East generally from time immemorial,
begging has been considered a profession, rather than, as in the West, a mark of poverty or improvidence. It is
fascinating to try travel about the country without a cent in one’s pocket.
At this particular time Mao was still a student in the First Normal, but he came often to see me and to chat.
One day he said,
“Summer vacation is drawing near. When do you finish your classes?”
“We’re having examinations now and vacation will start in a week,” I replied.
“Ours will start in a fortnight,” Mao added.
“Will you spend your summer at the school again as you did last year?” I asked.
“I haven’t decided what I’ll do this summer,” Mao answered. “What are you going to do?”
“I have a new plan for this summer,” I told him. “I have decided that I’m going to try being a beggar.”
“A beggar? What do you mean by that? I don’t understand. Why do you want to be a beggar?” He shot the
questions at me incredulously.
“Yes, I shall be a beggar. I shall go a long way away without taking a cent with me and I shall beg for my food
and lodging. All the same I expect to have a most interesting holiday and visit many interesting places!” I
explained.
“I still don’t understand,” Mao continued. “If you don’t find anyone to ask, or if people don’t want to give you
anything, how are you going to get along? You won’t like going hungry.”
“Ah, that’s the most interesting part,” I explained. “I want to find how people react toward me. Do you really
think beggars starve to death?”
“No, that’s true. You don’t hear of them starving.”
“Not only that, but they are the freest and the happiest men alive! Remember the saying, ‘After three years of
life as a beggar, one would not accept even a post as mandarin’? Now tell me why do you think they say that?”
“Why, that’s because an officer has responsibility while a beggar has none,” Mao replied.
“No, not only that,” I explained. “An officer is tied down by restrictions and a beggar is completely free. I have
experienced the happiness and complete freedom of the beggar’s life. Do you know what it feels like?”
“No, but I can imagine it just as you do.”
“But, I am not imagining. I have really lived the life of a beggar,” I said.
“You mean you have actually been a beggar?”
“Yes, of course. You didn’t know about that, did you? I have never told you about that episode in my life.”
“Please,” said Mao, “tell me that story. It must be very interesting.”
“It was four or five years ago and I was a beggar on two different occasions. I had been meditating on the
freedom and happiness of beggars and I decided I’d like to give their way of life a practical trial. The first time I
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was a beggar for only one day, but the second time it was three days. The first time I set off early in the morning
and walked out into the country till I felt hungry, when I began to beg for food. At the first house they didn’t give
me enough; so I went to a second. There the food was dirty; so I went to a third place where I was allowed to eat
as much as I wanted. After that I walked back home. In the evening I was hungry again and I begged for some
rice. Finally I arrived home by the light of the moon.”
“But when people saw you, did they really take you for a beggar?” asked Mao.
“It was interesting to observe their reactions. Some people were cold and would have nothing to do with me.
Others asked if I could read. Apparently they suspected that I was a sung tzu hsien sheng.\fn{An intellectual beggar
who gave symbolical gifts of a verse on a cheap scroll, composed and written by himself, in exchange for food, lodging or money }
However, I simply said I had no money, that I was hungry and had nothing to eat. Some were quite sympathetic,
chatting with me as I ate. In one house I was given a whole bowl of rice, vegetables and a fried egg. The head of
that household was an old lady who had two sons studying in the city. She asked me several times how it was that
I was so poor that I had to beg. I had a very interesting talk with her and gained further insight into the
psychology of society.”
“That is really very interesting. What a pity you had only one day,” Mao said.
“Yes, that’s why I did go out again for three days. This time it was more difficult because I had to find a place
to sleep.”
“But how could you beg for a place to stay overnight?” asked Mao.
“Why not? Let me tell you. It was summertime, not too cold at night, and there was a moon. It was a
wonderful experience. Walking slowly alone across the deserted countryside I seemed to be the only person in the
world—walking in a void, no obstacles, no worries, completely free. Far behind and forgotten were the noise and
bustle of everyday life, with only the stars and the moon in their blue velvet setting for companions. I had never
before experienced such a sensation of peace and separation and I decided to walk all night. When dawn came, I
lay down on a grassy bank and slept soundly till noon. Then I got up to beg for food. The second night was dark
and somber without a moon. Before long I came to a high mountain and as I walked along beneath it, I saw a huge
rock, blacker even than the sky, jutting out above me. Deep shadows and strange shapes were beginning to
frighten me and I wasn’t happy as I had been the previous night.”
“But weren’t you afraid of the tigers and other wild animals that live in the mountains?” asked Mao.
“To tell the truth, I began to recall all the stories I’d ever heard of mountain tigers and I imagined that there
were tigers really prowling around in search of prey. As I stood there hesitating about whether to go on or turn
back, I saw a point of light in the distance and I set out toward it. The light from a lamp was shining from the
window of a small farmhouse. This indication of the presence of other human beings was most reassuring and I
hastened forward. A few moments after I knocked on the door, I saw through a wide crack a young girl of
seventeen approaching, carrying a small lamp in her hand. She peered out at me without opening the door and
asked what I wanted. I told her I was a beggar who had lost the road and was looking for a place to pass the night.
She stared at me a moment, then turned and went back into the house. I realized that she was afraid to open the
door to a stranger and had gone to call her father. Soon an old man appeared, carrying the lamp, and asked who I
was, where I came from, and was I alone or did I have a companion? My reply seemed satisfactory and he let me
in.
“We entered a large room and he held the lamp high while he studied me carefully from head to foot. I looked
at him in the same manner. He was obviously a farmer, about fifty years old and had almost no hair save for a
straggly little moustache. He smiled gently and I knew then that he had decided that I was not dangerous. I turned
to look at the girl who stood by the table. Her hair was tied at the back into a long pigtail and she wore a blue
cotton dress with trousers of the same material. From her sunburned, almost swarthy complexion it was easy to
see that she worked on the farm, but her eyes were large and bright and her teeth were white and even. She was
watching me and our eyes met for a moment. Turning to her father she asked,
“‘Papa, have you asked if he wants something to eat?’ I said I had not eaten but that I was not hungry. The girl,
without comment, quickly left the room while her father and I continued our talk. Soon she returned and smiling,
handed me a cup of tea.
“‘The rice will soon be ready,’ she said. The farmer asked about my family and why I was a beggar; so I told
him I was studying in a school. He told me his wife had died the previous year and he had only the one daughter.
They worked the land together for a living. When the daughter brought me a bowl of rice and vegetable, her father
said,
“‘Daughter, this young man is no beggar; he’s a student.’ She smiled and said
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“‘Master Siao, please eat your supper.’ We all talked as I ate, after which we all went to bed. I was extremely
tired and they were in the habit of going to bed early.
“Next morning everyone was up at daybreak and I wanted to say goodbye and be on my way, but they begged
me to stay. Finally, after I had eaten lunch with them, I thanked them for their kindness and set off toward home.
We still keep up our friendship.”
“Ah,” exclaimed Mao, “now I know why you’re so interested in living a beggar's life! You still want to see the
farmer and his daughter!”
“Last winter I did go to see them on my way home,” I explained. “I took them a few gifts. The daughter was
married and had a baby two years old and the father was living with them. This time I want to take a new road. I
want to see new things and have all new experiences. The most interesting aspect is the overcoming of difficulties
and there is nothing more difficult than trying to live in the society of others without money. I want to see how I
can overcome that difficulty.”
Mao was enthusiastic.
“It sounds very interesting. May I go with you?” he asked.
“Of course, if you like. The beggar life is really for only one person and for never more than two. But the two
of us should get along very well.”
“Good! I do want to go with you. When do we start?”
“My summer vacation begins next week but I shall wait a week till you are free and then we can decide
definitely on the date and complete the details.”
*
The date was finally fixed and since the idea was mine, it was decided that we would start out from Ch’u Yi
School where I lived. Mao arrived early in the morning on a beautiful summer day. He wore his old school clothes
which consisted of white shorts and tunic, both very old and worn. Being a teacher, I wore the traditional long
robe in the school; but for this occasion I had changed into a coarse old jacket, shorts and cloth shoes. Mao always
shaved his head, soldier fashion; so the day before I had done likewise. My disguise was thus complete.
Mao had brought an old umbrella and a cloth bundle containing a change of clothes, a towel, notebook, writing
brush and the ink box. The less we carried the lighter we could walk; so we had agreed to take nothing more with
us. I had bought an umbrella and my bundle was the same as Mao’s with the addition of some stationery and a
rhyme book, just in case I was inspired to write a poem. I had left my money with the school manager and now I
put the loose coins from my pocket into my desk. Neither of us was to take a cent on the journey, nothing but the
umbrella and a bundle of clothes. When we were all ready, I said,
“Please wait for just a moment. I want to go and see the Director and tell him good-bye.”
When the Director's servant saw me, he opened his eyes wide, staring at the old, worn out garments which I
wore. He hesitated, apparently wondering what to say. Finally he asked,
“Mr. Siao, what is the matter? What has happened? Have you had-have you had fight with someone?” The
only explanation he could think of was that I had put on these clothes to fight a duel and that I now had come to
tell the Director.
“Who would I want to fight with?” I asked. “I just want a few words with the Director.” The Director was as
surprised as his servant with my appearance.
“Mr. Siao!” he ejaculated. “How are you? What has happened? Why are you dressed like that?”
“Nothing has happened,” I answered calmly. “I’m just going on a journey.”
“Where in the world would you go in such clothes?” he asked.
“I want to get acquainted with our province; so I have decided to travel on foot. This dress is most comfortable
for walking,” I explained.
“You must be very careful on the road,” he continued, quite concerned for my safety.
“Thank you,” I replied. “I have a companion, Mao Tse-tung, who is going with me.”
“Oh! The young man who comes here to visit you so often? He was a student of mine when I was Director of
Fourth Normal. A strange fellow! A very strange fellow. You’re going with him? Two strange fellows! Very good.
But do be careful all the same.”
Returning to my room from the Directois office, I came face to face with one of my best students in the large
hall. He stared at me in open-mouthed astonishment, and then at a distance of some ten steps, he bowed to me. As
we came abreast, I asked him why he was in school, since all the students had gone on vacation the week before.
But suddenly he became mute and he said not a word. His face turned a deep red, he dropped his head, and he
dared not look at me. I understood without his speaking that he was thinking how ugly and undignified I looked,
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dressed as a laborer, but he dared not ask any questions. When I spoke again, he lowered his head still further,
made a deep bow, and walked rapidly away.
When I returned to my room, Mao and I discussed which way we would go when we started out, to the right or
left? It mattered little since begging would be the same in either case, but there was one difference. If we turned
right, we should be outside the city and out in open country after a ten minutes’ walk. To the left, we would have
to cross a wide river, the Siang Kiang, within ten minutes. Mao said,
“You go first and I’ll follow.”
“I want to go left and cross the river,” I said.
“Very well,” he replied, “we’ll go left. But why do you want to cross the river?”
“If we turn right, it’s all flat open country with no obstacles, and it would be uninteresting. If we go left, we
have to find a way to get across the river and that will be our first obstacle.” Mao laughed loudly and said,
“That’s true! We’re going to avoid the easy path and look for difficulties. Good. Let’s go! To the left.”
When we had picked up our bundles, I locked the study door and we were on our way. We put our umbrella
over the right shoulder and slung our bundles over the end, close to our backs; so the weight was better distributed
and it seemed lighter. I had learned this trick in my former experiences as a beggar. I suggested that Mao should
lead the way, but after a bit of argument, he insisted that I lead and he would follow; so we set off, I walking in
front and Mao behind me. For the whole month that we were beggars, we walked in that order with but very few
exceptions.
As we were going out to the street, the gatekeeper came and stared at us in astonishment. His mouth slowly
opened but no words came. I spoke to him,
“Old Lu, I’m going on a journey and if letters come for me, do not forward them. I’ll be back at school in a
month.” He still stared at me with open mouth as if he had not heard me; so I asked,
“Old Lu, do you understand what I am telling you?” He answered as if in a daze,
“Yes, Mr. Siao. Yes, yes …”
Several laborers in the gatekeeper’s room followed us with their amazed glances and we continued on our way.
They were wondering, I’m sure, what could have happened to the usually dignified teacher for him to have
dressed up and gone away in such a strange manner?
But from then on, we were no longer the focus of persons’ stares, because there were many, many people on
the highway wearing old worn out tunics and shorts. We were right in style.
*
Only a few minutes’ walk from the Small West Gate of Changsha City took us to the banks of the broad Siang
Kiang. At this point the river is five or six hundred meters wide and we knew it was very deep because we had
often seen large steamships go past. Since we could walk no further, we sat down on the grass and watched the
flow of the river waters.
“How can we get across?” we asked simultaneously.
There were three possibilities. First, swimming, but neither of us knew how to swim and besides, we would get
our things wet if we attempted to swim and carry our bundles—so swimming was out. Second, if we walked
about half a mile up the river we could take the free ferry; but neither of us wanted to take that way out. It seemed
too easy and we seemed to be evading the obstacle that way, instead of overcoming it. Third, there was a small
rowboat service, but the fare was two coppers. That was very cheap and many people crossed that way, but we
had not a cent. We were indeed penniless beggars. We sat watching these small boats fill up with passengers and
set off for the other side. One left about every ten minutes. We watched one particular boat cross three times and
we knew that looking would not get us across. We had to act. Mao suggested that we go down and talk to the
ferryman, that we tell him we had no money and ask him to take us across. To his suggestion I replied,
“I doubt that he will accept. And if he refuses, what shall we do then?”
“Well,” said Mao, “I’m not afraid. I’m going to ask him.”
He walked resolutely down to one of the small boats tied up near us and very politely asked the boatman to
take us across without paying because we had no money. The young boatman replied very firmly and
emphatically,
“If you have no money, you will have to take the public ferry. It is only a few minutes’ walk from here.” When
Mao returned and asked what we should do next, I said,
“I knew he would not take us. My idea is for us to walk down and get into the boat as if we were ordinary
passengers. When he collects the fares, we’ll be half way across and we can tell him then that we have no money.
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It’s very unlikely that he will turn back and he wouldn’t push us out of the boat; so we’ll get across. He won’t
bring us back again because he’ll want our space for other paying passengers. Come on, let’s try it out.”
We jumped up and quickly boarded one of the small boats that had just arrived from the other side. We
elbowed our way ahead of the other passengers and went right up to the bow. Since there were no seats, we all
stood packed together till about fourteen had boarded and the boat was full.
“We’re off!” shouted the boatman as he pushed against the bank with all his force with a long pole. Quickly
the boat glided forward and soon we were in mid-stream.
A little girl of five or six reached out a plate to us for our fares. Each passenger tossed in his two t’ung yuan
and there was a continuous tang, tang, tang, as the coins fell in. When she reached us, the tang stopped. The
boatman, watching, said,
“Will the two distinguished looking gentlemen please pay the little girl? Two t’ung yuan each, please.”
“I’m afraid we have no money,” answered Mao. “Please, will you not take us across?”
“What? No money?” asked the boatman, incredulously. “Then why did you get on this boat? I can’t carry
passengers without paying. Please give her the money quickly.”
“Really, it’s quite true,” I broke in, “we don’t have a cent between us. Please take us across now and in a
month when we return we shall pay you back double.”
“How do you think I can remember you in a month’s time?” he asked. “If you have no money, you could leave
me one of your umbrellas.”
“Oh, no,” answered Mao. “We need the umbrellas on our journey. Besides, an umbrella costs fourteen t’ung
yuan and the trip on the boat for two of us is only four!”
“But if you don’t pay, you can’t cross the river!” shouted the ferryman.
“Do you say we cannot cross the river?” I asked. “We are in the middle of the river now. What will you do?”
“You are robbers!” said the ferryman. “I’ve a good mind to turn and take you back.”
At this, all the others loudly protested. They had listened with amusement to our conversation, but now they
shouted,
“No, no. We’re in a hurry. We have paid our fare! Be quick and get us across.” Among the passengers was a
kind old man who now stepped forward.
“I’ll contribute two t’ung yuan toward their fare,” he said, “and the other passengers can pay the other two. We
don’t want to go back.” Several other passengers agreed to that, but Mao and I cried,
“No, no! We do not agree. You must not pay for us!”
Then I had an idea,
“The boat is in the middle of the stream. The boatman can rest while we row across. That way we’ll be
working our way across.”
But the ferryman did not agree.
“I’ll still be four t’ung yuan short, and I don’t need a rest,” he said. “If my best customer wants to pay for you,
why don’t you let him? You’re just trying to make things difficult for me! You’re just plain robbers!”
By now the passengers were shouting impatiently, “Let’s get moving!” and the old man assured the ferryman
that when we reached the other shore, he would see that the trouble was all cleared up before he left the boat.
As soon as the other passengers were off, the ferryman pushed the boat about twenty feet from the shore lest
we try to escape. Meanwhile the old man quietly offered again to pay the money for us but Mao insisted that we
would return in a month and would pay the boatman at that time. I broke in with,
“Sir, if you pay the four t’ung yuan, it will be like giving us a slap in the face. We shall be offended.” The
ferryman heard the last of our conversation and he shouted,
“What’s that about a slap on the face? If you don’t pay up, I’ll give you more than a slap!”
“If you want to fight to settle it, we’re not afraid,” said Mao.
By this time a number of people were waiting on the bank to take the ferry across and another little boat was
already in mid-stream on its way over. The boatman realized that if the other boat got to shore first, he would lose
those customers; so finally he gave us up as a bad job and he pushed to shore again, telling us in no uncertain
terms exactly what he thought of us! As soon as the boat touched shore, the old man, Mao and I jumped ashore
and, as we gave the ferryman a sweet smile, we said,
“Thank you, and good-bye.”
The old man went quickly on his way and we set off along the road which stretched in front of us. We didn’t
know where it would take us. We just knew it was a road from Changsha to the District of Ningsiang.
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“It was very kind of that old man to offer to pay our fares,” I said as we walked along. “And since we are
beggars, we could have accepted; but that would have been too easy. We must try to do things the hard way.”
“It’s too bad all those people were waiting for the ferry,” mused Mao. “If no one had been there, we might
have had a good fight with the boatman!”
We strolled on toward Ningsiang District.
*
Modern motor highways were undreamed of at that time and this main road was only a meter wide, paved with
slate slabs down the middle to form an uneven but relatively clean path during the wet season. On both sides of
the road were fields of young rice plants. At the crossroads were stone signposts with chiseled characters, but
often we didn’t look at these; rather, we looked at the roads and took the one that was widest.
Though the sun was very hot and we had no hats, still we did not need to use our umbrellas to protect our
shaven heads. It was our feet that felt the heat most! The slate seemed to be red hot, and though it was quite
smooth, we preferred to walk on the grass at the side of the road. When we left the school, we wore heavy-soled
cloth shoes; but after we crossed the river, we changed to straw sandals.
As we walked along, the long straight road ahead seemed to pull us like a magnet. The flatness became
monotonous, but soon we saw a mountain ahead which we would have to climb! When the scenery changed, we
were quite happy again. But the road through the mountains grew wearisome, too, and we longed for the flatness
of the plains. When we walked through the flat plains, we remembered the beauty of the mountains. Nature
seemed to be familiar with this peculiarity of man and had kindly alternated the long stretches of flat plains with
the beautiful mountains. Soon we lost count of the number of fields and mountains we passed on our journey.
We talked of all sorts of interesting things as we walked. Time had ceased to exist. Neither of us wore a watch
and we judged the hour by the length of the sun’s shadow. When the shadows began to point eastward, we judged
that it must be two o’clock, and suddenly we realized that we had not eaten and that we were hungry! When we
were engrossed in our talk, we had not noticed the time but now we felt real hunger pangs in our empty stomachs
and the more we thought of it, the hungrier we became. Our feet, too, became hotter and more tired with every
step.
Soon we came to a little eating place alongside the road where it was customary for travelers to stop and rest
even though they did not expect to eat. We dropped thankfully into two seats out of the sun and it was so
pleasantly cool that we were sound asleep with a breeze fanning us gently and quietly. I have no idea how long I
slept, but when I awakened, Mao Tse-tung was still sound asleep. Soon, however, a big, heavy cart passed close
beside us and the vibration and the noise wakened him with a start.
The woman who ran the eating place studied us curiously, no doubt thinking it strange that we should arrive so
obviously tired and hot, yet buy no refreshment. She now inquired if we had had tea, but we thanked her and said
we were not thirsty. It was quite true that we did not want tea; what we did want was some good solid food for we
were ravenously hungry! Should we beg her for some food? She looked kind and probably would have given us a
bowl of rice, but to ask her directly was too easy; so we said nothing. She must have guessed our situation for
soon she brought us two cups of tea explaining that there was no charge. We gratefully gulped down the hot tea,
but shortly regretted it because it just served to increase our hunger.
“Come on,” said Mao. “Let’s start begging. I can’t wait a second longer. I’m starved. Let’s start with those
farmhouses.”
“The trouble is,” I explained, “each family will give us only a small quantity of food and we shall have to go to
four or five houses before we can satisfy our hunger. Again, some people will probably give us uncooked rice as a
symbolical gift and that will be of little help to us. No, I think the best plan would be for us to find if any family
of intellectuals live near here. If so, we shall pay them a visit. No doubt we will have better luck there.” Mao
turned to the woman and asked,
“Do you know of any family of intellectuals living near here?”
“Oh yes,” she said, “about half a kilometer from here is a family called Wang. They have two sons studying in
Changsha. Their neighbors are called Tsao. The head of that family is a doctor and his son, who is fifteen, is also
studying medicine at home. In the hills at the back of my restaurant lives an old gentleman called Liu. He is an
Imperial Doctor of Arts and a retired Prefect. He has no son, but several daughters, all married.”
“Jun-chih,” I cried, “Dr. Liu will be our host today! We shall direct our first attack upon him. I think the best
approach would be for us to write a poem to present to him in which we tell him the purpose of our visit in
symbolical language.”
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“Good idea!” agreed Mao. “Let's see, the first line could go: “Toiling over the mountains, following the
rushing streams, we finally reach a famous district.”
“That’s good,” I approved, “The second line, With sticks of bamboo and straw sandals we come from afar to
pay homage to the great scholar. Then we could continue with, The road we have traveled was deep in white
clouds like a celestial sea.”
“We could finish it with, And the dew from our wet clothes soaked into our hungry bodies,” finished Mao.
The reference to the clouds was an allusion to the fact that Liu was a scholarly hermit, living in his distant
mountain retreat far from the petty struggles of humanity, while the mention of our “hungry bodies” and “long
journey” seemed obvious enough. When the poem was finished, we read it through several times, quite pleased
with ourselves.
“Imperial Doctor Liu ought to admire our prowess!” said Mao. “We’ll soon see what sort of literary critic he
is.”
We read the lines again, which in Chinese really sounded very good, and both of us laughed heartily, forgetting
our hunger for the moment. Opening my bundle I took out my brush, ink, paper and envelopes, and in my very
best calligraphy, I carefully wrote the poem which we both signed with our real names. On the envelope, I wrote,
“To Imperial Doctor of Arts Liu.” The woman, seeing us address an envelope, came to the table to ask if we
were writing letters home.
“There’s no post office here,” she explained. “You’ll have to take it to Ningsiang Town to post it.”
Thanking her kindly, we went out to the road, turned left and climbed the slope behind the restaurant. Soon we
reached the top, and from there we saw a big white brick house at the foot of the hill. Knowing that it must be Dr.
Liu's residence, we set off toward it.
The low hill back of the house was covered with trees forming a uniform green background against which the
white brick house stood out clearly even from a great distance. The windows and columns at the front were red
and the long white surrounding wall with its even black tiles, made one think of a walled city. To the right was the
entrance gate with big trees with red blossoms on each side. Before the wall was a large pond almost covered with
large green lotus leaves and exquisitely beautiful red blooms. From the distance the scene looked like a richly
colored painting; but it would have required an expert artist to do it justice.
When we reached the stately residence, we saw that a red band had been painted on the polished wood of the
gate, and this band bore characters printed in black. Those on the right were Chao jen ch’iu yüeh, which means
“May the autumn moon shine on us,” on the left, Hui wo ch’un feng, or “Give me the spring breeze.”
We admired the beautiful calligraphy which we presumed must be Liu’s, since under the old system of
Imperial Examinations, calligraphy together with literature and poetry was one of the main subjects. For this
reason, the Han Ning, the Imperial Doctors of Arts, were all master calligraphers. We hoped that Liu, as a
connoisseur of calligraphy and poems, would be pleased with our efforts which we were about to present to him.
The outer gate was closed and locked. Looking through the crack, we could see a second gate about ten meters
further on which was also closed. We could see through into a large courtyard in which stood the house with its
doors and windows all wide open. We banged on the outer gate three or four times with our hands and
immediately some big dogs in the second court began to bark furiously. We were astonished to hear so many dogs,
just a bit scared because they sounded so savage, and we wondered if they could get out. When we stopped
knocking, the barking ceased. We had had no previous experience with dogs, so we stopped to talk the matter
over. Our umbrellas were useless as weapons because an attacking dog would break them immediately; so Mao
got two strong, hard sticks from the dry branches of the trees nearby. Each was about two yards long and as hard
as steel. These clubs gave us assurance and we banged on the gate with them. The more we banged, the louder the
dogs barked. But we were not afraid now and we continued our knocking in spite of the horrible howls. After five
minutes of this pounding the only result was that the dogs seemed to be getting tired and made less noise.
A few minutes later, looking through the crack, we saw an old man dressed in a short tunic coming from the
house. He must be Liu’s servant. He came slowly across the court toward the gate, followed by half a dozen huge
hounds in a variety of colors, all barking furiously. Opening the second gate, he came to the main gate before
which we were standing. There he stopped and asked with a rough voice what we wanted. Speaking through the
crack in the gate, Mao answered,
“We have come from the capital and we have a letter for Dr. Liu.”
I slipped the letter through to him, and in a kinder voice he said, “Please wait a moment,” and he turned back
to the house. No doubt he thought we had brought the letter all the way from Changsha, and we smiled at the
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thought. The dogs seemed to have realized from their master’s voice that we were friends and now they stood
wagging their tails in quiet welcome.
As we sat down on the stone steps to wait, all was quiet except for the singing of the birds in the trees back of
the house. After waiting patiently for more than ten minutes, Mao wanted to start banging the gate again, but I
told him to wait awhile, that Dr. Liu was undoubtedly admiring our poem and our calligraphy. After a further long
wait with nothing but silence, we lost our patience and we started banging on the gate once more, and the dogs
started their barking.
Almost at once the old man came out and opened the gate.
“Please come in, masters,” he said, and we followed him through the two gates into the inner court. “I was a
bit late returning because my master just wakened from his afternoon sleep. He washed his face before reading the
letter, but when he read it, he told me to ask you to come in immediately.”
He ushered us through the middle door in the front of the house and on into a large room on the walls of which
were hung many scrolls of calligraphy and paintings. We could not examine these in detail, however, because the
old man hurried us on through this room and into another smaller one. There he left us. We supposed this was Dr.
Liu’s private room; so we remained standing.
When Liu finally came out, we saw that he was an old man of about seventy, short and thin and slightly hunchbacked. The white hairs on his head and chin were so sparse they could almost be counted. On the top of his head,
he was quite bald. He wore a long, white robe and carried a white silk fan in his hand. We bowed low before him,
but he stood staring at us in obvious surprise:
“Why are you dressed like that? Have you had an accident? What very strange clothes! But please sit down!
Sit down!” After we were seated, Liu continued,
“Did you meet robbers on the way?”
“No, we had no trouble,” answered Mao.
“Where have you come from? Where are you going?” asked Liu.
“We have come from Changsha and we are going to Ningsiang Town,” I replied.
“What do you do in Changsha?”
“We’re students in the capital,” said Mao.
“Do you perhaps study in one of the foreign schools? You can write poems, too, 1 see. You write very good
poems, and your calligraphy is very good, also,” Liu continued, studying us as before.
“Not only do we learn to write poems in college, we study classics also,” I explained.
“Ah, so you study classics? What kind?”
When Mao told him that we studied the Thirteen Classics and Lao Tzu and Chuang Tzu, he was very pleased.
“If you study Lao Tzu and Chuang Tzu whose do you consider to be the best of the commentaries?” he asked.
“The best commentary of Lao Tzu is Wang P’I’s and that of Chuang Tzu is Kuo Hsiang’s,” I answered. He
seemed pleased with my answer.
“Quite right! I agree! Where do you come from?”
“My friend Mao Tse-tung comes from Siangtan District and I come from Siangsiang, but right on the border.
We really live quite near to each other.”\fn{Indeed, they were born about 40 miles from each other}
“Siangsiang is where the famous Tseng Kuo-fan was born,” Liu commented.
“Yes, my great-grandfather was tutor in Tseng Kuo-fan’s family,” I said.
“He must have been an excellent scholar to teach in the Tseng family. Please wait a moment,” he replied, rising
and leaving the room.
We waited as patiently as possible under the circumstances. It was difficult to concentrate on the beautiful
paintings and scrolls of exquisite calligraphy when our stomachs were rumbling with their emptiness. However,
we comforted each other with the thought that he had probably gone to tell his cook to prepare a rich meal for us,
and that would take some time. Surely he could not have misunderstood the meaning of our verse! That must be
the explanation. That was why he was gone so long. But the more we thought of food, the hungrier we felt!
Finally Liu returned, walking toward us with a smile. He did not mention food. He simply withdrew his hands
from the wide sleeves and held out a packet wrapped in red paper. He offered it smilingly, without a word. From
its size I realized immediately that it was money and when I took it in my hand, by its weight I realized that it was
a generous sum. We both thanked him for his kindness and said goodbye. He accompanied us to the door and
handed us over to the old man who took us through the courtyard and the two gates. As soon as we got outside,
we hid behind a tree and opened the packet. We had suddenly become rich! The packet contained forty copper
mei!
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No need to discuss what we should do: we hurried as fast as we could go, back to the wayside restaurant where
we asked the woman to prepare us a meal as quickly as possible! Soon our rice arrived with bowls of peppered
vegetables and soya beans. After we had devoured three bowls apiece, we felt satisfied. The meal had cost us four
mei each; so we still had thirty-two mei left!
After a short rest we started off on our way, always taking the widest road when there was a choice. We had no
idea where we were going nor what adventures might lie ahead. When the sky darkened, we decided to spend the
night in a little inn by the side of the road. After we had eaten supper, we talked of our plans for next day.
Suddenly we remembered that our friend Ho Shu-heng whom we called Hu-tzu\fn{ The Moustache} lived in this
district and we should visit him. I had his address in my diary and the innkeeper thought it was about seventy
kilometers away. That would be just a good day’s walk from the inn. Tomorrow night we should be with our Ho
Hu-tzu.
*
Early next morning, we had a quick wash and set off for Ho Hu-tzu’s home. It was to be our habit to walk ten
kilometers each morning before breakfast. It was the habit in Hunan to eat a heavy meal in the morning the same
as for lunch and dinner. This custom was very different from the usual breakfast of watery rice or congee, which
was customary in Peking, Shanghai, Soochow, and other cities. To eat this congee in Hunan implies that one is
very poor since Hunan is one of the big rice producing areas and one must be in the last stages of final misery not
to be able to afford a good bowl of rice each meal.
We walked along lightheartedly because we were rich: we did not need to beg today. Also, we knew that when
we arrived at our friend’s home about nightfall, we would receive a generous and happy welcome! We felt almost
as if we were going home.
As we walked, we talked together about the life of Fang Pi-tsung, a strange man who not only was my cousin,
but had married my older sister. Mao had heard of him and was very interested in all the details I could tell him of
his life. He was the fourth grandson of my maternal grandfather and when I was a child I called him Chen Chiuko, Big Brother Chen Chiu. My father was famous for his literary works when he married, but he was not very
rich. Therefore, Grandfather Fang gave my mother some land as a dowry, so she would have something in case of
need. Thirty years later she needed money to enable my brother to have an education, and the land was sold. By
this time, the Fangs also had become poor; much of their land had been sold; and Fang Pi-tsung was unable to
complete his studies.
He started a grocery store, later began weaving, then turned to sewing, building houses, and finally making
furniture. The strange thing about this was that he attained proficiency bordering on perfection in all these crafts
despite the fact that he had never studied them. In China it was the custom for sewing and weaving apprentices to
study under a master for at least three years but Fang Pi-tsung had become an expert after only a few days’ study.
He could imitate any sort of handcraft with incredible perfection. Mao T se-tung wondered how this gift could be
explained and considered it a pity that he should have been born in China where this sort of genius was not
appreciated and cultivated.
“Why, if he’d have been born in Italy, he might have become another Michelangelo!” he suggested.
I pointed out that when Fang was a small boy he had been very fond of making toys of wood and bamboo; so
he was given a collection of small tools: hammers, knives, saws, a plane, and so on, to work with. He had a
miniature factory. But although he was a genius in handcraft, he was no good at all in calligraphy or painting.
Mao contended that this was due to faulty education along certain lines.
Five or six years after this conversation Fang Pi-tsung arrived in France at the same time as Chou En-lai, Li Lisan, Li Wei-han and Ts’ai Ho-shen under the student-worker scheme. After four years spent in France, he returned
to China where he died at the age of forty. His son, named Lian, had exactly this same manual ability. During the
Sino-Japanese war he was attacked by bandits in north Szechwan and was killed, before he was thirty years old. I
promised Mao Tse-tung that I would introduce Fang Pi-tsung to him later but the opportunity never came and they
never met.
That day we talked about Fang Pi-tsung off and on till midafternoon. The sun was very hot; so we sat to rest in
one of the roadside teahouses; but the shade was so pleasant that we fell asleep. When we wakened, it was late
and the innkeeper told us we still had to go forty kilometers to Ho Hu-tzu’s place. Now we walked in silence,
concentrating on keeping up a good pace and getting to Ho Shu-heng’s by night.
In the evening, we reached a restaurant where we ordered a supper of rice, vegetables and fried eggs, and the
owner told us he thought we still had to go about twenty kilometers further on. Eating supper quickly, we set off
at a steady pace. When we came to a crossroad with a number of narrow tracks leading off in every direction and
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with no signposts, we had no alternative but to wait till someone came along and told us to take the track that led
up over the hills.
Ho Hu-tzu lived in an out-of-the-way part and when we got into the hills, we came to another crossroad. We
had seen no people, so we debated which to take. Both tracks looked alike. Finally we turned right, out of the
hills, hoping to meet someone who would tell us where to go.
The moon was shining now but in the mountain forest it was dark and many animal noises could be heard. We
were not afraid, however, because this was a small forest and there would be no tigers. Also there were two of us.
When we had walked an hour, the hills ended and the track petered out. Before us was a broad plain across which
led a wide road and in the distance we saw two houses without lights. The people had retired. Since we had no
idea where we were, we went to the nearest house and knocked. We were told we had taken the wrong fork in the
hills—we should have turned left—but we could cut across to Ho Hu-tzu’s home which was about fifteen
kilometers away. The Chinese saying, “In a hundred-mile walk, the first ninety is half way” was appropriate on
this occasion.
Since we met no one on the road, we had to ask our way several times at houses where the road branched.
Finally, when we were sure we must be at our destination, we asked,
“Is this Ho Shu-heng’s house?” After many negative replies, they said,
“No, it’s the house just up the road there!”
At last we had arrived! We rushed to the door and knocked excitedly.
“Ho Hu-tzu! Ho Hu-tzu!” we called loudly. “Get up and let us in!”
A light went on in one of the rooms and Ho Hu-tzu appeared at the door and embraced us with a happy laugh.
“Siao Hu-tzu! Whatever are you doing out this way? And Jun-chih has come too? I never dreamed of seeing
you two out here! Come in. Come in!”
As we entered the big room, his father entered from another door. He was a typical farmer of about fifty years.
Our friend’s brother came in; we had met him when Ho Hu-tzu taught at Ch’u Yi School. His twelve-year-old
nephew appeared next; I had known him as a student in the Ch’u Yi School. Then Ho Hu-tzu asked his wife and
sister-in-law to come and be introduced. It was like a family meeting to welcome long absent members. We felt as
if we had really come home. When introductions and greetings were over, Ho Hu-tzu asked,
“Where have you come from, Siao Hu-tzu?” I told him we had come from Changsha and Mao added,
“We walked all the way from Changsha especially to visit you!”
“I am not worthy of that honor,” said Ho Hu-tzu. “You are very welcome and we are delighted to see you, but
why did you walk? You must be exhausted!”
“Oh,” I answered, “the walking was not bad at all. In fact, we are thinking seriously of making a walking tour
of the province.”
“You see,” added Mao, “we are making an experiment. We are trying to travel as far as we can without money.
We are living like beggars.”
Ho Hu-tzu was visibly shocked.
“Living like beggars?” he asked.
“Yes,” I continued, “we left Changsha without a cent in our pockets; so we should have to beg our way.”
“But I still don’t see why you want to do that!” said Ho Hu-tzu.
“The idea is to see if we are equal to solving difficult situations; to see if we can live and travel as we want,
even if we have no money. In a word, we are trying to learn to overcome difficulties,” I explained.
Ho Hu-tzu sighed.
“What strange fellows you are. What strange things you do!”
When the younger brother brought a bottle of wine, we protested that we had eaten supper, but we all drank a
little wine and ate some fruit before we went to bed at about two o’clock. We were dead tired after our day’s walk
of about eighty kilometers and we knew that we had already disturbed them too much for one night.
*
Being typical farm people, the Ho family were all up shortly after sunrise in spite of the night’s disturbance, so
Mao and I decided we should get up too. First we wrote up the events of the previous day in our diaries and I
included Mao’s comments on the life of Fang Pi-tsung.
After we had greeted the family and eaten breakfast, Old Ho took us on a tour of the farm. Ten pigs in one sty,
some black, some white and others black and white, were his most prized possessions. One enormous pig, which
was white except for a jet black back, looked like a small cow. Mao asked how much it would weigh and how old
it was.
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“I can see you’re no expert,” laughed Old Ho. “He weighs about a hundred sixty kilos. When a pig is two years
old, we consider the meat old and not good to eat. This one is eleven months old.”
“Only eleven months old?” I asked. “And already so big?”
“The size depends upon both the kind of feed they get and the breed. This is a particularly good breed. I’ll
probably feed him till he gets to about two hundred kilos,” explained Old Ho. Since we had never seen such fine
porkers before in our lives, we wandered among the sties for quite a while and Old Ho laughed at us, saying,
“Now you’ve got a good subject for some fine poems!” And afterwards I did actually write a short poem in my
diary on The Fat Pig. When we walked from the pig sties to the vegetable garden, Old Ho said,
“These pigs constitute the family fortune. We couldn’t live without the pigs. They cover all our expenses in
such things as meat, oil, tea, salt, and so forth, for the whole year, and often a good margin of profit besides. No,
we couldn’t live without our pigs.”
Mao and I really understood the importance of these animals to the Hunan farmers. That province is the most
important pork producing section of China and at that time, it supplied much of the meat for export.
The extensive kitchen garden was full of excellent vegetables; we especially admired its clean appearance and
the complete lack of weeds. When I mentioned this to Old Ho, he was very pleased and tried to reply in a classical
literary simile:
“The weeds are like low, evil-minded individuals and they must all be got rid of because they are a bad
influence on the refined and noble vegetables, the 'gentlemen,’ the ‘sages’!”
Ho Hu-tzu laughed heartily,
“What do you think of Father’s classical composition? Not bad, eh? Like father like son!”
Finally we visited the rice fields which were still covered with water, but from which the healthy young plants
emerged. Old Ho’s second son was working in the field and we were told that the rice would be ready for harvest
in two months and this crop would be sufficient to supply the requirements of the family for the whole year. With
their pigs, vegetables and rice, they were practically self-sustaining. They had to plant hemp for spinning and they
were buying raw cotton.
Ho Hu-tzu, the oldest son, had a good education and was a teacher. His was called a “half-plough, half-study”
family. Mao’s family as well as mine were in this same category.
For lunch, we had quite a feast: fresh water fish had been netted from the pond, chickens had been killed, and
an assortment of tasty smoked meat had been brought out for the occasion. With the wonderful assortment of
delicious vegetables from the garden, there were more than ten different dishes, each with its own special,
individual taste. Both Mao and I cried out in protest when we saw the sumptuous feast that had been prepared,
“You should not have gone to so much trouble. Remember we are living the life of beggars!”
Ho Hu-tzu was about to speak, but his father interrupted him.
“You are both scholars and Shu-heng’s good friends. Now you are our honored guests. How can you say you
are beggars!”
Old Ho was quite incpable of understanding our desire to live as beggars, and he really felt honored to have us
as guests in his home. Though he did not understand us, we understood him and we were careful to make no
further mention of “beggars,” since the idea was so distasteful to him. From then on we played the role of honored
guests.
Since this role did not fit our plan, we thanked our host profusely after the meal and said we must be getting on
our way. Old Ho was crestfallen.
“But how is this?” he asked. “You walk so far to visit us and after just one meal you want to go. I thought you
would stay for a week at least. I have killed a pig and so much food has been prepared and now you talk of going.
You have hardly tasted our food. Please stay a little longer. This afternoon I shall take you up into the hills to see
our woods.”
When we saw how deeply offended he would be if we insisted, we agreed to remain for one day longer as
honorable guests. Later we quietly urged Ho Hu-tzu to persuade his father not to ask us to stay longer.
After tea Old Ho took us to see his forest, from which they gathered their firewood. Though most of the trees
were pine, we saw many of species that were unfamiliar to us. One hillside was covered with bamboo which
supplied the delicate young shoots in the spring for eating and canes for making many household articles. From
the top of the low hill we had a fine view of the broad plain stretching away into the distance and the four of us sat
down under a pine to admire the scene. Up there where it was pleasantly cool and fresh, Old Ho told about his
early struggles to make ends meet. Ho Hu-tzu listened quietly and at mention of certain sad episodes he was so
moved that tears welled up into his eyes.
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Supper was another sumptuous banquet with a variety of rich plates which made us feel uneasy. This was
hardly a good preparation for the life of austerity we had before us! Before we left the table, we announced that
we would leave early the next morning. Old Ho was downcast, but said nothing. After we had chatted for a while,
we all went to bed.
Next morning after we had eaten breakfast and thanked them all again, we said good-bye. Ho Hu-tzu walked
with us for a long way and tried to persuade us to take some money just in case we needed something, but we
firmly refused and asked him not to worry. Now we would beg but there was no fear of starving.
“You’re strange fellows,” he remarked unconvinced. “You probably won’t die of hunger, but do take care of
yourselves.” His offer of money reminded us of the money Liu had given us and we asked Ho Hu-tzu to accept it.
Since he refused, we put it in our bundles and tried to forget it.
Leaving our friend, we hastened to get back on the wide road which would take us to Ningsiang Town. On the
way we talked contentedly of the Ho family and how happy and secure they were. There were numerous such
farm families in China at that time.
Toward mid-day when we were hungry, we decided not to stop at roadside eating places. When we came to a
large house, we walked resolutely through the gate and into the courtyard. We had armed ourselves with a couple
of heavy sticks, but there were no howling dogs, so we knocked at the door. Telling her we were beggars, we
asked for rice. Without comment she returned to the house and presently brought us each a small bowl of cold rice
without vegetables. Because we were very hungry, we ate quickly and would have asked for more, but she said,
“That’s the portion we always give to beggars. Isn’t it enough?” When Mao told her we would not be begging
if we were not hungry, she suggested that we try another house.
Begging for one’s food, we realized, was very different from ordering a meal in a restaurant where one could
eat his fill, if he had the money to pay for it. A beggar must be content with meager rations and often was obliged
to beg from many different homes before his hunger was satisfied. In these country districts the houses were
widely scattered, sometimes one or two kilometers apart.
At the next house we did not get a good reception. The master said,
“We have no cooked rice. I can give you a little dry grain.”
That would do us no good; so we walked on. At the third house, the people were more generous. They gave us
a big bowl of cold rice and vegetables which fully satisfied our hunger, even though the food was coarse and hard.
In the district town of Ningsiang we had school friends, but we decided not to visit them lest we have an
experience similar to the Ho family and our beggar-life would lose its value if we had such interludes of easy
living. In the town itself there was nothing of special interest. On the outskirts there was a broad river called Deep
Jade Water, spanned by a picturesque bridge near which were clustered many little boats. In the distance arose a
low hill called Shih Ku Shan, Lion Strength Mountain, on the slopes of which grew lovely pines.
Mao and I sat on the bank looking into the deep jade water and admiring the landscape. We wrote a little poem
which I found quite pleasing at the time:
Clouds enfold Lion Strength Mountain,
The bridge locks in the boats of the Deep Jade Water.

*
Sitting on the bank of the quiet river, we decided to go to Wei Shan,\fn{ Mount Wei} which was famous not only
for its beautiful scenery but also for the big Buddhist temple built on the mountain side. This temple, or
monastery, well-known since the T’ang Dynasty,\fn{ 618-905AD} was very rich and its Abbot, Fang Chang, had
won renown as a great scholar. We had two good reasons for visiting the monastery: we wanted to study the
organization to see how the monks lived, and we were anxious to make the acquaintance of this famous Fang
Chang. Since we were in no hurry, we wandered along, chatting on a variety of subjects and admiring the scenery
and changing views which presented themselves.
About twenty miles from Ningsiang we climbed an unknown, not-very-high mountain with a wide rocky front
which could be seen from a great distance. On its slope was an ancient spreading pine tree with dense fan-like
lower branches opened up on each side like wings forming a shady arbor, and with many large stones strung out
like a chain around the trunk. We set down our bundles and umbrellas and sat on this “chain” with our backs firm
against the tree. Here we relaxed in a pleasantly cool perfumed atmosphere. Because it reminded me of the happy
afternoon we spent with Old Ho, I said,
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“Old Ho ploughs his fields for a living. He gets up at sunrise and works till sunset. Don’t you think he is
happy?”
“He often said he was happy,” answered Mao. “It’s a pity he didn’t have a chance to study when he was yeung.
You can see he’s not had much education.”
“His hard physical work produces a happy mind. That’s why he’s contented and healthy,” I said. “You
remember the saying, wei ku jen tan yu?\fn{Why seek useless worry?} If Old Ho had studied, he would probably not
be so happy now.”
“Yes,” agreed Mao, “knowledge is a good thing but sometimes it is better to be without it.”
“The only things he has to worry about are the yield of his rice crop and fattening his pigs. When he has
enough to eat, he’s happy. But remember, he’s a small landowner. He works for himself. That’s why he is happy.
Farmers who suffer are those who must work for others. They toil from dawn to dark and then they have to hand
over the fruit of their labors to the owner of the land!”
“Yes,” Mao said, “and still worse are those who want to work on the land but can’t find employment. There are
many of them in China.” I did not agree.
“The majority of those are happy all the same,” I said. “The poor are happier than the rich, and healthier, too.”
“You’re right there,” Mao agreed. “We can call that the destiny of the rich and poor.”
As we talked, a cool, gentle breeze caressed us and we were so relaxed and comfortable that we fell off to
sleep. I slept more than half an hour, but Mao was still sleeping soundly with mouth open when I wakened. Soon
he opened his eyes and smiled.
“I feel lots better for that sleep.” I suggested,
“What do you say to our spending a few days here meditating like Buddha under his Bo tree?”
“If I were to sit here like that, I’m sure I’d fall asleep again,” Mao said.
“But quite seriously, would you like to stay here for a few days?” I wanted to know.
“First I want to see the monks in Wei Shan Monastery. Let’s see how they meditate and then we can come back
here and imitate them,” Mao replied.
I agreed and remarked that I was hungry and suggested that we go down and beg for some rice. We were
reluctant to leave the shelter of the old pine, but we hitched our bundles on our shoulders, bowed to the tree and to
the chain of stones which had served us as a seat, and set off down the hill. Near the foot we saw a big house and
hurried toward it.
Everything was quiet. Apparently they had no dogs. As we wondered if the house was empty, a cross-looking
old man came out and we concluded that Liu’s dogs gave a more cordial welcome. When he heard that we were
beggars, not only did he refuse to give us food but he began to rail at us. Annoyed, we answered in the same way.
“We have nothing to give to beggars,” he said. “You’re wasting your time here.”
“What sort of house is it that can’t afford to give food to beggars? It’s not even worthy of the name of house.”
“Shut your mouths and get off with you!” he shouted.
We told him we would not leave till he explained why he should not give us food, and we seated ourselves in
the entrance so that he couldn’t close the door, but held our bundles tightly lest he try to grab them. When he saw
that we would not move, he became furious. His face was almost purple and his neck seemed to swell with the
anger he was choking down.
“Are you really not going?” he asked unbelieving. We tried to bargain: if he told us why he gave no food to
beggars, or if he fed us, we might go.
“We’ve been all over the world, but we’ve never come across a house where they refused to give food to
beggars,” we explained. “What sort of family do you belong to? Begging food is not against the law. Only cruel
and unkind persons refuse to give beggars something to eat.” The old man saw that we were not afraid of him, so
he tried to conjure up a crooked smile.
“I have no cooked rice,” he said, “but if I give you some grains will you go away?”
“Only if you promise to treat other beggars who come to your house well and to feed them,” Mao insisted.
The old man did not reply. He sat as if he had not heard, but when we repeated our conditions, he finally said,
“Yes, yes! All right!” We picked up our bundles, thanked him with exaggerated politeness and turned away
with the words,
“When we come back this way in a few days, we’ll call again to ask for food.”
At the next house, only half a kilometer away, a kind old couple gave us a plentiful supply of rice and
vegetables and we had an interesting conversation with them. His name was Wang and he told us,

756

“I have two sons. The older went to Sinkiang ten years ago but we have not heard from him for about five
years. The younger has opened a teashop in Ningsiang District. He’s not doing too badly and we do have two
grandsons. They live in Ningsiang Town.” I commented,
“You appear to be a very distinguished person, sir. Are you a scholar?”
“I was very keen on studying,” he replied, “but my family was poor and I was able to go to school for only
four years. Then I became an apprentice to a tailor, and later I was fortunate enough to obtain a job as concierge in
the yamen of a district magistrate. There I picked up quite a bit of money! But you two young fellows? You don’t
look at all like beggars. How is it that you have to beg for a living?”
“Our families also are very poor,” Mao explained, “but we want to travel and the only way we can do it is by
begging.”
“There’s nothing wrong with begging,” he said, “beggars are quite different from thieves!”
“Beggars are the most honest of men,” I contended. “Much more honest than state officials.”
“You’re absolutely right there!” he exclaimed. “Those officials are very dishonest. When I was concierge in
the yamen, the magistrate thought of nothing but money! When he judged a case, the one who gave him the most
money won. It was quite useless to approach him without being prepared to grease his palm generously.”
“I suppose, being concierge, you received a lot too?” asked Mao.
“Just a bit of pocket money. Nothing like what the magistrate received”
“But how did you know when they gave money to the magistrate?” I wanted to know.
“They told me,” he said.
“If both the plaintiff and the defendant gave him money,” I asked, “what did he do then?”
“It just depended upon which one gave him the most. The more generous one always won the case. The one
who lost was very annoyed and he always told me about all the palm-greasing.”
“Wasn’t the magistrate afraid?” asked Mao.
“Of what?” asked our host.
“The one who lost might lodge an accusation against him with the high court in the capital of the province,”
explained Mao.
“Little fear of that!” said our old man. “To take a case to the capital takes much more money than in the
district, if he were to have any hope of success. And if he couldn’t afford to pay the magistrate enough to win in
the district, much less would he be able to pay the officials in the capital. Anyway, magistrates and other officials
almost always back each other up, as everybody knows.”
“What a situation!” exclaimed Mao.
“That doesn’t mean that there are not some good officials,” the old man hastened to add. “I was concierge for
seven or eight years and I worked for three magistrates. The first was grasping; the other two really did their best
to be just. But people seem to have no conception of what is right or wrong. There was no justice in the
community! You can imagine how the people complained of the magistrate who based his verdicts upon the
generosity of his clients; but they complained as bitterly about the two who refused to accept bribes. I told the
people it was no good to offer money but they wouldn’t believe us.
“‘What sort of magistrate is he, who won’t accept a gift?’ they asked.
“It wasn’t worth while trying to be honest. No one believed it and they thought even worse of them than of
those who made no bones about what they wanted. Wasn’t it better under those circumstances to take the money
and have done with it? That’s probably why there are so few honest officials.”
We agreed that his conclusions were probably correct and after a few minutes of talk, we bade the old couple
goodbye and continued on our way, talking further about the deplorable state of affairs. The majority of the lower
classes were ignorant and believed whatever they heard, playing into the hands of unscrupulous officials who
were supposed to administer justice.
In the distance we could barely make out the Wei Shan, looking like a low cloud, but gradually it took on the
form of a mountain as we drew nearer.
*
In the evening we arrived at the Wei Shan and as we approached, the uniform green background gradually
resolved itself into trees surrounding the great white Buddhist temple. Soon we arrived at its foot and started up
the slope.
At the gate two monks came out to welcome us and to escort us into the building. Presumably they thought we
had traveled a great distance to worship Buddha, so to prevent subsequent misunderstanding we told them we had
come to beg. They assured us,
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“Worshiping Buddha and begging are the same thing.”
We didn't understand what they meant but we supposed the observation was the fruit of some deep philosophy.
Possibly it was a corollary to Buddha’s teaching that all men were equal. Without questioning them we followed
through the second door and into the inner court where we saw about g hundred monks slowly walking up and
down. We were given a room with the suggestion that we leave our bundles and take a bath. This we gratefully
accepted.
When we returned, the monks wanted us to bum incense to Buddha, but we told them we had not come to
worship. We explained that we had come to see the Fang Chang, the Abbot. They looked askance at our begging
attire and said the Fang Chang would not receive just anyone! They added that when he gave one of his famous
dissertations, we might see him. We explained that we not only wanted to see him, we wanted to talk with him
and that this very night! They were visibly impressed by our insistence, but they dared not disturb him if he did
not know us. Finally we persuaded them to take a note which I wrote very carefully and which we both signed.
In about ten minutes they reported that the Fang Chang would be pleased to talk with us at once and invited us
to follow them to his room. He was a man of about fifty with a kind, distinguished face. The four walls were lined
with books and besides Buddhist scriptures and commentaries, we noticed the Classics of Lao Tzu and Chuang
Tzu. On a table.in the middle of the large room there was only a tall vase of flowers, a low vase of orchids, and
nothing else. We were not able to discuss Buddhist studies with him, but we had a fascinating discussion of the
Classics which continued for an hour. The Fang Chang was very pleased and invited us to have supper with him,
after which we returned to the big hall where a large number of monks were again gathered.
When they saw us come from the Fang Chang’s room where we had dined, they presumed that we were guests
of importance and all of them stood to greet us. To be friends of the Fang Chang we must be eminent scholars and
as such, first class calligraphers! They all asked us to write a few words on their fans and scrolls for them to keep
as souvenirs. That kept us busy till almost midnight.
Next morning when we spoke of leaving, the monks told us the Fang Chang asked that we stay for a few days,
that he would like us to visit him that afternoon. Meanwhile they took us to see the vegetable garden, the big
kitchen, the refectory, and other parts of the building. The gardeners, cooks, water carrier, all the workers were
monks!
When Mao and I went to the Fang Chang’s room in the afternoon, he again received us cordially. This time he
had apparently decided to talk “business,” and in a gentle manner he extolled the virtues of Buddhism in an
endeavor to waken our interest in religion. Though we had no desire to discuss religion, we listened politely,
careful to give no sign of agreement or disagreement. We just let him talk. Finally when he mentioned Confucius
and Lao Tzu, we found ourselves on familiar ground where we could express our opinions. But what really
interested us was not Buddhism but the Buddhist organization in China. Now we asked him a series of questions.
When we asked how many monks there were in the monastery, he replied,
“About a hundred monks live here permanently. But since there are always visitors here from distant parts,
often we have three or four hundred here at one time. Visiting monks usually remain for a few days before going
on their way. Years ago they had as many as eight hundred here, which was the record since the foundation of the
monastery. But that was before my time.”
“How does it happen,” Mao asked, “that monks from other provinces several thousand kilometers distant,
come to this monastery? What do they do here?” The Fang Chang explained,
“They come here to listen to talks on the scriptures and to receive religious instruction. The Fang Chang of this
monastery have always been famous for their explanations and commentaries of the scriptures. The monastery is
rich and it is no problem to give travelers board and lodging for a number of days. Monks all know about this
place and, as you know, monks are ch’u chia fen, people who have abandoned their homes; so for them all
Buddhist temples and monasteries are their homes and they visit them in turn to receive instruction in each.”
“How many monks are there in China?” I wanted to know.
“There are no exact statistics,” Fang Chang continued. “Excluding Mongolia and Tibet there must be, in China
proper, about ten thousand at least. With Mongolia and Tibet where the ratio of monks is extremely high, there
must be about ten million, maybe more.”
“And how many centers of instruction like this Wei Shan monastery are there in China?” I asked.
“There must be at least a hundred places like this and, counting the smaller ones, there are probably a thousand
altogether.”
“Are there any Buddhist books published?” asked Mao.
“Yes, indeed, a great many, especially in such centers as Shanghai, Nanking, Hangchow, and Hingpo.”
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“We are considering visiting the big Buddhist monasteries,” I explained. “Could you write some letters of
introduction for us?”
“That is not necessary. There is no need for you to have any letters of introduction, because everywhere you go
you will be welcome the same as you are here.”
When we had thanked him and told him we wished to leave the next day, he said that was as we wished, but he
wanted to see us again before we left. We explained that we would like to get started early in the morning, so we
again thanked him and made our farewells.
When we came into the big room, the monks again stood in greeting and knowing that we were leaving in the
morning, they asked us to write lines and verses for each as mementos of our visit. They all crowded around with
their respective requests and we did our best to oblige. Some of the monks themselves wrote beautifully formed
characters and they were obviously surprised and disillusioned to see Mao Tse-tung’s coarse writing. We had
seated ourselves at two small writing tables and at first there was a big crowd of monks around each, but before
long they all drifted to mine and soon Mao had no more customers.
Among the monks were five youngsters of about fourteen years, one of whom I remember to this day with
deep affection. He was called Fa Yi.
Fa Yi, who was fifteen, had an excellent control of language for his age and his calligraphy was very beautiful.
From the moment we arrived he seemed drawn to us and during our stay he lost not a moment’s opportunity to
talk with us. He was unable to tell us where he had come from and what his name had been before he became a
monk. He only knew that someone had told him that he had arrived at the monastery as a year-old baby. We
guessed that he was an illegitimate baby who had been brought up by the monks- a very common practice in
China. Teasing, I said I could detect a resemblance to Mao Tse-tung, and he retaliated by saying there was no
doubt but that he had my features.
Fa Yi was anxious to study books other than Buddhist scriptures, such as those on Confucius and the famous
poems of the T’ang Dynasty. Already he could recite several T’ang poems. At first we suggested that he abandon
his secluded existence and go out into the everyday life of the world. He was very eager to do this, but at the same
time he was a bit afraid, because he knew no other home and he had no possessions.
Why shouldn’t he live like us, we asked, traveling freely without money and with only one change of clothes.
This impressed him but, as he hesitated, we became afraid he might try to escape and follow us and that the Fang
Chang would blame us for leading him astray. Also, he was still very young; so we tried to change the
conversation and suggested that the best thing for him was to study hard and learn with the monks, many of whom
were highly educated and cultured, and that he should not leave the monastery at this time.
That night I wrote him several verses in my very best calligraphy to keep as a souvenir. Next morning, at
dawn, Mao and I left the monastery and set off down the mountainside. Fa Yi accompanied us to the foot and
there he shed bitter tears as we parted.
Poor, delicate Fa Yi! Pitiful Fa Yi!
*
When we left the little monk Fa Yi at the foot of the Wei Shan, we walked a hundred yards or so before I
turned to watch the small figure slowly climbing back to the monastery. Even at that distance he looked lonely
and pitIful. I knew how sad he was and I felt sorry for him, but Mao did not share this sentiment.
“Jun-chih,” I said, “look at little Fa Li. Don’t you feel sorry for him?” Mao glanced back quickly and
remarked,
“What’s the good of looking at him? You’re just too sentimental.”
We were walking toward the town of Anhwa. Anhwa District was one of the important farming areas of Hunan
Province and we figured that it would take us about two days to reach the town. However, we were in no hurry.
Since there was beautiful scenery to admire and since we had plenty to talk about, we took our time.
We had many interesting impressions of Buddhist life from the Wei Shan monastery and when we came to a
small teashop by the roadside, we decided to rest and write up our diaries. We had written only two or three lines,
however, when we put down our brushes and started to talk.
“What a great influence Buddhism has been in China,” I remarked. “Even the school of Confucius has been
affected by it, especially in the T’ang and the Sung Dynasties.”
“Why is it that Buddhism should have become such a great power?” Mao asked. I explained,
“First, because it represents one aspect of the universal truth and provides a satisfying philosophy of life;
second, because of the religious instinct or philosophical leanings, whatever you may call it, of the Emperors of
China.”
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“The religious instinct of the Emperors?” asked Mao.
“Yes,” I replied, “especially the Emperors of the T’ang Dynasty. You remember, they conferred the
posthumous honorary title of ‘king’ on Confucius and ordered that in every province and in every provincial
district throughout China there should be established a temple to him. This movement started in the T’ang
Dynasty and at about the same time they conferred a similar honor on Lao Tzu, since his surname, Li, was the
same as that of the royal family, and they proclaimed him the founder of Taoism. Taoist temples were officially
established throughout the country in that dynasty. Then came Buddhism. Despite its being a foreign religion, it
was welcomed, and temples and monasteries were set up everywhere in the same way. Thus in the T’ang Dynasty
there were three official religions: Confucianism, Taoism, and Buddhism, all coexisting in harmony—”
“Yes, I know,” said Mao. “I remember reading that one of the Emperors of the T’ang Dynasty conceived the
idea of transferring the mortal remains of Buddha from India to China.”
“Then there was the famous scholar-monk Hsüan Tsang who spent more than ten years in India studying the
theory of Buddhism,” I continued. “He brought back with him more than six hundred and fifty volumes of
Buddhist scriptures of which he and his students translated seventy-five into Chinese. Everyone has heard of
Hsüan Tsang—that was also in the T’ang Dynasty.”
“How very strange!” commented Mao. “It’s as if three different religions sprang up in the T’ang Dynasty at the
same time. Though, of course, Confucius was really a philosopher and not a religious leader.”
“Yes,” I agreed. “And Lao Tzu was also a philosopher, though later the followers of the Taoist movement
firmly proclaimed him as a ‘holy man’ and the founder of a religion! It is interesting to note what realists the
Chinese are! They may believe in a particular religion and guide their lives by it, but they seldom if ever become
fanatics. That is why three different doctrines can exist side by side in perfect armony.”
“Well, it’s a good thing for the country that several religions can co-exist in harmony,” Mao contended. “That
means there are no religious wars of the kind you read about in the history of other countries. Why, some of those
struggles between followers of different faiths have lasted over a hundred years! We’ve never known anything
like that in China.”
“Yes, that is very true,” I agreed. “But it’s much more than that. It’s not only in this country that several
religions can live together harmoniously, but also in the minds of individuals; and this has nothing to do with the
T’ang Emperors. I know a very good example of this phenomenon in my own home: first, like everyone else, we
had the p’ai wei, the ancestral tablet, on which was inscribed the order of worship or obedience—Heaven, Earth,
Emperor, Parents, Teacher; but my grandmother wished to inculcate in us respect for the Sages, so she put up
another tablet to Confucius. Then, as she had a certain weakness for Buddhism, she pasted up a picture of
Buddha. Most interesting of all, however, is the fact that when she heard of the teachings of the European and
American Christian missionaries, she supposed the doctrine of Christ must be important for people to have come
from such distant lands to teach it, so she put up beside the Buddha another picture, of Christ on the Cross. I used
to call my grandmother’s tablet cabinet ‘the religious republic’. This is quite typical of the religious beliefs of
many Chinese.”
“Not only is that a good example of our religious freedom; it also demonstrates what you said a while ago, that
the religious instinct of the Chinese people is weak,” said Mao. “Another example of that is the fact that
Confucian philosophy has had more influence and is wider spread in this country than Taoism and Buddhism,
which have come to be regarded as religions in the true sense of that word. How is it that the philosophy of
Confucius has become such a dominating force? After two thousand years its influence is still as strong as ever.
Why? Why did the early Emperors think so highly of Confucius? Was it because of his strong personality?”
“There are two reasons for the persistence of Confucianism,” I explained. “It was by chance that the Emperors
and indeed all public officials, held Confucius in high esteem. A profound knowledge of the principles taught by
him was required to pass the higher examination; so if you hadn’t studied and learned his philosophy, you had no
possible chance of securing a good position in life! Also, his philosophy serves as a true guide for human
relations. He tells exactly what one should or should not do. There are none of the theoretical speculations of Lao
Tzu and the Buddhist teachers with their abstract conceptions. Confucius taught us how to live our daily lives
with practical and concrete instructions.”
“I think we should stop right now and put all this in our diaries,” said Mao. “This is very important.”
We stopped to write and when we had finished, it was nearly noon. We were beginning to feel hungry, too. We
had so much to talk about after our visit to the Wei Shan and so much to write about in our diaries, that we had
lost the rhythm of our long walks. Now we thought only of sitting still to talk. We decided to have our lunch in the
teashop .and then to take to the road.
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Mao Tse-tung asked the woman owner if she sold rice. She did, but she had nothing to go with it: no fish, no
meat, not even an egg—just some vegetables. We decided that was enough, since now we were accustomed to a
frugal vegetarian diet. But did we have any money?
Mao was sure we still had some money in our bundles and suggested we spend all of it to satisfy ourselves
with rice and vegetables.
“Then we’ll see what the future has in store for us,” he said, and I agreed that it was an excellent idea.
After eating lunch, it seemed so hot that we could not resist the temptation to waste a bit more time by taking a
nap in the shade of the teashop. When we eventually set off slowly along the road, it must have been four o’clock
in the afternoon.
*
Not far from the teashop the road passed around the foot of a high mountain. Though we did not know the
name of the mountain, we did know that now we were in the Anhwa District.
This mountain harbored two industries. Anhwa was famous for its tea, and the slopes were dotted with tea
plantations. Also an important industry in fir bark for roofing and other purposes had been developed, and
thousands of fir trees with the bark stripped off stood white and strange in their nudity.
We were successful in begging a very satisfactory supper from a little farmhouse, after which we wandered
slowly along the bank of an unknown river. Though we continued to walk for several kilometers, the path still
followed this broad river which, despite the width of its bed, had only a thread of water trickling through the
white sandbanks and the long stretches of well-worn round stones. A few slanting trees grew by the roadside,
bending low over the river banks with boughs outstretched, as if begging for a drink of water.
Before long the moon became so bright that it was almost as light as day, and the stars seemed to disappear
except for the largest and most luminous which were reduced to mere pin points of light. The sharp outlines of our
shadows made it seem at times as if there were four of us walking along that lonely midnight road.
We wondered how long it would be before we got to an inn to spend the night; the countryside was deserted
and we had not met a soul to ask the way. The brilliant moon and the clearly defined shadows created a new and
strangely attractive landscape; so we seated ourselves on a soft sandbank by the river edge to admire it.
“I wonder how far we’ll have to walk to reach an inn,” Mao pondered. “Tonight we have no idea where we
shall stay. There is no sign of any human habitation in any direction. All four points of the compass are empty.”
“Yes, the four points of the compass are empty,” I agreed, “but so are we empty. We haven’t a cent to our
names; so even if we did find an inn, they wouldn’t take us in if they knew we couldn’t pay.”
“Yes, that’s true,” replied Mao. “I had completely forgotten that we had no money. What do you say to
spending the night here? Wouldn’t this sandbank make a comfortable bed?”
“Yes,” I agreed, “you’re quite right. This sandbank will be our bed. We could pick a much worse place than
this to sleep and the blue sky will be our canopy.”
“This old tree will be our wardrobe,” said Mao, as he picked up our bundles. “Let’s hang our bundles and
umbrellas in the wardrobe tonight.”
“Isn’t the moon a huge lamp?” I asked. “Let’s sleep with the light on tonight, shall we?”
We found two big flat stones for pillows, but since they were too high, we half buried them in the sand. When
we lay down to test the bed, we both pronounced it to be most comfortable. I got up again and announced that I
was going down to the stream and wash my feet before I went to sleep. Mao remonstrated,
“Even when you’re living as a beggar and sleeping out in the open on a sandbank, you still keep up this
bourgeois habit!”
“I always wash my feet before I go to bed,” I explained. “It’s a habit I got into many years ago and if I don’t do
it, I don’t sleep well.”
“Just try for once not washing your feet tonight. You’ll see whether or not you can sleep!”
“But why shouldn’t I wash my feet?” I asked. “I am even thinking of taking a bath.”
“I see you’re a gentleman beggar!” chided Mao, as he curled himself up for the night.
I took my towel from my bundle and went down to the water to wash. When I returned, Mao was already
sound asleep. I felt clean and refreshed and cool, but unfortunately the cold water had completely wakened me so
that I had no taste for sleep.
Suddenly I saw a man hurrying along the path. No doubt he was a belated traveler who was not satisfied with a
sandbank bed such as ours.
After he had passed, it occurred to me that if we both slept here beside the road, our bundles would hang in the
tree by the side of the road in the bright moonlight, and who could say what sort of individuals might pass by
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before we wakened in the morning. Our possessions had been reduced to the barest essential and we could take no
risk of their being stolen. I decided it would be wiser to move over to some other sandbank farther away from the
road where we would not be so conspicuous and where our bundles would be safe. I went to waken Mao Tse-tung.
Mao was so sound asleep that he seemed almost dead and shaking him and calling to him made not the
slightest impression. I even slapped his face several times until he finally opened his eyes. I quickly explained
what I had decided to do and urged him to move. In a sleepy, far-away voice he said,
“Don’t worry about thieves. Stay here.”
Immediately he closed his eyes again and was dead to this world. I thought it would be even more difficult to
waken him a second time, and he would probably still refuse to move; but I knew I would be most uneasy if I
tried to sleep there.
I thought the problem over and decided to move to another bank alone. I took both bundles and umbrellas and
moved to a similar spot about forty meters away. This second bank was sheltered by a group of young trees and it
was well away from the road. I prepared my bed and quickly fell asleep.
Some time during the night Mao wakened and missed me. When he saw that the bundles and umbrellas had
disappeared from the tree, he got up and called my name at the top of his voice several times, but he got no
answer. But this time, I was sound asleep and heard nothing. Mao could not guess where I was because there were
dozens of sandbanks along the dry river bed with many groups of trees whose shadows made it impossible to see
what lay beneath. He called several times, but when I did not answer, he concluded that I had taken the umbrellas
and bundles with me and that all was safe; so he lay down and went to sleep again. Next morning he said,
“I thought you must be sound asleep somewhere on the other side of the river. You’d hardly have decided to
walk ahead on your own.”
Although I had heard nothing of Mao's calls, I had slept but fitfully. I awakened to find myself staring with
wide open eyes into the immensity of the deep blue sky at the brilliant circle of the moon. How vast was the
universe, and how tiny and insignificant the human being! How many races of mankind had looked wonderingly
at this same bright moon and at the immeasurable, awe-inspiring night sky above me! … Races of ancient peoples
passed beyond the ken of modern man? For how long had this silent, celestial companion been casting its silvery
glow on the dark world of men? The contemplation of its age befogged the imagination. The life of us humans?
How ephemeral and insignificant in comparison! Slowly I recited Ch’en Tzu-ang’s poem, written during the
T’ang Dynasty, over a thousand years ago:
I saw not those who came before me.
Nor shall I know those of future generations;
Disconsolate tears well up from my lonely heart
In contemplation of this eternal and infinite universe.

The emotion evoked by the words of the sad poem and my sad thoughts brought tears to my eyes. I
contemplated the insignificance, the meanness, the apparent futility of human life against the grandeur of the
heavens. …
I do not know when I fell asleep, but I had a frightening dream. A tiger was crouched on the slope of the
mound beside the river. It was watching me intently, and was tensing its muscles ready for a spring. At any
moment it would come bounding down the slope, baring its savage fangs in a terrifying snarl and would throw
itself at my defenseless body!
I woke trembling and covered with perspiration. The moon had shifted its position but the same calm sky still
looked down upon me. I breathed deeply with relief—it had only been a dream after all!
Feeling somewhat recovered, I looked off toward the mound of my dream and my heart leapt into my mouth. A
big black animal sat there, looking fixedly at me! This time I was wide awake and it was no dream. This was a
real tiger that had scented my presence and was crouched there ready to attack. The guardian spirits or some sixth
sense had warned me of my danger by means of the dream so that I would waken and have a chance to escape!
But how was I to get away? I did not dare to move, but lay there watching the tiger out of the corner of my
eye.
I must have remained there tense and stiff for ten minutes or more. The tiger had not stirred and I began to
wonder, hopefully, if he had really seen me. Perhaps he had taken me for a tree trunk lying on the ground; or
perhaps even for the shadow cast by the trees. He might be resting in that spot just by coincidence. However, if I
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moved, he would surely see me and would spring down upon me in a Hash. I lay there still as death, hardly daring
to breathe.
Then, all of a sudden, it occurred to me that Mao Tse-tung was asleep and was unaware of the danger. If he
woke up and moved or shouted, the tiger would most certainly attack him. I began to imagine that he would
awaken at any moment and I wondered desperately what I could do to save him.
It was, I decided, my responsibility to go and warn him and I must take whatever risk was necessary
immediately. I must crawl over to where he lay. I reasoned that if I moved very, very slowly, the tiger might not
perceive my movements. I started off, an inch at a time, creeping along, or rather dragging myself, at the pace of a
snail. At this rate, it took more than a minute to move the first meter and I patiently spent an hour or more getting
behind a bunch of trees which finally gave me cover. From this new position I peered back through the branches
toward the mound. The tiger had not moved and I felt that my patience had been rewarded. I was safe!
I still had to cover a long stretch of open ground or make a wide detour, and it must have taken another hour to
work myself completely out of the animal’s view. Then I got up quickly and ran with all speed down to Mao Tsetung’s side. He was in a profound sleep with his mouth open and the saliva running down from the comer. I dared
not make a noise even yet. I could not call him and I was afraid that even if I did wake him, he might begin to talk
in a loud voice, which would surely bring the tiger down upon us in an instant.
I lay down quietly beside him and tried to sleep. With that nervous tension, that was of course quite useless.
Soon the farmers began to appear in the fields and several people passed by on the road quite near to us.
Then Mao wakened. With the coming of the new day and with the people moving about, the danger was now
almost past and without waiting to tell Mao of the awful fate that we had so narrowly escaped, I ran back to the
trees to fetch our bundles and umbrellas. There was now little fear of attack.
I grabbed our things and, ready to run at top speed, I turned quickly to look where the tiger had sat crouched so
menacingly. The big black tiger was still there. It had not moved and I looked more carefully in the clearer light.
My fierce big black tiger was a natural formation of black rock!
*
Leaving our night’s resting place we decided to continue along the bank of the stream, since this river path
seemed to be the only road to Anhwa.
Just as we were taking up our bundles to set off for the day, a huge green snake suddenly came out from the
grass along the lower bank only a few yards from where Mao had been sleeping a few minutes before. I got quite
a scare because this vicious-looking reptile could not have been very far away during the night. If it had seen
Mao, would it have bitten him? Had it crossed over to the trees, I also would have been in danger. The tiger had
turned out to be the creation of my own too-vivid imagination, but there was no doubt about the reality of this
snake. I recalled how people said if you were bitten by a snake, the poisonous venom entered the bloodstream and
quickly poisoned the whole body. In this out-of-the-way place it would have been very dangerous to get a snake
bite because it would be impossible to find a doctor or to obtain any treatment. I told Mao what I had been
thinking and we decided that we would sleep no more out in the open.
Our walk was monotonous and the river seemed to be interminable. Along the bank at frequent intervals were
low straight trees which made one think of a line of soldiers standing at attention as we passed. We seemed to be
holding review and I imagined the troops saluting us as we passed by.
After an hour of this we came to a bridge with a stone sign bearing the words:
Anhwa City: Right.
We crossed the bridge and turned on the road to the right, which parted company with the river and led to a
group of hills. At the foot of one of the hills was a small pavilion by the roadside—a square pointed roof like
those of the pagodas, supported by four columns and with the sides open to the air, and containing only a long
wooden bench for travelers to rest upon. We sat on this bench to rest, and looking around, I saw a path leading up
to the top of the hill on which appeared to be a small temple. Telling Mao to wait there for me, I walked quickly to
the top and found it was, in fact, a relatively small temple, only four or five meters wide and about seven meters
high. In the center stood a small stone statue. The walls were white and bore no inscriptions. There was a fine
view and from this point one could look out into the far distance from all four sides. I descended the hill, took my
brush and ink from my bundle and returned to the temple where I wrote just two words on the white wall: yuan
ta\fn{Far and great}

763

When I returned to Mao, another traveler had arrived and they were talking. He asked me the name of the
temple and I said,
“I don’t know its name but I have just written the words yuan ta on the wall. You remember how Professor
Yang Huai-chung, of the First Normal School taught us that there are five principles in cultivating one’s character
and the first of these was yuan fa. He explained that this meant that one’s conduct and thoughts should be farseeing and one’s purpose should be high. One should always aspire for something above the ordinary. I have
never forgotten that lesson, those words immediately came into my mind. They seemed to me to be symbolical.”
Mao understood immediately and said,
“Very good. Very good, indeed.”
Only a short distance from the pavilion we came to a little teashop where we begged for our breakfast. The
owner as usual was a young woman of about twenty years. She seemed very kind and understanding and
immediately gave us each a big bowl of rice. I wondered if she knew the story of the little temple, so I asked if
she knew its name.
“It’s called the Liu Pang Temple,” she answered.
“The Liu Pang?” asked Mao. “How do you write that name?”
“I don’t know how to write. I only know that the temple is called the Liu Pang,” she replied.
“Is there a person called Liu Pang who lives near here?” continued Mao.
“That I wouldn’t know,” replied the girl. “I was born in Anhwa City; I was married there and came here to live
only two years ago. I know very little really about the history of this place.” Mao was thoughtful for a moment,
then he said,
“Liu Pang was the name of the first Emperor of the Han Dynasty. He didn’t come from here and I doubt if he
ever visited this part of China. I wonder how it is that this temple should bear his name?”
“Really I don’t know,” the girl answered. “I didn’t know that Liu Pang was the first Emperor of the Han
Dynasty.”
“Do you know why this temple was built on this mountain top?” persisted Mao.
“No, I have no idea at all,” replied the girl patiently. At this moment a man came in who looked as if he might
be her husband; so we turned to him with our questions about the temple, and this is what he told us:
“We’re not quite sure how the name Liu Pang came to be given to the temple. Some people say that Liu Pang
was an Emperor; others that he was someone with the same name as the Emperor. I don’t know. There is an
interesting story told about this temple. Years ago there was a man who fell sick. He was desperately ill, on the
point of death. Everyone thought there was no hope for his recovery. Then one day he had a dream and in his
dream a man named Liu Pang appeared. This Liu Pang gave him a prescription for some medicine which would
cure his illness. When he wakened, he sent his son to have the medicine made up and when he took it, he was
immediately cured. That, they say, is why he built this temple to the memory of the Liu Pang who appeared to him
in his miraculous dream.”
“Was he the Liu Pang who was the Emperor?” I asked.
“That I don’t know,” replied the husband. “Some say he was, others say no. I don’t know.”
“How long ago was the temple built?” asked Mao.
“I really don’t know. I remember seeing it when I was quite a little boy and now I am twenty-six years old.
There are people around here who say it is an ancient temple. But I don’t know about that.”
We thanked these two, picked up our bundles, and set off again down the road. As we walked, I pondered over
the possible origin of this dream temple. Who was this unknown Liu Pang? But did it really matter? However, the
name Liu Pang had awakened a train of thought, and as we walked, we talked of the Emperor whose life
interested Mao so much.
“Why was Liu Pang called Liu Chi?” he wanted to know.
I explained that Liu was his family name and that Chi was his second name, or his private name, just as his
was Jun-chih and mine Tzu-cheng.
“Liu Pang was the first commoner in history to become Emperor,” he continued thoughtfully. “I think he
should be considered to be a great hero!”
“Oh no,” I remonstrated. “Liu Pang was a bad man! But lots of bad men are called heroes,” I conceded.
“He was a commoner who gathered together an army to depose the despot of the Ch’in Dynasty,” argued Mao,
hotly. “He was founder of the Han Dynasty. How can you call him a bad man?”
“He was a bad man. He was too selfish, too self-centered to be an emperor,” I explained. “That’s why I call
him a bad man. He was really nothing more than a man with political ambitions who was successful. Perhaps he
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was not at heart a bad man, but political ambition tends to grow and become a vice. Ideals become obscured and
one’s character begins to degenerate. Then he’s a bad man.”
“At least Liu Pang was a successful revolutionist who succeeded in overthrowing the Ch’in despot,” Mao
countered.
“Yes, he got rid of one despot only to become another himself. Ch’in went out and Han took his place. What’s
the difference? Both were bad.”
“I suppose,” Mao suggested, “that you think that after his revolutionary forces had gained control of the
country, he should have established a democratic republic. Two thousand years ago democratic republics had
never been thought of! People had never heard of such a form of government! It was impossible for him to
visualize a democratic system in those days.”
“Yes, I know,” I said. “But even if he couldn’t visualize a democratic republic, he could at least have avoided
being a cruel despot!” But Mao persisted,
“You can’t really call him cruel, if you take into account the age in which he lived and compare him with other
Emperors of his time.”
I still disagreed.
“He was treacherous and absolutely devoid of human sentiment. Remember the friends and generals who
risked their lives fighting for him? When his armies were successful, these men became famous leaders and he
became afraid that one or another of them might try to usurp his throne; so he had them all killed. Some of them,
you remember, were literally cut to pieces, and he had whole families and all near relatives of others
exterminated! He bore a knife in his breast in the place where his heart should have been. He was a very cruel bad
man.”
“But if he hadn’t killed them, his throne would have been insecure and he probably wouldn’t have lasted long
as Emperor,” said Mao.
“So in order to be successful in politics, one must kill one’s friends?” I asked. “Politics seems to be a lottery.
Many people buy lottery tickets and, of course, someone gets the first prize. Political success is nothing more than
that. Liu Pang was not only cruel, bad, and treacherous, he was also uncultured, low-minded, and nothing but a
vulgar boaster!”
“Just what do you mean by that?” asked Mao.
“Well, a very good example of his mentality is the proclamation he wrote when he returned to his native
province after becoming Emperor. Do you remember how it ran?
The strong wind blows and the clouds fly.
The all-powerful ruler returns to his place of birth.
How can brave men be found to stand guard?

The first line shows his spirit of boastfulness and conceit; the second is written to awe or frighten the simple
country people; and the third shows clearly that he realizes that his throne will be difficult to preserve and, at the
same time, that it will be no easy matter to find faithful guards who can be trusted not to revolt.”
“And that is why you call him uncultured and low?” asked Mao.
“Yes, but there’s another episode. Did you know that he made his nephew the Marquis of Soup?”
“The Marquis of Soup? No, I haven’t heard that one.”
“Well, once when he was very poor, he asked his sister-in-law for a bowl of soup. She refused him. He never
forgave her, nor forgot the incident. When he became Emperor, he conferred on her son the title, Marquis of Soup,
to make him the laughing stock of the court and of his friends.”
“I think that’s very funny!” laughed Mao. “But now I remember something else. He was very kind to your
family. He made your ancestor Siao Ho his first Prime Minister!”
“Yes,” I agreed. “But that was because my ancestor was no soldier. If he had been a soldier, he too would have
been cut to pieces like the rest long before he could reach such a high position. Siao Ho was interested only in his
books and culture; so he was no threat to the Emperor’s position.”
“He didn’t treat Chang Liang badly,” persisted Mao, determined to find some good and to prove that Liu Pang
was not a bad man.
“And why did Chang Liang become a Taoist?” I asked. “Wasn’t it so that he would have a good excuse for
going on a pilgrimage when he realized that Liu Pang might at any time accuse him of unfaithfulness and have
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him killed? No, believe me, politics is the most degrading profession that exists! Can you tell me of just one
person who has been successful in politics who can still be regarded as basically honest?
“No. Take Ch’in Shih Huang. Han Kao Tsu, T’ang T’ai Tsung, Sung T’ai Tsu, Chen Ch’i Szu Han, Chu Yüanchang, and others; were any of these good, honest men? No. From the most ancient times in China, those who
have worshiped power have been mean in spirit. The two things seem to go hand in hand. To struggle for a high
position by the use of force indicates meanness of spirit.”
I knew quite well that Mao Tse-tung would not wish to continue the argument further lest I might criticize him
directly. We both knew that he was identifying himself with Liu Pang in his ambition and I knew that he would
not admit that he was himself hsiao jen, mean of spirit.
*
After we left the Liu Pang Temple, we took things easier than we had before. We paid more attention to our
discussions than to the speed of our progress; so it took us several days to reach Anhwa City, the district capital.
On entering this city, we really felt that we were a long way from home. The people spoke with a different accent;
their habits were strange to us; and it really seemed as if we were in a foreign country.
Though we knew that some schoolmates lived here, we decided not to visit them because we were afraid they
might wish to entertain us lavishly, as had been done on the Ho farm. However, we had no idea what we would do
here, since our last money had been spent long ago. We were truly beggars who had to live by their wits.
When we arrived, it was about ten in the morning and we were very hungry, since we had eaten no breakfast.
When we came to a teashop, we hesitated a moment; then, throwing caution to the four winds, we walked
resolutely in. We sat down at a square table in front of a window with umbrellas and bundles beside us, and we
ordered breakfast with tea to drink.
After our hunger was somewhat appeased, we discussed how we were going to pay the bill. We would have to
beg or earn the money somehow, somewhere. There was no doubt about that. I suggested that Mao stay at the
table to write up his diary, while I went out into the town to see what I could do.
It took but little time to discover that the shopkeepers of Anhwa had no time for beggars. I was refused time
after time:
“We’ve nothing for beggars here!”
“Don’t stand there in the customers’ way!” On several occasions I was not even allowed to enter the shop.
Someone barred my way saying,
“There’s nothing here for you! Be on your way!”
Their talk was very coarse and the faces seemed cold and cruel. A few people condescended to give me one or
two wen, a practically worthless coin, but in an hour and a half, after calling at all the shops along two streets, I
had only twenty-one wen. I gave it up as a bad job and returned to the teashop.
I told Mao how difficult it was to beg in that city, that I had collected less than half enough for our bill after
begging along two long streets. How could we pay our bill? How could we get out of the teashop? Mao suggested
that he try another street while I wrote my diary, but I knew that was no good.
Finally I thought of a plan. I suggested that I take the money I had collected and with it buy some paper. Then I
would write out a number of scrolls to present to shop owners, like the sung hsien sheng. They are a sort of
intellectual beggar who does not beg directly, but presents a written scroll, usually containing a verse of his own
composition. The recipient then gives him a small sum of money.
“Maybe I can get a bit more money that way,” I suggested. “You stay here and prepare the ink while I buy the
paper.”
Mao welcomed this suggestion enthusiastically and immediately prepared to rub up some ink. When I went to
buy the paper, I copied down the names of the most important shops that I passed. Each paper was about a meter
and a half long and thirty centimeters wide; so we cut each one into two pieces. In my best calligraphy I very
carefully wrote out the name of one of the big shops at the top of each sheet. This was a most important point,
since each scroll was to be written exclusively for a single shop; so it would not be easy for them to refuse to
accept it. I hoped, too, that they would feel honored to received a personal scroll. I had selected only big shops
which presumably would have lots of money.
At the first shop, my scroll was accepted by a young employee who gave it to three older men. They opened it
and smiled in appreciation as they read. Though it was doubtful if they could really appreciate the calligraphy,
they did realize that they could not write so well. They looked at me and again at the scroll, repeating time after
time,
“Very good writing. Very good writing indeed!”
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They whispered among themselves and I knew they were discussing how much they should give me. If they
gave too much, the owners might be angry with them; if they gave too little, they were afraid they would offend a
scholar! They could not decide, so finally one of them took the paper into the office of the owner. Instantly a
gentleman with a smiling face came out and handed me four t’ung yuan, each of which was equivalent to ten wen.
He asked me where I came from; how it was that I was so poor, and similar questions which I was about to
answer when another well-dressed man came out of the office. He was about forty years of age and very fat.
Apparently he was the owner, since the other five immediately scattered, leaving me alone with the newcomer. He
asked me some questions in a very polite manner and then he called the young man who had come out first. He
had given me some money? Four t’ung yuan.
“Give him four more!” said the fat man.
I thanked him and left the shop. I had received eight t’ung yuan, four times the amount I had collected after
toiling through two long streets shortly before! I meditated on the cold, cruel looks which greeted my empty
hands and on the smiles with which the printed word was welcomed. I found comfort, thinking how learning was
respected and I walked to the next shop with greater confidence.
However, the flower does not bloom forever; the moon is not always round; and man is not always happy.
Hope was great, and disappointment was also great. In the second shop the owner impatiently waved me away:
“What use are words to me? Take your calligraphy away and give it to someone else!” he shouted.
“But the scroll is of no use to anyone else,” I protested. “It is written just for your shop. See, your name is
written on it. Please accept it even though you don’t want to pay me for it?” I asked.
The man looked at the calligraphy now for the first time and read the name of his shop. Grudgingly he
accepted the scroll and thrust two t’ung yuan toward me. I thanked him politely and left.
Back in the street I thought of Mao waiting for me in the teashop. If he was to wait for me to distribute all the
scrolls, he’d have a very long wait; so I decided to go back. We paid our bill and discussed the next move. Though
we did not need more money immediately, it seemed a pity and a waste not to utilize the scrolls; so we divided
them between us and agreed to meet again in the teashop after we had distributed all of them. I gave Mao only the
scrolls for the smaller shops since I knew that the larger ones often employed private teachers for the children of
the proprietors and they might ask him to write something on the spot. If that happened, he might find himself in a
very difficult and embarrassing position, since calligraphy was not his strong point and no one could possibly
confuse his large clumsily written words with the writing on the scrolls.
At my first call the writing was accepted politely when the name of the shop was seen to be at the head. Next
was a tea store. The owner was a learned man who wrote calligraphy. After admiring my writing, he invited me
into his study where I was introduced to his children’s tutor. The two of them studied my scroll and the owner sent
for some paper and asked me to write a tui tzu, the famous antithetical sentences, for him and the tutor. I did as
they requested and then asked them to write something. They smiled but the owner pointed to a tui tzu hanging on
the wall, which had been written by the tutor. The calligraphy was not bad, but I thought mine was better.
I was invited to have tea with them and we three had an interesting talk.
“Learning and calligraphy are difficult things,” he said, “and they constitute valuable possessions. It is indeed
unfortunate that the scholar is so little appreciated in our modern society. I studied for over ten years, but I was
unable to find a good job; so I finally decided to open this tea store. If I had continued to study, I should have
starved to death years ago!”
“If you had not opened the tea store, I should have been out of a job, too,” added the tutor, “and that would
have made one more learned person starving to death.”
“And if you had not opened the tea store,” I added, “I should not have had the pleasure of meeting you two
learned persons, and I would probably have died of hunger in this city of Anhwa!” The owner laughed loudly at
this and said,
“It’s a pity the store is so small; otherwise I should like to have both of you as tutors in my home!”
“If one studies, he takes the risk of dying of hunger; but if one doesn’t study, he does not attain culture. What is
one to do?” asked the tutor.
“It seems to me our host has chosen the best plan,” I replied. “Study first and then go into business.”
“Since I have changed my profession, I cannot be called a scholar,” said our host. “But I do have three sons.
Two of them I’ll put into business and the third will devote his time to study. That way we shall maintain an
element of learning in the family and I hope no one will need to die of hunger.”
“That’s all very well for you because you are fortunate in having three sons,” the tutor said, “but what of those
who have only one child?”
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“This is a father’s scheme,” I suggested, “a plan for the family as a unit. But, you must remember, a son does
not exist merely to support the family. He should be allowed to plan for his own future. He must realize that he’s a
member of society and he should plan for the ultimate good of that society.”
Obviously they didn’t understand this idea; but we had already talked for such a long time that I judged it best
not to go into further explanations. I had other shops to visit and I said I must get on my way. The owner went to
his office and when he returned, he presented me with an envelope. Thanking him, I bade them goodbye and went
out into the street. When I opened the envelope, I found it contained twenty t’ung yuan!
After I made several other calls with moderate success, I returned to the teashop to pick up Mao. The next
point on our itinerary was to be the district city of Yiyang.
*
Leaving Anhwa, we set off along the main road and soon came to a stone signpost on which was carved:
To the right for Yiyang District City.
This was to be our next destination, since from the start, we had decided to be guided only for the broadest
road, take us where it would.
We had no idea how far Yiyang might be and since we were not especially interested in distance, we asked no
questions. It was all the same to us. Our feet walked on, one step after another with regular monotony, like a ruler
measuring the road; but the movement was purely mechanical, since our interest was completely concentrated on
our conversation and we were oblivious to everything else.
After we left Anhwa, we discussed the conversation I had had with the tea store owner who had set one of his
sons to study, but since learning could not be relied upon to bring in an income, had arranged for the other two
sons to go into businesses. Each was to have a separate business, so that, if one failed, the other could be
depended upon to carry on. I criticized the father’s decision as one that was selfish, since he contemplated only
the welfare of the family unit, without taking into consideration the wishes of sons or what might be more
beneficial to society as a whole. This led to a long discussion of the family system in. general. I held that this store
owner was a typical Chinese father, but that his ideas were antiquated and out-of-date. Mao replied,
“You know the old saying which speaks of bringing up children to care for their parents in their old age! That’s
been the Chinese system for countless generations. The chief function of the son is to take care of the father and
mother when they are old. They depend upon him entirely.”
“It’s strange that I should never have shared this selfish conception of the family,” I stated. “Naturally if I had a
son, I’d be very fond of him; but I should never regard him as my own private property to dispose of as I thought
fit. He should be a member of society and it would be my responsibility to bring him up and train him. His
attitude toward me later in life would depend upon his own sentiments. I would not for a moment expect him to
support me in my old age! My father has always had similar ideas and, even though he belongs to a previous
generation, he has always been against selfishness with children.”
“I think it is because the idea of family is so strong in China that the people are so lacking in nationalistic
sentiments,” Mao suggested.
“The son doesn’t belong exclusively to the family,” I added, “but neither does he belong to the State! An
exaggerated nationalistic idea is just as bad as an exaggerated family system.”
“Your ideas of children are new and strange even to me,” said Mao, surprised. I explained,
“The truth of the matter is this: a person comes into the world as a member of the family into which he
happens to be born; at the same time he is an integral part or unit in the country or nation; and also, he is a citizen
of the whole world. He has responsibilities to his family, to his country, and to the world as a whole. In a word, he
is responsible to society.”
Mao did not agree.
“I believe that the State comes before everything else,” he said. I explained further.
“My idea is that if an individual is confronted with a line of conduct which would be beneficial to himself but
harmful to his family, he would not follow it. If it would benefit his family but harm his country, he should not
follow it. And most important of all, if it would benefit his country but be harmful for world society, he should
turn aside from such conduct. The ultimate good of society is the final test of conduct.”
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“But the State protects the people,” Mao argued, “and therefore the people are under obligation to protect their
State. The people are the sons of the State. On the ideal State of the future, children will be taken from their,
parents and they will be brought up and educated at public expense.”
“Then there would have to be two systems,” I said, “one for bringing up the children and another for taking
care of the old people. If you take away the support of the aged to which they have become accustomed by
tradition, you will have to care for them in some other way.”
“The first and foremost need,” stated Mao positively, “is for a strong and powerful government! Once that is
established, the people could be organized!”
“But when the government becomes too strong and powerful, it means the curtailment of the freedom of the
people. It would be as if the population were a flock of sheep and the government were the shepherd. That’s not
the way it should be,” I countered. “The people should be the master and the government should be their servant!
However, all governments do inevitably want to become shepherds or masters.”
“But I do regard the people as a flock of sheep,” insisted Mao, “and it is obvious that the government must
play the part of the shepherd. If there is no shepherd, who will guide the sheep?”
“There’s another way of looking at this problem,” I stated. “If people are a flock of sheep, the government
must also be sheep, and that’s the worst type, those who scheme for power, who want to be masters. The members
of a sheep government will say they are the most intelligent, the most capable. They will never admit that they are
the bandits of the group!”
“Following your idea,” said Mao, “if you don’t want sheep to form the government, who will be the
shepherd?”
“If the sheep are looked after by a shepherd, it means they have lost their freedom. They are at the mercy of the
shepherd. They have no individual security. The shepherd can kill them at will. The only thing left for them is to
eat, work, and sleep. Why must they have a shepherd?”
At this point in our discussion, we observed some cows peacefully munching grass on the plain some distance
from the road. Apparently no one was looking after them.
“See, Jun-chih,” I said. “Look at the cows. Aren’t they quite happy and content? What better organization do
they need?”
Mao did not answer and we walked on in silence, watching the cows. Before we got level with them, suddenly
a man, carrying a long whip, appeared. The cows seemed to associate the whip with painful beatings, because, as
the man approached, they scattered quickly in all directions. Those lying down chewing their cud jumped up, and
those that were standing started to run. Instantly the whole herd became disorderly. They were too frightened to
think of eating more grass. I looked at Mao significantly.
“You see the effect the shepherd has upon the cattle? When he’s around, they live in terror!” Mao Tse-tung
answered stubbornly,
“The cows have to be kept in order! The man has a whip and he must use it to beat them. It really seems that
this particular ‘shepherd’ is too weak with them and is incapable!”
“What a pity that the cattle cannot understand your excellent explanation!” I ejaculated.
“It’s because they cannot understand what the man says that they have to be beaten and that they have to have
someone to look after them,” Mao replied.
As Mao spoke, a big fawn-colored cow in front of all the others stopped suddenly, raised its head, and
bellowed loudly! It seemed to be protesting. I said,
“If they are continually bullied and domineered, even cows and sheep may revolt one day.”
*
We arrived in Yiyang District City at about three o’clock one afternoon. There was nothing out of the ordinary
to distinguish Yiyang from any other city of its size. There were many shops and crowds of people on the streets
but that was not unusual. Suddenly, however, I did see something that was very interesting to me.
“Jun-chih, look!” I exclaimed. “Have you noticed the District Magistrate’s proclamations pasted on the walls?”
“Yes, I’ve seen them,” replied Mao. “But I didn’t bother to read them. Why are you so excited? Why do you
ask?”
“Here’s anoher one,” I said, stopping. “Just look at it carefully.” Mao looked and turned to me.
“All cities have proclamations like this pasted on their walls,” he said. “I see nothing unusual about this one.”
“But look at the Magistrate’s signature.” I suggested.
“Who is he?”
“The words are very clearly written,” replied Mao. “His name is Chang Kang-feng.”
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“But don’t you know who Chang Kang-feng is?” I asked.
“No, I don’t,” Mao answered. “Am I supposed to know him? Who is he?”
“Why he’s the head chemistry professor at First Normal School,” I explained.
“Oh, he taught only the higher classes, so I don’t know him,” said Mao. “Our chemistry teacher was Mr. Wang.
Are you sure this Chang Kang-feng is the same person? There must be many people with that same name.”
“Yes, I’m sure this is he. He comes from Yiyang City. Not only do I remember his strong Yiyang accent, but he
left school two months before summer vacation. Mr. Liu took over his classes. Now I realize that he came back
here to be District Magistrate.”
“Are you and he good friends?” Mao wanted to know.
“Oh yes, he liked me a lot. He used to give me a hundred in every examination. We had some very interesting
talks together and he always discussed politics with great enjoyment.”
“If that’s the case,” Mao suggested, “you must go and see him.” I laughed at the suggestion.
“Don’t forget,” I said, “in this community government officers and beggars are the two extremes. They
represent the highest and lowest in society. No one looks down on beggars so much as government officers. We
came from Changsha as beggars and we have had some very interesting experiences. But we have never called on
a gevernment officer. I think you are right. What do you say to our taking this opportunity to make a new
experiment?”
“After all, he does know you, and he won’t treat us as beggars,” said Mao confidently.
“The biggest problem,” I pointed out, “will be to get past the door-keepers and the other servants of the yamen.
Mr. Chang Kang-feng himself will not treat us as beggars, but his attendants will. Our problem is to get past the
attendants. Come on, let’s go and try. We’ll see what happens.” Mao was enthusiastic.
“Good!” he exclaimed. “This is another unique episode in our adventure: ‘The Beggars Visit the Mandarin!’ I
suppose we will go just as we are? Straw shoes and all?”
“Of course. We’re going to visit District Magistrate Chang as beggars!” I exclaimed.
The District Magistrate, who held one of the most important government executive posts in the district and
who wielded the most power, was highly respected by the people. His position was far more important than that
of mayors in other countries and his yamen, or official residence, was palatial and imposing—very different from
local government offices in most western countries.
Mao Tse-tung and I had to ask the way several times, but eventually we arrived at the magnificent yamen. In
front was a broad square, the center of which was exactly opposite the middle gate in the outer wall and one could
look through to two similar gates beyond. These gave access to the large public hall where justice was
administered. The private rooms of the Magistrate would be beyond this. Inside the big main gate and to the right
stood the doorkeeper. He was also a very important person because it was his function to act as a screen, allowing
only those who had legitimate business with the Magistrate to pass through.
We walked across the wide square and up to the big gate, where we were immediately halted by the guards
who barred our passage. We insisted upon entering and, finally, after a brief hesitation, he let us pass on to the
gatekeeper’s office so that we could argue with him. The guards gave us the impression of being too lazy to take
any responsibility upon themselves and they thus seemed to be more in the nature of a neutral element. The
doorkeeper, a very tall and coarse individual, came striding out, shouting as he came,
“Get out! Get out of here quickly! What are beggars doing in the yamen?” He paused to stare at our shorts,
straw shoes, umbrellas, and bundles, and then he started off again, even louder than before,
“Get out, I tell you! What have you come in here for?”
“We’ve come to visit the District Magistrate,” I said, taking one of my visiting cards from my pocket and
writing Mao’s name on it. “Will you please announce us?” I handed him the card quietly.
He stood there stupefied!
“Beggars with visiting cards! What’s the name? Siao Shu-tung and Mao Tse-tung! Why do you give me this
card?” he asked.
“Please give it to the District Magistrate and tell him we would like to see him,” I replied.
“Why do you come to see him? Do you want to accuse someone? Don’t you know that you have to send in a
petition first?”
“But we have not come here to accuse anyone,” I said. “We were passing through the city and we want to pay
him a visit.”
The poor man stood and stared at us as if he could not believe his own ears. One could imagine that he
suspected we were a pair of lunatics. In a puzzled voice he asked,
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“What business can beggars have with the District Magistrate?”
“Your District Magistrate is an excellent official and a very kind man. I am quite sure he will be willing to talk
to a couple of beggars. Please go and see. Just take the visiting card to him and ask him!” The doorkeeper
shouted,
“You’re mad! If I go and tell the Magistrate that a couple of beggars want to see him, he’ll think I’ve lost my
reason and he would probably fire me on the spot! You get out of here! And don’t bother me again! If you don’t
want to go of your own free will, we’ll have the guards kick you out. Come on, get going!”
“No,” I remonstrated “We must see the District Magistrate.” Mao added,
“We are beggars, yes, but we must see the Magistrate!” The doorkeeper lost his patience and shouted,
“Well, if you won’t be reasonable, I’ll have to have you removed by force! Guards! Guards! Guards! Come
quickly!”
It looked as if the doorkeeper really meant business. The two soldiers who stood guard at the gate came
walking over.
“Who dares to use force on a guest of the Magistrate?” I asked. “Aren’t you afraid of being dismissed from
your post?”
“We only want to see the District Magistrate,” added Mao. “We have done nothing against the law. Let’s see
who dares to compel us to leave!” Sitting down on one of the stone benches inside the gate, I said,
“We two beggars are not going to leave the yamen till we have seen the District Magistrate.” Mao took a place
by my side.
Now three men had come out of the gatekeeper’s office and another soldier had joined the group. Some of
these individuals were very coarse featured, but others looked at us more kindly. They all stood in a semicircle
staring at us and telling us we had to go, but not one attempted to lay hands on us. Presently an older man in the
group spoke to the gatekeeper,
“Why don’t you go and tell the Magistrate that there are a couple of fools here who say they want to see him,
and that they are annoying us because they refuse to leave?”
“How can I do that?” asked the doorkeeper. “Only last week a poor relative came to beg money. I went in to
announce him without suspecting. After he had gone, the Magistrate scolded me because after I’d announced him,
he couldn’t refuse to see him and he had to give him money. He said then that my very first duty was to
distinguish among the visitors and to announce only those whom I thought he ought to see. If I thought they were
undesirable, I was to turn them away without bothering him. How can I announce a couple of beggars after that?
Even if they are mad, I’m not!” The old man agreed that he was right and said,
“Let me try. I’ll go in and tell him they are bothering me and that we tried to get them to leave, but they refuse
to go. I’ll ask him what we are to do. I won’t show him the visiting card, unless he asks for it. That way he can
decide what should be done, and we are not responsible.”
The old man went inside, put on a long gown, and combed his hair. Then he took my card, put it in his pocket,
and walked slowly toward the inner gate. The younger gatekeeper with the coarse manners shouted after him
loudly,
“You get an order from the Magistrate to have these two fools tied up and sent to prison for a couple of days.
That will teach them not to go around bothering honest citizens!”
We knew this admonition was meant for us and not for the old man, so we pretended not to hear. We just sat
there quietly; but we could not help smiling to ourselves.
The old gatekeeper was not away very long. Suddenly he appeared through the second gate, walking much
faster than on his outward journey. He was smiling to himself. He walked straight to the younger man and said,
“The Magistrate says to take these two gentlemen to his private study as quickly as possible!”
We still sat quietly on our bench, pretending not to hear, but we were amused to see the astonished expressions
on the faces of the soldiers and the others as they looked at one another when they received this unexpected order.
The coarse-looking gatekeeper asked the older man very earnestly in a low voice if he was quite sure he had
understood the Magistrate correctly. Did he really say to take them to his private study?
“Oh, yes,” the old man replied. “I heard him clearly and correctly. He told me twice that they were to be shown
immediately to his private study!” After this brief aside, he came over to us, bowed low and said politely,
“The Magistrate will receive you immediately. Will you please follow me?” When we picked up our bundles
and umbrellas, the old man wanted to carry them for us, but we said,
“No, thank you. Beggars carry their own bundles, you know.”
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We followed him through the second and third gates, then through a garden and to the Magistrate’s private
rooms. Mr. Chang Kang-feng was in his study waiting for us. When the gatekeeper had departed, he asked in a
surprised voice,
“Mr. Siao, what has happened? Where have you come from? You look as if you have had trouble!”
“We have come from Changsha,” 1 replied. “This is Mr. Mao Tse-tung, my First Normal schoolmate of Class
Fourteen.” Mr. Chang shook hands with Mao and asked,
“Have you both come from Changsha directly to Yiyang?”
“We started from Changsha and passed through Ningsiang and Anhwa Districts on foot,” I replied.
“And how is it that you came to see me here in Yiyang?” he asked.
“It was just by chance,” I explained. “When we entered the city, we saw the proclamations pasted up on the
walls and when we realized that you were the District Magistrate, we decided to pay you a visit. From here we
plan to go on to Yuankiang.”
“I see,” Mr. Chang said. “And where will you go from Yuankiang?”
“We’ll just follow the main road and let it lead us wherever it will,” I replied enigmatically.
“But where is it you really want to go? What are you trying to do?” he asked, puzzled by my reply.
I knew that Mr. Chang was at a complete loss to understand this strange situation; so I explained in detail our
idea of the “beggar holiday” and told him of some of our experiences on the road. He was clearly astonished, but
he said he admired our courage in trying such an experiment.
“Most people would not be able to understand,” he commented. “That’s why the gatekeeper came in a while
ago to tell me that there were a couple of fool beggars who insisted on seeing me and that they would not be sent
away! When I asked who they were, he gave me your visiting card and I realized it was you. But, to tell the truth,
I can fully appreciate the man’s attitude when I look at your dress and at your straw shoes! Now you go and have
a good wash and then we can have a good long chat.”
We talked with Mr. Chang for several hours and had supper with him. At the table he told us that one of our
former schoolmates was now chairman of the local board of education; another was director of the high school;
and another director of the primary school. Altogether six graduates from my former college now held important
positions in the local educational circles. He wanted to send them messages to come to the yamen the following
morning to have a welcome party for us. We protested that we did not really want such a welcome party, but Mr.
Chang insisted.
“How can I keep your visit a secret?” he asked. “They will all be delighted to see you!”
Finally we consented, but we went to visit each one of them first. Thus the two beggars were again
transformed into honorable guests. We remained in Yiyang for three days before continuing our journey to
Yuankiang. When we left, Mr. Chang insisted upon our accepting four dollars for emergency expenses and he
ordered the gatekeeper to accompany us as far as the city wall. We assured him that we did not need the company,
but Mr. Chang would not hear of our going alone. When we were out on the road, I said to the gatekeeper,
“Your master is a very good man! He would not hear of beggars being tied up and sent to prison. Instead he
has entertained us charmingly!”
The gatekeeper lowered his head, but spoke not a word.
*
The gatekeeper from Mr. Chang’s yamen left us near the Yuankiang signpost just outside the city gate,
indicating that the main road led to the district city of Yuankiang. The District of Yuankiang is one of the largest in
Hunan. Once we were alone, we began to discuss this latest experience. Mao criticized our host, Mr. Chang.
“Although that doorkeeper was hateful and intolerant, his master, Mr. Chang was really worse. After all, the
doorkeeper was only obeying the orders and Mr. Chang had positively given him instructions not to let poor
people come in! Mr. Chang is what you call a shih li hsiao jen, a person whose chief aim in life is the obtaining of
personal influence and money, and whose mind seems to be incapable of rising to higher thoughts. As for the
gatekeeper, I’ve seen many better types! They’re not all like that!”
“No, and not all the district magistrates are like that either,” I replied. “There's an old saying, ‘The doors of the
yamen are wide open like a figure pa (eight); but however good your case, it is useless to go in for justice if you
have no money!’ Money is Justice!”
“Yes,” agreed Mao. “There are very few people in the community who do not share that attitude. Money is one
of the most powerful influences in human affairs. Money gives power.”
“Power is a bad thing,” I exclaimed. “All power is bad! And to use one’s personal influence to tread one’s
fellow men underfoot is a crime!”
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“Just a minute,” protested Mao. “You talk about ‘all power’. Just what power are you referring to?” I
explained.
“First, in the primitive world, power was won only by physical strength which enables the owner to kill wild
animals for food and to fight successfully other members of the tribe. Then there’s the power of the soldiers, of
armed forces. Then there’s money power and of course, political power.”
“So you say there are four kinds of power that are bad?” asked Mao.
“Power in itself is neither good nor bad,” I explained, “it all depends upon the way it is used. To force people
to do things against their will is a crime. Power is like a knife, which in itself is neither good nor bad, but if it is
used to kill a person, it has made possible a crime.”
“Do you mean that political power is like a knife?” asked Mao. “Surely you don’t mean to say that since a
knife may be used to kill, it should not have been made? Knives can also be used to make fine sculptures and
carvings. In the same way, political power can be employed to organize and develop a country.”
“You cannot compare politics with artistic creations,” I protested. “If you analyze history, both Chinese and
foreign, you will find that there are no politics in which the partisans do not seek to kill their opponents. Even the
best of politicians tend to kill or to harm the people, and I cannot accept that as something good.”
“I think political power is better than money power,” said Mao. “The money power of the capitalist is nothing
more than the accumulated blood and sweat of the workers. A person may be completely unprincipled, a
thoroughly bad fellow, with no culture or education; yet if he has wealth, he will be a respected and honored
member of the community. He can openly commit acts of wickedness, but if he has wealth, people will fawn upon
him and kow-tow before him, telling him what a fine fellow he is!
“It’s exactly like you said, ‘Money is Justice!’ Money is the father and the grandfather of the mean of spirit!
Why, if you and I had been wearing fine clothes when we went to call on Mr. Chang, wouldn’t the gatekeeper
have met us with a smile of welcome? If we had given him some money as a tip, would he not have kow-towed
before us? They are all mean of spirit! They all worship the god of money!”
“You say that political power is better than money power,” I said. “I cannot agree with that. Money power is
bad, but political power is even worse! You must remember one important fact: political power includes within
itself both money power and military power. The person who has political power also has the other two! Money
power is one force for evil, but political power is several forces for evil all combined. When an uneducated
individual without conscience succeeds in obtaining political power, he may rise to the very highest position in
the country. He may come to be called king, or emperor, or president, and then he can have others killed or
punished to his heart’s desire. However, he may say that he loves the people, that he is working for their good. He
is the keystone of the country and the people’s guiding star.
“It is for this reason that in Chinese history, there have been many scholars, pure of spirit and of exceptionally
fine character, who have refused offers of posts as government officials. Some scholars have been invited by their
Emperor three or four times to take important positions, but they have refused because they were unwilling to
kow-tow to a person without education or culture. These scholars did not feel that political power added to the
intrinsic value of an individual. They knew that political power was the crystallization of several potentially evil
forces and that more often than not the Emperor himself was no more than a very successful bandit. These men
who voluntarily renounced power were called superior beings or superior intellectuals.
“During the Chin Dynasty,” I continued, “Huang-fu Mi wrote a book which he called ‘Biography of the
Superior Intellectuals’ and in it he lists nearly a hundred old-time scholars who had refused to kow-tow to their
so-called social superiors, and who preferred to maintain their own self-respect rather than to accept privileges
and lucrative positions. That book was written two thousand years ago, and who knows how many thousands, or
perhaps millions, have chosen this same path since then.” To this rather long interpretation, Mao replied,
“Is it your theory that political power is a combination of evil powers? That’s all very well. It’s very interesting
but it’s much too deep for most people to understand and appreciate. You seem to be far above us common folks;
you seem, in fact, to be speaking from the sky, and unless you speak in a voice of thunder, the people on earth will
not be able to hear you.
“I speak from a somewhat lower level. I agree that the mean-spirited power-worshiper is hateful but what does
it all boil down to? It seems to me the situation is like this: if you have money, or if you are a high official, all
these people will greet you with smiling faces and will kow-tow to you; if, however, you do not have money, or if
you are not an official, they just don’t recognize you. That’s what happened to us with the gatekeeper and it’s
typical!”
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“The expression shih li hsiao jen, mean-spirited power-worshiper, is very ancient and is the accepted antithesis
of the other expression tao yi chun tze, high-minded sage. This would seem to imply that all the hsiao jen, the
mean-spirited, are worshipers of power, which is disdained by the sages. This was accepted by Chinese scholars
as long ago as three or four thousand years back. Confucius said, ‘For the sage, moral development always comes
before thoughts of food or material possessions,’ and Mencius commented, ‘With moral sufficiency money has no
attractions’; Tung Chung-shu, in the Han Dynasty, wrote similarly, ‘One’s aim must always be the following of
high principles of living, never the search after material gain’. Humanity’s standard of conduct should be based on
these teachings, but the power of money and politics has been too much of a disrupting influence,” I argued. To
which Mao answered,
“That sounds very good, but it is often very difficult to stick to such high principles in real life. When people
are starving to death, they are not going to meditate on their moral development. As for myself, I prefer what
Kuang Chung said, ‘After one is satisfactorily clothed and has eaten his fill, then should one give thought to the
ceremonies.’ That is just the opposite of what Confucius said, ‘First follow the doctrine, then consider the material
needs of the body.’” I countered with,
“You know the old saying, ‘If the moral doctrine is one foot high, then the devil will be ten feet high.’ The
moral progress of humanity is very slow, but material progress is very rapid. This saying can be interpreted to
mean that for every ten per cent of material progress, there will only be one per cent of moral progress. Great
headway has been made with airplanes and military equipment. Guns and cannons grow ever larger so that more
people can be killed, which of itself proves what meager progress has been made in the advance of morality. The
Chinese sages always emphasized moral rectitude, but it will always be a difficult task to persuade people to act
against their lower instincts.” Mao replied impatiently,
“All this talk of doctrine and morality is very fine and good in principle, but it won’t stop people from starving
to death!”
“But if you leave out doctrine and morality,” I insisted, “and insure only that everyone will have plenty to eat,
then the people will just grow physically to be like so many fat pigs. I think that would be just as bad as to be
lions or tigers.”
We walked along the Yuankiang road for several days, talking in this fashion most of the time. One evening we
stopped at an inn to have our supper and then decided to remain there over night. Since there were no other
travelers, the owner, a very pretty young woman of about twenty, came over to our table to talk with us.
“Where do you two gentlemen come from?” she asked. When Mao told her we came from the Yiyang district,
she commented,
“You don’t have much of a Yiyang accent.”
“We are from Siangtan and Siangsiang,” Mao added.
“Oh my,” she said, surprised, “those districts are a very long way from here!”
When Mao told her they were about a thousand li, or four hundred kilometers from there, she wanted to know
where we were going. She couldn’t believe us when we told her we had no fixed destination, that we were just
traveling across Hunan Province with no destination in mind; so I told her that we were beggars, which was the
reason for our not having any purpose. She was astonished to hear this and she laughed heartily, showing her fine
white teeth.
“You’re beggars? You can’t be! You look so refined! Are you really beggars?” she asked incredulously.
“We are not trying to deceive you,” I replied. “We have walked all the way from Changsha to this inn, always
as beggars.”
She still could not believe it. She was completely bewildered.
“But why don’t you believe us?” asked Mao.
“Simply because neither of you looks a bit like a beggar!” she insisted vehemently.
“Do beggars have special looks?” I asked. “How do you find us different?” She looked at us carefully a
moment then said,
“I can see that both of you are great men!”
“What is a great man?" I asked. “Can you, by chance, read faces?” She nodded her head.
“Yes, I know a little about physiognomy and the art of word conversion in foretelling the future. My
grandfather taught me. He was a poet who published a collection of works called, ‘The Shepherd Songs of the
Peach Orchard.’ My father also was a great scholar, but both of them died within the space of three years, leaving
my mother and me alone in the world. Since we could not make ends meet, we finally opened this little inn.”
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“So you are still unmarried?” I asked the young lady from a scholarly family. “I wonder if you would loan me
your grandfather’s collection of poems to look at? You must be a learned person also?”
“Oh, I studied for seven or eight years with my father and I was just beginning to learn to write poetry when he
died,” she answered. “My grandfather’s collection, ‘The Shepherd Songs of the Peach Orchard’, are stored away
in a coffer. I;ll be glad to find them for you tomorrow.”
“If you know how to read faces, please will you read ours?” asked Mao. She hesitated a moment before
replying.
“Yes, if you like. But you must promise not to be angry if I say something wrong.” When she said this, her
mother must have heard her, because she called out to her from the back room,
“Yü-ying, stop that nonsense Aren’t you afraid of offending our guests? Talk about something else!” But Mao
protested,
“No, no, we don’t mind at all. Please speak quite frankly; just tell us everything that occurs to you. We will
certainly not be angry!”
“Well, first, I must ask you both to tell me your family names,” she said. Mao replied for both of us,
“Mine is Mao and my friend’s is Siao.”
“Oh, Mr. Mao,” she cried, “your name is not good! Hung Hsiu-ch’uan was called Ch’ang Mao. Yuan Shih-k’ai
is called Mao Hou-tzu.\fn{ Yuan and hou have the same meaning: monkey} It’s really a pity that your name should also be
Mao!” Mao squirmed and asked,
“What’s my name got to do with my physiognomy? You look at my face and then you criticize my name!” She
answered quietly,
“Your name is a very important aspect. Your physiognomy indicates that you can become a great officer, a
prime minister, or a great bandit chief. With your name, you can probably become a person like Ch’ang Mao or
Mao Hou-tzu. You are very audacious and have great ambition, but you have no sentiment at all! You could kill
ten thousand or even a hundred thousand people without turning a single hair! But you are very patient. If you
have not been killed by your enemies when you are thirty-five, you can consider yourself safe by the time you
reach fifty, and you will be lucky day by day. Around fifty-five, you will be even more fortunate. You will have at
least six wives,\fn{He had at least four:H} but not many children. I see that you and your family do not get along well
together. You will never live in your home town, and I see that you will have no fixed home.”
Mao and I both listened to her somewhat amusedly and without paying a great deal of attention to the things
she said. Mao was not the least bit annoyed because we treated the whole thing as a big joke. When she had
finished with Mao, he suggested,
“Now, how about Mr. Siao?” She turned to look at me and said,
“Mr. Siao, your physiognomy is entirely different from your friend’s. You make me think of Taoism, and
somehow you have the air of a sage. You really look as if you had descended from the sky—more like a spirit
than a human being! You are really very sentimental. I could well compare Mr. Mao to a cup of very strong
brandy and you to a cup of pure, clear water. I see that you will travel far during your lifetime, and the farther you
go—”I interrupted her to ask,
“Shall 1 have six wives, too?”
“No,” she replied, “I see that you will marry twice but that you will have only a ‘half’ son, because a spirit
wants neither family nor son. …
After she finished, she again asked us about being beggars, and we told her frankly and honestly what we were
doing and why. She was extremely interested in our ideas and she told us that if it were not for her old mother, she
also would like to make a similar experiment by living like a beggar.
Next morning after breakfast, we wanted to leave, but she begged us to stay another day. When we tried to pay
her for our room and board, she refused to take any of our money. When we asked, she told us her name was Miss
Hu Yü-ying, and I said,
“When Mr. Mao becomes Prime Minister at some future date, or a big bad bandit chief, he will write to you
and invite you to become his adviser!” She laughed loudly at my joke and replied,
“But he is a person without sentiments! At that time he will have completely forgotten me; he will not even
remember a bit of my shadow!”
Although I kept her address for many years, I never wrote to her. But her beautiful face; her kindness, and her
refined character still remain very clear in my memory after all these years.
After we left the beautiful Yü-ying, we walked on about three hours before we saw that we were approaching
Yuankiang City. We saw water everywhere around the city and this puzzled us until the owner of an inn explained
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that this was the Hsi Shui, the west water, which appeared every summer. The source of the Yangtze River is in a
very mountainous country, and when the snow and ice melt in the summer, an enormous volume of water is
released and flows downstream from the west. This water very quickly fills the streets of the city and after four or
five days, it gets so high that all road communication with the outside world is cut off, because the land in this
area is very low.
We soon realized that we could not possibly live as beggars under such conditions; so, our adventure having
been brought to a sudden close by these circumstances, we decided to take a river steamer back to Changsha.
*
When Mao Tse-tung and I got on the boat, it seemed to us that the waters were so high that they reached the
sky. The whole landscape was completely transformed, with numerous houses and trees almost inundated or with
their tops barely visible above the swirling flood. The boat, as you can imagine, was overcrowded and
exceedingly noisy with mothers shouting to their children and the children crying or shouting back.
Since we wanted to write up our diaries, we found ourselves a seat in one coorer, but we had barely begun to
write when two men started a fight just in front of us. Both of them seemed to be about fifty years of age; one was
clean-shaven with glasses, while the other had a moustache and no glasses. Both were well dressed and gave one
the impression of being persons of some social position.
When they fought, we could not understand what they were saying, but the one with the moustache pulled off
the glasses of the other man and threw them onto the deck, then kicked them into the river. The man who had lost
his glasses retaliated by tearing his opponent’s gown, pulling it with such force that it was torn completely in two.
A crowd quickly gathered and Mao and I walked over to see how it would end. We were curious to know what the
fight was about, but we could not understand their native dialect, and we did not want to ask any of the other
bystanders.
Finally things quieted down. The man with the moustache wrapped his tom gown around himself, picked up
his bundle, and looked for somewhere to sit. He came over to the corner where we had left our things, so I took
the opportunity to satisfy my curiosity.
“Tell me,” I said, “why did that man tear your gown? He was certainly a ruffian!”
“The scoundrel!” he exclaimed angrily. “He was very lucky that he didn’t get thrown into the river!”
“But what did he do to you?” I persisted.
“What a rascal he is!” he repeated vehemently. “The fellow came along looking for a place to sit and I moved
over so that he could sit at my right side. He seemed to be quite pleasant and he introduced himself as the
secretary of the Magistrate of the Chang Te District. Meanwhile I put two packets of cigarettes which I had
bought down beside me on my right side. A few moments later I looked for the cigarettes, but they had
disappeared. He had one packet in his hand just ready to take out a cigarette, and the other packet was in his
pocket. I could see it quite distinctly because his pocket was not deep. When he had sat down, he had nothing
either in his hands nor in his pocket. What is more, the brand I smoke is rather uncommon. There was no doubt at
all about it, he had stolen my two packets of cigarettes. When I asked him what happened to my cigarettes, he
began to shout at me and then we started to fight. He didn’t know that I am an officer in the Yuankiang City
police; but anyway it’s not very difficult to catch thieves like that!”
“Oh well, it’s no good being angry any more,” I said, trying to pacify him. “It’s all over and done with now.”
During this exchange Mao Tse-tung had sat without saying a word, just looking, and showing his surprise
when the man said he was a police officer. He gave me a rather cool smile and I said,
“Jun-chih, you said that ‘one should have sufficient to eat and clothe himself well, and that he should study
courteous manners.’ Here is an illustration. How do you explain the fight between these two men? A police officer
of this one’s stature and a yamen secretary are hardly the sort of people who go hungry, and you can see that they
are very well-dressed.”
Mao sighed but said nothing. I had not realized that the police officer could hear me, but apparently he had
caught some words without getting their context.
“Did you say that I was hungry?” he asked. “Yes, that is true. I was in such a hurry to catch the boat that I had
no time to eat. I think I’ll go now and get myself some lunch. I wonder if you will just keep this seat for me,
please. I’ll be back very soon.”
I laughed to myself as he departed and Mao did not miss this opportunity to pull my leg.
“You see,” he said, “he had not had anything to eat! That is why he started the fight!”
By this time we were completely surrounded by water. Everywhere one looked there was nothing but an
endless sea, and it almost seemed as if we were floating in the sky. From dawn to dusk it was almost impossible to
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tell where the sky began and the water ended, since the misty horizon merged perfectly into the river. This was an
excellent opportunity for us to talk of everything under the sun and we took full advantage of it. We even
discussed the dialects of the motley crowd of passengers and the actions of the various individuals. Suddenly
someone. shouted that the boat was due to arrive in Changsha within half an hour! I turned to Mao and suggested,
“Jun-chih, in half an hour we shall be back in Changsha. Let’s have a general summing-up of everything that
has happened since we left here. What do you say?” Mao agreed, saying,
“That’s a very good idea. First, we know that it is not impossible to overcome all difficulties, since we were
able to realize our aim fully and completely. It was not easy to live without a cent in our pockets, but we did
manage to do it. Up to now we have begged our way and we have never been in danger of starving to death. We
managed to solve quite a few difficulties and overcome many obstacles along the way, too. But there are other
points.”
“Yes,” I agreed, “there are other things. Hunger was the worst experience; it is very painful to have an empty
stomach for a long time—one’s hands and feet even lose their strength when one is hungry. In this world there are
many people who spend most of their lives enduring hunger like that. But there is still more.” Mao added,
“We found that almost every member of the community is a shih li hsiao jen, a mean-spirited moneyworshiper! They think of and recognize only money! We left Changsha without any money .in our pockets and as
a result we had to accept many harsh words and very unpleasant treatment. Beggars are considered to be low and
disgusting people because they have no money!”
“Don’t forget that pretty girl,” I reminded him. “The one who was so expert at physiognomy and told you your
fortune! She was not a money-worshiper!”
“Yes, in all our travels,” Mao agreed, “she was the only one who did not worship money.”
“But there are still other things,” I persisted. “Don’t forget that police official and the magistrate’s secretary
who had enough to eat, and yet they stole things and then fought over it. That proves that money does not tend to
improve morals; only greater knowledge will do that.”
“What else?” asked Mao.
“Well, you must not forget the cows without the cowherd, eating their grass so very contentedly and
peacefully; but when the cowherd appeared with his whip, only confusion resulted.”
“Anything more?” inquired Mao.
“Only that now we can vouch for the truth of that old Chinese saying, ‘After begging for three years, the
beggar would not accept even a post as mandarin.’ And why is that? Because the beggar’s life is a life of complete
freedom.”
Now the other passengers were making such a noise that we could hardly hear ourselves speak. All were very
busy arranging their packages and bundles, shouting to each other, so that it was quite impossible to continue our
conversation. Soon the boat drew in toward the bank and there was a grand rush for the gangway, everyone trying
to squeeze past the others in order to be the first to get off. Soon we found ourselves again at the West Gate and I
stopped and said,
“Jun-Chih, let’s go down and find that ferryman with whom we quarreled. Let’s see if he’s down there yet.”
“But why should we go and look for him?” asked Mao.
“Now we have money and we could pay him what we owe him,” I said.
“I don’t agree!” answered Mao.
“You don’t? Why not?” I wanted to know.
“Because we did suggest to him that we would pay him on our return, but he refused to accept our offer. Now
we have no obligation to pay him because we promised him nothing,” he answered.,
“But I feel sorry for him,” I continued. “Now that we have some money, why not give him some? After all, we
did take his boat without paying the regular fare!”
“But that is all past and finished now,” Mao insisted. “There’s no need to drag that matter up again.”
So saying, he turned and set off, walking in front of me for the first time since we had set out. He seemed so
determined that I decided to let him have his own way and I followed him into the city. Just inside the gate we had
a picture taken, with our umbrellas on our right shoulders and the bundles hanging close to our backs, exactly as
we had carried them on our travels.
I remember that Mao stood at my left. We really made an interesting picture with our short-cropped hair,
shorts, and straw shoes, all much the worse for wear. This photograph was left in the house where I was born in
Hunan. No doubt the Communists failed to recognize their leader when the house was confiscated several years
ago and I suppose it was burned as one of those “capitalist things.”
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After we had the photograph taken, we returned to the Ch’u Yi School where we both had a bath, ate a meal,
and then sat down to open our bundles. We 6nished writing our diaries and then proceeded to count our money.
We had two dollars and forty cents left, which we divided equally between us as beggars’ property. Then I said to
Mao,
“I’m going back home now. My father and mother will be expecting me. What will you do?”
“I also shall go back home,” he replied. “They were making two pairs of shoes for me and they will be waiting
for me.” …
269.113b Poem allegedly by Qiu Jin\fn{brought forward by Jiang Shumin (1894- )} China (F) -½
Women should have equal rights and be self-strengthening.
How can they be passively waiting in the inner chambers?
To requite the country with pure loyalty is a heroic deed;
Women too can carry arms to go to battlefields.
197.115 Christianity In Communist Areas\fn{by Chester S. Miao (1894-after 1948)} Ningpo, Chekiang Province,
China (M) 6
In this chapter our attention is directed to the problem of Christianity in the “liberated areas” (the party name
for the Communist governed regions). It is a subject in which Christians both in China and America are deeply
interested and about which very little information is available, except in fragments. But fragments of information
are useful if they report situations in different “liberated areas,” for by piecing them together we may be able to
get a fair picture, although not a perfect one, of the whole situation.
This is not an academic question when we realize the enormous size of “liberated areas” in North China, Inner
Mongolia, and Manchuria. They expanded especially fast in Manchuria after V-J Day and the disarmament of
Japanese troops by the Russians. In North China they had also expanded during the year 1946. For example, it is
reported that in Hopeh Province only 10 per cent to 40 per cent of the agricultural rehabilitation centers
established in the fall of 1945 can now be reached by the UNRRA-CNRRA people. While there is no way of
securing accurate figures as to how much of the territory in all those regions is occupied by the Communists, the
general picture seems to be that with the exception of some large cities and certain strategic lines of
communication connecting those cities that suffer frequent disruption, the Communists have control of most of
the rural areas and mountainous sections.
What is the future of these “liberated areas”? Will they expand or shrink? Will the central government in its
present military campaign be able to liquidate them? These are not simple questions to be answered categorically.
Furthermore, we do not know all the implications involved. But so far the government military campaign has only
succeeded in chasing the Communists from one province to another or from cities to the countryside or mountain
ranges. The prevailing opinion among the thinking class seems to be that the government may change or even
reduce considerably the size of Communist areas, but complete liquidation cannot be achieved by sheer force if
the government itself is not democratized, if its officialism is not purged from corruption and selfishness and if a
new body of public servants is not stirred with a passionate concern about the well-being of the people. One
educator remarked that the very presence of Communism in China on such a large scale is but a symptom of some
kind of political cancer in the central government and that if the disease itself is not cured something else will
arise when Communism is removed. On the other hand, people generally agree that the Communists would
certainly have further expansion if the political situation of the central government became unsteady or if its
economic situation deteriorated further.
Now in singling out the problem of religious liberty in Communist areas, we are not unmindful of the fact that
in the area under central government control there is yet inadequate protection for the individual and for the
voluntary group in the fundamental rights that constitutions purport to give them. Religious instruction, training,
or observance is still barred from recognized education on the primary and secondary levels, in private schools as
well as in government schools. The government also refuses to recognize religion, with its importance to the
history, culture, and motivation of men, as a proper department of study in higher education, public and private.
But, comparatively speaking, churches and their complementary organs in education, medicine, and social
service, publications and the like, have enjoyed more freedom in the government-controlled areas than is known
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in Communist areas. The problem of religious liberty is therefore much more urgcnt and serious in the latter areas
than in the former.
With these introductory remarks, we may now proceed to study the problem of Christianity in Communist
areas, first from the theoretical basis of Christianity and Communism, second from the declared policy of Chinese
Communism, and then from actual practices in Communist areas. The problem is considered not in partisan
hostility, but in calm analysis.
This study would not have been possible without the generous cooperation of many friends who have had
firsthand knowledge of the Communist areas. For obvious reasons, we have kept confidential our sources of
information. We shall not even mention in our paper the names of cities or churches. Much as we are dissatisfied
with this way of treating our source materials, we hope our friends in America will understand our difficulties.
*
In this brief study of the theoretical positions of Communism and of Christianity, the essential thought of Karl
Marx has been taken as the standard for Communism. Chinese Communism has not only accepted Marx’s
teaching as normative, but has also kept fairly close to Russian ideology and pattern of government. For the sake
of clarity we shall compare the basic philosophy of Christianity and Communism in parallel columns as
follows:\fn{In what follows, Communist principals are listed first, Christian second:H}
1. A conception of the universe as materialistic mechanism of matter and blind force in which man’s
strivings are almost entirely socially determined, the universe without a God, man without a soul, the individual
without an enduring personality of absolute worth.
1. The universe is the expression of intelligence and purpose of God as Father, Jesus as Elder Brother
revealing the nature of the universe, man as a child of God of infinite worth.
2. Absolute loyalty to the cause, to the revolution and the communist regime.
2. Absolute loyalty to God, with a high value on individual conscience and on faithfulness to the church.
3. The ideal of a world-wide internationalism, temporarily for one class alone, but ulti- mately in a
classless society.
3. The ideal of world-wide internationalism for all humanity.
4. The recognized motivation of class hate in the class war; but solidarity of the proletariat.
4. The recognized motivation of love.
5. Absolute dictatorship of the proletariat as a means to the end—a classless society.
5. The concepts of Christianity are favorable to liberty—civil, political, and religious.
6. Ultimate dependence upon revolution rather than reform.
6. The concepts of Christianity are favorable to reform rather than to revolution.
7. An immediate, new, creative era of social justice by compulsion. Emphasis on social rather than
individual salvation.
7. An ultimate reign of righteousness or social justice by moral suasion. But traditional acceptance of the
status quo, and long compromise with social injustice. Emphasis on individual rather than social salvation.
8. Collectivism, or the social and ethical theory that society is supreme over demands of the individual
(opposed, however, by Trotsky).
8. Social individualism, or the social theory that the real aim of society is in the long run the enrichment
of all individual personalities.
9. Standards of life determined by state authority.
9. Distiction between the functions of the state and the concerns of ethics and religion.
From the above comparison we can see that there are at least a few points in which there is no necessary
conflict and in which a meeting of minds is quite possible. For example, both movements desire social justice and
therefore work for social betterment; both movements entertain the ideal of a world-wide internationalism. The
Communist ideal of “From each according to his ability and to each according to his needs,” and the Christian
ideal of service to fellow men, provide also a common standard of social obligation.
Unfortunately the similarities are greatly outnumbered by the differences. More unfortunately these differences
are basically incompatible. There is no way of compromising the materialistic and mechanistic philosophy of life
and the theistic and spiritual philosophy of life; the conception of man without a soul, the individual without an
enduring personality of absolute worth and that of man as a child of God of infinite worth; the demand of absolute
loyalty to the party and that of absolute loyalty to God; the recognized motivation of class hate in the class war
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and that of love; the system of absolute dictatorship and regimentation and the idea of liberty—civil, political, and
religious. The Communist Party is consistent in its logic when it rules on principle that a Christian cannot become
a Communist. Most Christians would also agree with the Roman Catholic ruling that no materialist placing his
conscience in the keeping of the party can be a Christian, for Jesus said,
“No man can serve two masters; for either he will hate the one, and love the other; or also he will hold to the
one, and despise the other.”
Nevertheless, it is not altogether unheard of to find Christians in Communist areas who have not only joined
the party but have even held responsible positions. Among such men not a few are graduates of Christian middle
schools and colleges in the country. In one area the political vice-administrator received his Ph.D. from the
University of Chicago and was once professor of education in a Christian university in South China. The medical
director in the same area received his M.D. from Harvard University. In another area the medical director even
had two years of theology to his credit before he undertook to study medicine in a Christian medical college in
North China.
These men have evidently found some satisfaction in Communism that their old narrow Christian faith had
failed to supply. No doubt they no longer make open profession of Christianity, for if they did they could not
belong to the party, but some of them still come to Jesus by night like Nicodemus or dissociate religion from life
in such a way that they can live comfortably in two watertight compartments.
Still more unfortunate is the fact that the Communist government is a totalitarian one. It demands absolute
loyalty to the regime, it upholds the state as supreme over demands of the individual, it determines standards of
life, it does not hesitate to use compulsion or other means for enforcing its policy. Under the totalitarian
government everything is rigidly regimented. Here not only religious liberty is at stake, but the whole range of
civil liberty of which religious liberty is only a part.
*
Now, despite its materialistic philosophy and totalitarian system of government, Chinese Communism has
made declarations that sound like a radically new departure. The latest official declaration for home consumption
was made by Mao Tse-tung to the Seventh National Congress of the Communist Party in April, 1945, in regard to
minorities within China.
The occasion that led to this declaration was the stand taken by the Kuomintang and its government on this
vital question that concerns the well-being of millions of tribal people, Mongols, Moslems and Tibetans
concentrated in the western, southwestern and northwestern borderlands of China. Generalissimo Chiang Kaishek in his China’s Destiny, which is the most recent semi-official statement of Kuomintang policy, says,
“Moreover, we seek to increase assistance to all people of the borderlands, promoting their ability to govern
themselves and also their status.” Further, granting equality of opportunity in religion, culture, and economic life,
in order to increase their power of cohesion and ability to cooperate, “will make it possible for them to support the
state patriotically in entire harmony,” and so on. Chiang also praises the old Chinese spirit in receiving Buddhism,
Islam, and Christianity from abroad and pledges to preserve the same tolerant spirit on the part of his party.
While denouncing the acts of the Kuomintang toward minorities, Mao heartily endorses the announced
principles.
“Their language, literature, folk practices, habits, and religious beliefs must be respected.” Similarly he
accuses the Kuomintang of violating Sun Yat-sen’s purpose of assuring civil liberties to Chinese citizens. In a
discussion that emphasizes party conflict rather than broad principles, Mao asserts,
“The most important liberties of the citizen are those of speech, publication, assembly, organization, thought,
belief, and person. Within the borders of China it is only the liberated area which has effectively realized them.”
According to one interpretation Mao’s words should not be taken as purely a gesture to outbid the
Kuomintang, for back of them is a bitter lesson Mao learned from his early experiences in southern Kiangsi where
he and his party suffered a complete defeat in 1934. Mao has realized that the party’s anti-religious policy in
Kiangsi was a failure because it alienated the great mass of peasantry that the party was most anxious to have as
its arch-supporters. The people are deeply religious and hate to be robbed of their endeared temples, rites, and
festivals.
Moreover, the Moslems in the northwest, which is next door to Yenan, a corridor to U.S.S.R. and which Mao
and his party wish very much to take over as a part of their controlled territory, are even more fanatically religious
than Chinese and will fight like devils for their religion. Mao is clever enough to understand the importance of
psychological strategy. So he boldly advocates a new policy of religious tolerance. Meanwhile, he believes that by
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improving people’s livelihood and reforming the political system, he can gradually bring about the natural death
of all religions.
Then, on several occasions when Western journalists and dignitaries visited Yenan and asked the Communist
leaders about their attitude toward Christianity in their controlled areas, the reply was invariably the same:
“Christianity is welcomed.”
Sometimes they even went as far as to say that missionaries from the West are also welcomed, especially the
medical personnel. But somehow there is always attached to their reply a phrase such as “except in accordance
with law” or “provided not violating our law.” No matter how differently the word “law” may be interpreted, this
additional phrase only affirms the typical Communist view of religious liberty. It is another way, or perhaps more
polite way of saying,
“Yes, we welcome Christianity and Christian missionaries, but both Christianity and missionaries must accept
our regimentation.”
*
Interesting as it is to know what the Communist basic philosophy is and what their policy is on religious
liberty, it will be more interesting to know how they have put their belief and promises into practice.
“You shall know them by their fruits.”
The situation is emotionally complicated by the fact that there exist side by side in Communist areas Protestant
and Roman Catholic churches. The Communists admit freely and frankly that as a group they are not too happy
with Catholics. Principal reasons for this feeling are:
1. The traditional attitude of the Catholic Church against Communism in general and the recent official
Catholic condemnation of Communism in particular;
2. The policy adopted by the Catholics during the war, e.g.: when it was convenient to represent
themselves as American before December 8, 1941, they were American. After that they were German, Italian,
Spanish, Polish, Jewish, or what you will. Since V-J Day they have, however, turned out to be American again.
All this was very astute indeed but it was a bit confusing to the ordinary mind and has not been forgotten by
the Communists;
3. The Catholic Church comes into the landlord class, making heavy investments in real estate and
farmlands, and collecting high rentals to carry on their church activities, orphanages, etc., which are too often
used for purposes of developing future church members and a source of material for the training of nuns. As such
they would be required if under Communist control to abide by and conform to the laws governing agrarian
reform.
But Communists feel no better toward the Protestant churches, which they suspect are closely associated with
American and British imperialists. Their feeling toward Americans is especially bad, as they consider the United
States to be the ally of the Kuomintang and the American forces in China to be responsible for the civil war.
Moreover, the rank and file of Communists, who have little or no education, make no distinction between
Roman Catholics and Protestants. They simply lump them all together as Christian churches and think of them as
their enemies, as tools of Western imperialism, or as groups propagating superstition.
It is because of this strong anti-American feeling that missionaries with one or two exceptions have so far
made no attempts to return to their old stations now occupied by the Communists. They fear that if they did go
back they would be more of a liability than an asset to their fellow Chinese Christians, as sooner or later an
incident could be easily maneuvered. One small American mission located in a badly Communist infested
territory in southern Hopeh Province has become so impatient of indefinite waiting that they are trying now to
find a new place elsewhere to start their work. The larger missions, however, are more fortunate in that they have
wider fields to reallocate their staff when one or two places become a problem.
Next in importance to the anti-American feeling is the land policy of the Communists, which they regard as the
center of gravity of their whole reform program. They set up a standard of equity and rule that anybody, Christian
or not, possessing more lands than the standard allows must be or will be forced to surrender his surplus land.
This land policy has caused more troubles to Roman Catholic churches than to Protestant churches.
But this does not mean that there is no trouble among Protestant Christians who possess large tracts of land. A
number of them have either inherited the land from their ancestors or bought it with money saved in many years
of hard work and frugal living. Now, regardless of their religious association, they are allowed to keep only the
legal quota, which is not enough for them to live on.
Closely connected with this land policy is a Communist practice known as “reckoning old accounts.” Here is
an example that explains what it is and how it is done. Mr. Wong owned a little over five acres of land and two

781

sets of buildings, one much older than the other. When the Communists came into his region, they immediately
expropriated his better set of buildings and not quite half of the land. The two and a half acres taken from him had
been purchased about fifteen years ago. Something about the deal, unknown to Mr. Wong, was contrary to the
standard of equity set up by the Communists, and word reached the former owner that there was likely to be
trouble. He fled to a nearby city under government control and was not present at the time his case was tried. It
was ruled that the land had been acquired unjustly. For each of the fifteen years it was in the possession of the
recent owner, namely Mr. Wong, he was fined 100 catties of grain for each of the fifteen mou. At current prices
this was the equivalent of a fine of $1,345 in American money. As an alternative to paying this fine, he was
permitted to prepare a thirty-table feast, to last for three days and to be open to everybody in the village. The cost
of such a feast, also at current prices, has been estimated to be $538 in American money.
This practice of “reckoning old accounts” has opened ways for punishments on grounds other than violating
the land laws.
For example, in one city an ordained minister was ordered by the Communists, as soon as they took over
control, to produce a volley ball. This he denied having in his possession. The penalty for such a denial was a fine
of 3,000 towels, at current value representing $450 in American money. The towels, a small size of the Turkish
variety, are the customary headgear of the Communist forces. This preacher has a son who is on the editorial staff
of one of the leading newspapers in the country. It is likely that this connection was what made him subject to
Communist attack. He escaped, however, without paying the fine, and sought refuge in his son’s home.
Another example of “reckoning old accounts” concerns a well-to-do Christian named Mr. Liu. He was accused
by a poor man who declared that five years ago Mr. Liu had swindled him out of a chicken. The case was brought
up to a court that estimated how many chickens could have been hatched from the eggs that the hen would have
laid in five years. If every one of these eggs had hatched and each hen so hatched had continued to lay, the total
loss to the poor man over these five years ran into thousands of American dollars. As partial settlement all the
worldly goods of Mr. Liu were taken away from him.
One more example, and this concerns “reckoning old accounts” of an American mission in a North China city.
For something like four hours a lady missionary of that mission had to stand with her head bowed on a platform
surrounded by several thousand people. One by one, witnesses testified to the evil things that had been done in the
name of Christianity. The hospital, for instance, had been responsible for the death of 118 people. People’s hearts
had been taken out. They were forced to sell their blood, and many had been sterilized. The fact that the mission
had occupied a large amount of land meant that by so doing they had deprived a lot of people of the livelihood
they otherwise would have obtained from tilling that much soil. All these things were reckoned up over the period
of years during which the mission had been carrying on, and the resulting fines ran into several hundred thousand
American dollars. The lady missionary was forced to sign documents that theoretically turned over to the local
authorities everything owned by the mission. All trees were to be cut down and the hospital was to be razed.
However, these things had not been done when she left. After the property had been appraised and entered as a
credit against the fines there was still a balance of many thousands of American dollars outstanding against her
mission.
This land policy, together with the practice of “reckoning old accounts,” can lead but to one result: all those
who are well-to-do or capable as leaders have fled for life into the government controlled cities that have now
become overcrowded. Those who stay on become penniless and live in dire distress. It is this kind of situation that
is going to cripple churches in Communist areas. It is an indirect way, but a sure way, of bleeding the churches to
death.
*
So far we have touched two principal practices, redistribution of land and “reckoning of old accounts,” which
are universal in Communist areas. Let us now turn, to those things that directly concern the churches and their
work.
Here we cannot find any uniform pattern of action. There seems to be the fact that local situations vary a great
deal from place to place. For instance, in some areas churches carry on their worship services without
molestation, in other areas congregations are not allowed to meet, and in still other areas Christian work has
suffered occasional interferences. In one area some church workers have been openly known as being supported
by a foreign mission while in another area mission subsidy has to be sent secretly from one side of the line to
another through remittance slips issued by shops in one place to those in the other with which business is to be
carried on. In some places the Communists have not only occupied church properties but have also completely
demolished churches and hospitals, while in other places they have not only given the buildings they occupy a
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moderate amount of repair consistent with the period of time it is estimated they will occupy them, but sometimes
even given assurance that upon the mission’s desire to return, buildings and equipment found therein will be
turned over without question, with the hope expressed that mutual assistance may be forthcoming.
Even within a single area various situations can exist. For example, in some cities of a certain area local
churches support their own preachers without any outside interference, while in one of their neighborhood towns
the local authority has threatened to confiscate any grain the members may bring to their church (most of the
country churches pay their preachers in grain instead of money). In some cases local authorities have openly
forbidden the congregations to give to the support of their preachers, saying that the preachers do not work and
should not eat. In a certain city and its surrounding countryside, only two churches of some eighteen formerly
active have been occupied by Communist troops. Thirty-five miles away, however, the situation is less favorable,
and most churches have been closed. In one city a mission compound located about a mile east of the city wall
was completely destroyed.
“Hundreds of people were requisitioned from the villages to the east, each home sending a man; the operation
took three days and included not only the leveling of all the buildings but also the removal of the brick wall of a
dyke built around the compound to protect it from possible floods; the materials were sold off to buyers from the
east rather than in or around the city itself; then everybody was free to come and help himself to whatever was left
in the cellar walls or rubble lying around; all trees were cut down; temples in the vicinity were also destroyed.”
This included the one of considerable size between the mission property and the city. However, the mission’s
main church, located in the south suburb at a distance of only a mile and a half or so from the property destroyed,
has not been disturbed at all and the work is going on as usual.
Sometimes the situation in a given city may also vary from time to time. The American lady missionary
mentioned above went back to her old station after her release from a Japanese internment camp. She was alone,
and was at first very well treated by the Communists, as the mayor of the city was one of her former students in
the mission school, although he is not a Christian. With the change to a new mayor, however, there came a marked
change of attitude toward her. At the time when the Roman Catholic missionary staff was imprisoned she was
narrowly confined to her own yard and house, in a sort of protective custody. The climax of the episode came
when she was put on trial for the accumulated sins of her mission in that city.
*
From these few instances of various local practices one cannot help but get an impression that there is a great
discrepancy between what Mao Tse-tung and his high-ranking comrades uphold as the Communist policy and
what their subordinates have done within their jurisdictions. Why? Two or three possible reasons may be given for
this astonishing phenomenon. Communists of the lower stratum either do not understand the policy or purposely
ignore and disobey it. Or in this transitional period of war and confusion, the party has been so much preoccupied
with military affairs that they do not have time and energy to enforce those things that they think of as only
secondary in importance. Anyway, no matter what the true cause is for the discrepancy and no matter how much
more favorably situated some churches are than others, the whole picture seems to indicate pretty clearly that the
churches in Communist areas are in a precarious position because they are at the mercy of individual Communists
who happen to be in power. The concentration of power in the hands of local Communist leaders whose words are
“law” can make things easy or difficult or even impossible for the churches in accordance with their fancy and
mood. It is therefore very dangerous to make any kind of generalization on the basis of one or two local instances
—favorable or unfavorable.
Furthermore, the church work that is still going on in Communist areas is very much limited in scope. No
church schools and Y.M.C.A.’s or Y.W.C.A.’s are in existence. Church visitations and regular services of worship
are possible in many places, but no direct evangelistic work among non-Christians is permitted. Preaching has to
be done on a “safe basis”; otherwise both preachers and congregations will land themselves in difficulties.
All these things simply mean that only a harmless and circumscribed Christianity can find a breathing space. If
this kind of situation lasts too long, there will be only grass roots of Christianity left in Communist areas. The “if”
here is, of course, a big “if.” But dare we believe, as St. Paul believed, that “all things work together for good to
them that love God”?
203.186 During The Rainstorm, 31 May\fn{by Ye Shengtao (1894-after 1949)} Jiangchou City, Jiangsu Province,
China (M) 2
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Stepping out of the bus, I was met by a barrage of rain—as though all the forces of evil were shooting arrows
at random—and my coat was drenched within seconds. I was so furious that it seemed as if there was an iron band
clamped tightly around my temples.\fn{On 30 May, 1925, British officered police opened fire on a large crowd demonstrating in
front of the police station in Nanjing Road, Shanghai. The crowd was demanding the release of students imprisoned earlier while protesting
against the shooting on 28 May of Chinese workers by the Japanese. The number of people killed—ten or so—was small compared with
later massacres in China, but the incident gave rise to horror and indignation nationwide }

I walked, I lurched forward. There was hardly a soul on the streets, the shops too appeared virtually empty.
Where had they gone? Where had they gone? Terrified by the volleys of gunshots, the hail of bullets of yesterday,
everybody had fled. They were hiding like mice—like snails—at home, or under the counters in the shops. But
that’s no use! You can curl up, you can hide, and yet the gunshots will reach your ears and the bullets will find
your body. Is there any point trying to hide?
Like wild beasts with huge staring eyes, the cars hurtled past me, splattering my coat with mud, splattering
even my neck with mud. I was consumed with anger.
I raced to the British police station at Old Gate, thinking I could pay homage to our dead friends, even lick up
their blood with my tongue and swallow it down. But there was nothing, not a drop left. It had all been washed
away by the water carts of our enemies, scrubbed clean by the footsteps of men with decayed hearts, and erased
by the demonic arrows of the pouring rain.
No matter, I thought. Since blood has been shed in this place, some must have permeated the earth. That would
be fine—the earth is soaked with blood, with “our friends” blood. The hard lesson is there to be learnt—isn’t it?
Where blood has irrigated and moistened the soil, flowers of blood will grow and fruits of blood will form.
I stared at that patch of ground, my attention fixed on it to the exclusion of all else; my body seemed to melt
into the earth.
I looked up. Two policemen were standing guard. Each had a pistol in a holster at his waist, and their faces
were pink, with deep furrows at the corners of their mouths. A greenish light emanated from under pale eyebrows
and they seemed to be grinning ghoulishly.
Pistols, was it you? Sneering men, was it you? Yes. It was us. We did it all. So what? I seemed to see countless
guns nodding agreement and hear countless laughing, jeering mouths speak.
I bit my lip. I swallowed down everything I had seen and heard; it was like a sharp-edged stone in my gullet,
like molten metal, and I was bursting with rage.
The rain beat down more and more wildly, the wind increasing, and I doubled over, absolutely soaked under
the useless umbrella. As I turned to go back the way I had corne, people appeared on the road. In groups of three
or four, six or seven; wearing long black Chinese dress; but among them a scattering of western clothes and some
young women, their hair cut short, who wore light coloured clothes. A few carried umbrellas, most braved the
pouring rain.
Their faces bewildered me, at first. I had never seen such faces, so deadly earnest, like the towering mountains
of the Kunlun, nor with so much pent up anger, as though thunder and lightning were about to burst from them.
All the softness of youth had drained from their faces, replaced by the indomitable look of northern warriors. An
all-consuming fire burned in their eyes, and their tightly-clamped mouths hid teeth that could tear raw animal
flesh. Their nostrils would not have flinched at the smell of corpses or the stench of blood, nor would they have
been afraid of the noise of bombs or the roaring of wild beasts. Their skin was like steel armour. Zhu Ziqing wrote
in a poem,
“The smiles will not return to our lips!”
He was speaking in praise of all these faces, and how appropriate it is. They would not smile again, never!
Grief and rage are what they know, and will always know!
It looked as though there were more people in the shops. Whether they had come out from their homes, or
whether they had bobbed up from hiding places under the counters, I didn’t have time to guess, but there they all
were. These people even showed themselves at the shop doors, looking in surprise at the deadly serious faces of
the marchers.
When the black-coated team broke up and began to enter the shops, I went with some of them. It was, I
remember, a cloth store. They started to speak. I listened to the emotion in their voices. They laid bare their hearts,
and their words were suffused with passion and sincerity. They spoke of the destiny of the nation; they spoke of
the strength of the masses and the need for resistance. Repeatedly and without fear they cried,
“We are one!”
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So deeply did it move me that I felt a pain inside, the pain of joy. A shopkeeper, wearing a solemn expression,
was nodding his head, without saying a word. I walked out of the cloth store.
“The Chinese people has never been united! If we could be, what would we have to fear?”
I turned to see who had uttered these piercing words. It was a man of about thirty, with a coarse cloth shirt
open at the chest. His tanned skin marked him a labourer, and there was a fierce glint in his eye.
“That’s right,” I thought. “You with the bare chest, you have hit the nail on the head. It takes bravery to be so
forthright—you are brave! You are great! The revolution will be led by people like you!” With great respect I
nodded to him.
But a blurred image of a man in a long blue gown, with a short black tunic and a little moustache, shot across
my field of vision. He seemed to be smiling cynically; I could hear his derisive snorts: Tch! Tch! Briefly I saw,
next, a beautiful woman in fine clothes, her arms folded, who was sighing,
“So much effort, all in vain!”
When she vanished, a skinny middle-aged man tottered into sight. He looked as terrified as a mouse; his lips
twitched like a rabbit’s and he seemed to want to say something, but he could only manage to say,
“I’m afraid …”
It was my great misfortune to see those evil visions. I felt humiliated. I looked furiously to see where they had
gone. The visions had disappeared. All that was left was the demonic rain, still falling on the road.
“Evil visions,” I cursed. “Cynical, alluring, timorous: all of you, I swear, will be wiped out. Like brambles
across a road, you will be crushed underfoot. You will be destroyed! You are a burden on our comrades and you
will be destroyed! Not a trace of you will be left here, not a trace!”
The blood of our friends that was spilt on the road and the deadly serious faces of the marchers, the
understanding of the man with the bare chest and the slogan of the marchers. We are one!—there is hope, there is
hope for sure, there is more than hope!
I was bursting with rage. The words of the man with the bare chest—wouldn’t words like his be heard again in
the streets? I marched forward.
Still, on the road, the demonic arrows of the rain continued to fall.
208.1 My Forty Years On The Stage\fn{by Mei Lanfang (1894-1961)} Yangchow, Kiansu Province, China (M) 7
The first time I went on stage I was only eleven. It was the seventh day of the seventh lunar month in the year
1905 and I played the Weaving Maid in The Cowherd and the Weaving Maid,* a colorful opera with a fancy stage
setting for the double seventh festival. My teacher, Wu Ling-xian, put me on a chair to mount the magpie bridge
which was decorated with a good many magpies—actually lighted candles. I was very excited as I stood there
singing.
Three years later I was formally enrolled as a temporary member of the Xiliancheng Company. Although I now
belonged to the company I was paid little more than an apprentice, since at that time I was performing more or
less to gain theatrical experience. I received a very small sum every day, but to me it was quite satisfactory. I still
remember the first time I acted with the Xiliancheng and how I took home the meager sum I had received,
proffering it to my mother with both hands.
Both of us were very excited. To my mother it meant her son was now able to earn money for the family. I was
then only a child of fourteen. To me, it didn’t matter how big the sum was. At least I was able to bring something
home to her. This was a comforting thought for a child. But to my great sorrow she fell ill the following year. She
died in our humble little house on the 18th of the seventh month leaving me an orphan all on my own.
At that time I performed a daily matinee, mostly playing qing yi (respectable woman) roles. Sometimes I
played the lead, other times I was only one of the cast.\fn{ In Chinese opera, roles are classified according to the age and
personality of the characters. All female roles are known as dan, which is subdivided in to qing yi (the (quiet and gentle), and bua dan (the
vivacious or dissolute type), wu dan (women with martial skills), dao ma dan (sword and horse type, women skilled in fighting with
weapons) and lao dan (old women). All male roles are called sheng, which is subdivided into lao sheng (old man), siao sheng (young man)
and wu sheng (the warrior type)}

In those days, the distinction between the qing yi and the bua dan (vivacious young woman) was very clearcut. A person taking the bua dan role must give much attention to facial expression, movement and impromptu
humorous dialogue. Her costume also tends towards the bold, colorful and splendid.
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In the Chinese classical theater, the bua dan represents the lively, romantic woman. Her walk and gestures on
stage differ distinctly from that of the qing yi, but for her the need for a good voice and a high degree of perfection
in singing are not too strict.
The teachers of apprentices for the theater usually take constant and careful note of the natural talents of the
pupils and assign them to different roles accordingly. For instance, a pupil whose facial expression is stiff, who is
clumsy and heavy in build and whose eyes lack a lively look, will never be chosen to learn the bua dan role.
The main emphasis for the qing yi is on singing; the rest, such as expression and movements are of little
consequence. Qing yi players usually need only look cold and remote as the ice and frost. When they come on
stage they always adopt a sedate walk, with one hand on the stomach and the other hanging by one side. In their
sedate and steady walk no swaying is allowed. In the classical theater, the qing yi represented the serious obedient
character, the typically respectable female.
Women in the old society were usually under fairly heavy pressure. They had to carry themselves without
looking either left or right and never smile so boldly as to show the teeth. They were required to behave in a way
befitting a woman who “obeys her father before her marriage, her husband after marriage, and her son when her
husband is dead.” When such a character appears on stage the audience asks only that she sings well. No one
notices her facial expressions and gestures.
I followed the path of the family theatrical tradition established by my grandfather Mei Qiao-ling. He started
with kun qu\fn{Dramatic form, as opposed to role types:H } opera and then went on to learn the qing yi and bua dan roles
in Peking Opera. In his times he was considered to be very versatile to have learned so many different kinds of
roles. I started by learning the qing yi, then I gradually tried the various other female roles (the vivacious woman,
the ingénue and the serving maid) in kun qu. Later I studied the warrior maid and the lively maid in Peking Opera.
I acted in modern costume operas as well as period plays.
In other words after my début on the stage I learned several kinds of female roles.
Grandfather and I differed only in that I never attempted the comedies of the romantic maid while he never
tried the acrobatic feats of the warrior maid. The reason is simple enough. He was too heavily built for acrobatics,
while I felt that my temperament was not suited for the role of a witty woman who can jest and poke fun.
*
The Drunken Beauty and Beauty Defies Tyranny are both my favorite operas. The former is a difficult piece
which combines intricate singing and dancing. There are various dance movements like leaning backwards
holding the wine cup in the teeth and sliding slowly to the ground. This can only be done properly after much
training of the waist and the leg muscles. The part is therefore usually played by actors skilled in the performance
of women warriors.
The story of The Drunken Beauty is quite simple. Emperor Ming Huang of the Tang dynasty promises to come
to a feast at Hundred Flowers Pavilion with his favorite concubine Lady Yang (Yang Yuhuan). But he breaks his
word and goes instead to Lady Mei in the Western Palace. Lady Yang has to feast alone. Because she is unhappy,
she drinks heavily and talks and behaves in an intoxicated manner. Finally, bitter and sad, she is helped by her
maids to return to her palace late at night.
In this opera, she drinks three times, and her feelings are different each time. The artist must demonstrate these
three different stages. First, learning that the emperor has gone to the Western Palace, she feels lonely and
disappointed. But she is afraid that the attendants will laugh at her, so she pretends not to care and keeps a
dignified appearance. Then after drinking a bit, she thinks about the emperor and his other favorite, and is jealous.
Raising her cup she reveals her annoyance somewhat. Finally she has had too much to drink and can no longer
control herself. She smiles and imbibes recklessly until she becomes completely drunk.
One can see from the title of this piece that it mainly depicts a lady in her cups. However it should be
performed with discretion and not be over-exaggerated. The artist must keep in mind that here is a noble lady of
the court getting drunk and forgetting herself in her loneliness and grief, not a woman of loose conduct behaving
wildly after drinking. Only by interpreting it this way can one convey the spirit and produce a beautiful drama.
In 1935 during my visit to the Soviet Union a critic commented on my performance of The Drunken Beauty,
saying that I was depicting a noble lady getting drunk and there were three stages in my gestures and expressions.
First the lady decorously screens her face with her sleeve as she drinks, then she drinks openly, and lastly she
drinks with abandon.
This I think is a very penetrating observation. Another foreign critic said to me:
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“Actually when a person gets drunk, she becomes disorderly and sick, a disgusting, unseemly sight. But on the
stage one mustn’t show it that way, but should emphasize graceful movements and the harmony of singing and
dancing so that the audience gets a feeling of beauty.”
This is exactly so. We always say that on the stage one must convey a feeling of beauty; his words show that
he had the same idea.
I use The Drunken Beauty only as an example. An artist should study well the character and social position of
every character he plays, and analyze with care so that he may express the emotions correctly. He should also
study the good points of other artists, grasping the main things and absorbing the best. One must not mechanically
imitate good intonations or gestures while forgetting to adapt them in a flexible manner.
Of all the operas I have performed in, Beuty Defies Tyranny is one on which I have spent the most .effort.\fn{A
note reads: This opera tells the story of an evil minister Zhao Gao, who framed up against Kuang Hong, an upright minister and father-inlaw of his daughter, caused Kuang to be killed by the Qin emperor and was eager to present his daughter to the emperor. The daughter,
however, did not yield to pressure, but helped by a dumb maid, feigned madness and saved herself } The emotions of the daughter in

this opera are very hard to describe. There are two kinds of feelings which have to be portrayed on stage. One is
the character’s joy, anger or sorrow. When things go well, you are happy; when there is misfortune, you show
sadness. This is fairly simple.
The other type is conflicting, hidden emotions. This is more difficult. As soon as the daughter appears on the
scene, she recites these lines:
“The nightingale weeps on the bough, shedding sad tears in secret.”
These words show that she is suffering agonies in her heart. A sudden calamity has struck. Her home has been
broken and her husband has disappeared. Returning to her parents’ home, she has discovered that the fabricator of
the plot against her husband is her own father. Under these complex circumstances, the artist should convey her
internal conflict—intense suffering and the necessity to remain calm.
She now realizes how completely heartless her father is. He wants to give her away as a gift. And the emperor
is all-mighty—she can never escape his clutches if he becomes interested in her. How can a weak woman like her
defy him?
She has therefore to devise some clever means to extricate herself. Here I try to convey her effort to keep cool.
At this critical moment, she suddenly notices her maid-servant, a mute, indicating by gestures that she should
feign madness. Then I show how she forces herself to accept this plan, as a last desperate measure.
Why is it most important to depict these feelings?
We are feigning already when we act a part, and the character in this opera is, in addition, feigning madness.
We have to remember all the time that she is only pretending to be mad. She is not really insane, and this can only
be shown through her expressions. Since the one who suggests this plan to her happens to be a dumb servant who
has lost the power of speech, the daughter can only communicate with her by means of gestures and facial
expressions. So from the time she considers feigning madness, one has to show three kinds of feelings: genuine
feeling when she accepts the dumb maid-servant’s plan, pretended feeling and feigned madness towards her father
Zhao Gao, and conflicting feeling when she is pondering in doubt.
All these different emotions have to be portrayed within a very short time. The performing artist has to work
all this out himself.
The first thing to do is to forget that you are acting and make yourself one with the part. Only then can you
depict those feelings profoundly and meticulously.
Like all other arts, the Chinese classical opera has its own aesthetic basis. The Chinese classical opera is based
on singing and dance movements which must follow the cadence of the music to form a certain pattern. The
beautiful dance movements created by past artists are all based on gestures in real life, synthesized and
accentuated to become art.
And so the performing artist has this two-fold task: apart from acting his role according to the development of
the story, he must also remember that his job is to express himself through beautiful dance movements. If he fails
to do this, he cannot produce good art.
Whether the character in the play is truly mad or is just feigning madness, the artist must see to it that all the
movements on the stage are beautiful.
In this opera. the daughter is supposed to pull a few whiskers from Zhao Gao’s beard with her middle finger
and thumb, grimacing at the same time. This gives comic relief if done lightly. But it is not the least amusing if
over-emphasized. Whenever I perform this part, I always see to it that the audience laughs.
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The daughter feigns madness both at home and in the imperial court, but her gestures are quite different. In the
imperial court her gestures should be more effusive. This is to show her fearless spirit, that she holds them all in
contempt, even the emperor and his officials. It also suggests to the audience that the imperial court is a big place,
quite different from her own house. When she comes out, she first sings four lines:
With lowered head
I descend from the phoenix carriage.
I shall see
What the tyrant has to say.

At this moment she should look calm and ready to cope with the tense situation awaiting her. When she goes
up the steps, before paying homage to the emperor, she should pretend to dust her cap and gown like a man in a
dashing and swaggering manner. This arouses the audience’s interest.
When the emperor is berated by her, he grows angry, and orders his officers to cross their swords before her, to
threaten her with their arms. According to tradition, this is done by two soldiers. But I felt they were not enough,
so I made a change. I let four soldiers come up on all sides and besiege me with their swords. Then I shake my
sleeves at them and drive them back. In this way I felt the tension was further heightened. It showed the
daughter’s unbending courage more strongly and intensified the drama of the episode. .
After she leaves the imperial court and sees her dumb maid Again, she registers sadness and joy, as if she
cannot express her feelings fully. Even then I must not relax for one moment. Though the play is nearly over and I
am tired, I laugh three times, with a touch of sadness, and the drama concludes in A solemn and melancholy
mood.
A friend who has seen me playing the leading role in these two operas several times commented that I like to
keep changing my gestures and movements. Actually I do not do so purposely. As I perform a part, new
understanding of it makes me alter my gestures unconsciously. Of course you cannot change the main elements in
a drama. But you can always improve your technical skill by dint of hard study.
Maturity is attained slowly. You come to understand a part only after much practice. Unless you really
understand a character, even if you are taught how to act it, you cannot interpret it correctly. The technical skill of
a performing artist improves with the years; it cannot be forced. I admit that I have improved my art by constantly
revising my technique.
There is no limit to the perfection of an art. There is a well-known saying among professionals:
“The teacher gives you initial knowledge, but how far you go depends on yourself.”
This means that to achieve something in art, you must struggle hard and persevere. If you rely on your own
talent and do not work hard, or become conceited as soon as you achieve some slight success and do not welcome
criticism from all sides, it is certain you will never achieve much.
I have never felt satisfied with my performing technique. Take the opera Beauty Defies Tyranny for instance. I
have studied this part for dozens of years, and people seem to think that this is one piece I do fairly well. But even
now I keep discovering shortcomings. I remember, one day a few years ago when I was playing the part in
Shanghai, it happened that my voice was not too good that day, so my acting was also somewhat different. The
following day a friend made this criticism:
“I like this opera of his best of all and I have seen it many times. I am full of admiration for his wonderful
acting. However, in the performance yesterday, I think, he overacted a bit, and lost some of his usual balance and
poise. I hope he will pay attention to this, for over-exaggeration means bad art.”
I took these words very seriously. Because my voice was not good that day, in order to hide my weakness in
the part, I unconsciously overdid my gestures. I am very grateful that this friend pointed out my mistake, for I
have always believed in balance and poise in stage art, and in not accentuating certain characteristics. This was
what I have aimed at all these years. When I trespassed on my own rule, it was lucky that it was pointed out to me
in good time, so that I could correct myself. It has been most helpful to me in subsequent performances.\fn{ Part of
a writing published in 1951}
*
Some people cannot understand why I work so hard on the stage when I am already quite old.\fn{ Part of a writing
published in 1961} Do I have to work for my living or is it because I want to satisfy my private passion for acting?
No, neither of these is the answer. The main reason is that the audience has not lost their interest in me; they
are still urging me to advance, to do something new and better. They want me to bring out before a wide audience
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all the best I have learned in the past decades from the old masters so that the younger generation of artists can
make use of it.
I cannot fail them in their hope. Today many of the artistic achievements and technical improvements of past
artists are gradually being forgotten, while the new generation of artists has not yet reached maturity. At this
juncture, as a stage artist of the older generation I should work to the best of my ability and as much as I can. So
in 1959 I produced a new opera—Mu Guiying Takes Command.
Early in the eleventh century there was a famous general at the northern frontier named Yang Jiye who
performed many deeds of valor in the defense of the Song empire. His name is well remembered by the people
and there are many heroic tales about the Yang family generals in folk legends.
According to legend, Mu Guiying was the wife of Yang Jiye’s grandson. When she was young, she also won
many victories for the Song empire. During the wars against enemy aggression, Yang Jiye and most of his sons
perished, but still the family was not trusted by the emperor. Later, Mu Guiying and her husband, together with
her grandmother-in-law, retired to their home district.
This story Mu Gui-ying Takes Command occurred more than twenty years after her retirement. At that time the
Khitans again invaded the Song empire and a state of emergency was declared at the northern frontier. The Song
emperor ordered that a tournament be held on the parade ground. The man who was victorious would be chosen
as commander of the army. Mu Guiying’s son Yang Wen-guang and her daughter Yang Jin-hua took part in the
tournament. The son killed Wang Lun, the son of an evil minister Wang Qi-ang, and won the commander’s seal.
But since the son and his sister were too young, the emperor ordered that Mu Gui-ying, their mother, assume
command. When they took the seal home, Mu Gui-ying, remembering past grievances, was at first unwilling to
accept. After being persuaded by her grandmother-in-law, she decided to forget personal grievances and assume
command at the front in order to defend the country.
To me the role of Mu Gui-ying is not a new one. As early as forty years ago I acted in the opera Mu’s Village
Fortress which describes how Mu Gui-ying meets her husband in her youth. In that opera she is shown as being
intelligent, naïve, brave and patriotic and the role is played by a dao ma dan (woman warrior) actor.
Since I knew the character of Mu Gui-ying, the woman general, it might have been thought that I should find
little difficulty in the new opera Mu Gui-ying Takes Command. But this was not the case. In the past I played the
dao ma dan role and portrayed her as a young woman. In this new opera, however, Mu Gui-ying is a married
woman who has lived through many sad experiences and is in retirement, when she becomes the commander of
an army. She has to change from a passive role to an active one. Before assuming command, since she is growing
old and feels depressed, she should be a qing yi. It has been a new departure for me to depict two different types
within the same role.
The scene “Accepting the Command” is the climax of the drama. Here I have to show that Mu Gui-ying is
unwilling because the Song emperor treated her family badly. Then I have to depict how she decides to assume
command after all because she is a patriot. Such a dénouement is quite correct. But I felt the change was too
sudden from her initial unwillingness to her acceptance and immediate exultation at the sound of drums. There
seemed an emotional immaturity, something lacking in dramatic effect in this abrupt transition. It struck me that
when such a great responsibility falls on one who, after all, has not fought for more than twenty years, there must
be a certain mental conflict; some additions were necessary here.
So I decided to make bold use of traditional form of musical accompaniment: an intermixture of loud and
muted gonging, during which the heroine does not sing but simply shows by dance movements that she is
reflecting deeply.
This type of accompaniment is generally used in scenes just before a battle when generals are thinking out
their plan of campaign; the louder and lower sounds suggest their mental conflict. This device has seldom been
used apart from battle scenes, and certainly never for a qing yi.
When the miming begins, I spread my sleeves and march from one side to another with a bold stride rarely
used by the qing yi. I make fighting gestures, then go through the motion of looking at the mirror, suggesting that
Mu Gui-ying is old and a warrior no more. I then walk back, pointing at both sides to indicate that the troops have
diminished and the heroine has no able officers left.
Stirring music at this point symbolizes the heroine’s patriotism, but still she cannot make up her mind. Of
course, there is no solution to either of the two reasons for the hesitation. At last I give an exclamation and sing
the line:
“Have I no love for my country and my people that I will not fight for them?”
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Mu Gui-ying is urging herself to cease hesitating, and go out like a loyal soldier and fight the enemy. I add this
deliberation to give the audience a sense of the coming battle and help to build up to the climax.
Then, hands behind me, I turn my back on the audience. But when drums sound, I first retrace two steps,
march to the front of the stage and spread my sleeves. Wheeling around I show a feeling of assurance, as if Mu
Gui-ying has recaptured her youth, when she was invincible in battle. Then I walk towards the wings, turn round
and again stand still with my back to the audience. At this moment to heighten the atmosphere there is the sound
of horses whinnying. Then I hold the commander’s seal and sing: “Who else can assume command if I refuse?
Who can lead the troops if not I?” as I make a heroic exit.
Some of those who watched my performance commented that my pose when holding the commander’s seal
produced a strong sculptural effect. I attribute this partly to the fact that I have always taken an interest in the fine
arts. A few years ago when I performed in Luoyang, I visited the famous Longmen Grottoes where many
Buddhist images are cut into the hillside rock. Especially noteworthy are the great Buddhas at Feng Xian
Monastery, one of which measures more than a hundred feet in height. Each of its ears alone is larger than a man.
These exquisitely carved yet dignified sculptures are a rare sight. Last year when I performed in Taiyuan, I visited
the famous Jin Temple and saw the images of women attendants beside the Holy Mother made by Song dynasty
artists.
All these figures are holding something, some smiling, some frowning. They combine beauty with realism, yet
no two are alike. I lingered there enchanted for a long time, unable to tear myself away. Such art, constantly seen
and remembered, : helps an actor greatly by enriching his experience. Hence my bearing when holding the seal in
this opera was based unconsciously on those past impressions, though if you ask me which particular image I was
imitating, I would not be able to answer you, for I did not deliberately imitate any single gesture. We know that all
forms of art should absorb nourishment from various sources, but we must bear in mind the principle of taking
over the spirit and not merely copying the form. If we borrow in a mechanical or dogmatic manner, we cannot
create true art.
My experience has been that when you first learn to act you have few expressions and gestures at your finger
tips. Gradually you acquire more and more. But when you are really experienced you synthesize them down into a
few which are the most suitable. Only then can you become really skillful in your performances.
A person usually tends a bit towards hero-worship when watching the performance of a famous artist. It is easy
to hold his attention, and therefore easy to move him; the performance does not just drift over his head. On the
other hand, it is more difficult to recognize the merits of an artist who has not made his name although possessing
a good technique. When viewing a stage performance you should not ignore the lesser known artists, for this is
the opportunity to practice your artistic perception and judgment.
When I was young, each time I finished playing my part, I would watch the show from the wings. Sometimes I
saw some minor parts being played by actors who did not have a good appearance or a good voice, and the
audience paid them little attention. But backstage they were treated with great respect. I realized that these were
veteran artists who had good technique, but frankly speaking, at first I could not see why they were considered
good. Only after watching and listening carefully over a long period did I come to understand that such artists
knew a great deal, were very meticulous in their art and really surpassed the others in many ways. .
For instance, when actors A, B and C play secondary roles in an opera you may not see what outstanding
talents they have. But if one day the actor B should die, and someone else takes his place, you realize immediately
that B has certain talents which his substitute does not possess. Through such actual experience you learn to
improve your artistic perception.
Apart from learning from actors playing your kind of roles, you also should study the art of actors playing
other roles in order to broaden your outlook. Watching a new type of Chinese drama or a foreign drama is also a
good way to train your artistic perception. It is difficult to appreciate the good things in a drama which is entirely
new to you, but if you study it patiently, you can gradually recognize its good points and shortcomings. You
should tell the experts in that form of drama what you think are good or bad whenever there is an opportunity, so
that you may learn their reactions to your amateurish views. When you can criticize correctly a new form of art, it
means that you have improved your artistic perception and judgment.
You should do this patiently and consistently, not just when the mood suits you. Otherwise, you lose
opportunities to improve your art. Let me mention one example: I remember once I went to a local opera I had
never seen before. My first impression was that the singing and dialogue were ridiculous and the music jarring. I
wanted to get up and walk out. Then I reminded myself to be patient and not forget my profession and purpose in
seeing this drama. I forced myself to study it.
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Suddenly I found I could understand some of its good points. My eyes and my ears became more receptive.
After studying such operas several times, I not only could understand them, but learned to enjoy the performance
of some of the actors. In the dozens of years of my stage career, I have always tried to learn new things although
sometimes I lost patience and became subjective. If I had not reminded myself in time, I would have lost some
good opportunities.
It is entirely up to yourself whether or not you improve your perception and judgment. This is so not only
when studying performances on stage; it is even more applicable when studying with a teacher. The teacher gives
our basic training. In the beginning, Naturally we have no artistic perception or judgment; we can only imitate his
every sound, every gesture. After we reach a certain level, we have to concentrate on the teacher’s special
technique.
For example, at the time I studied the kun qu opera The Peony Pavilion under veteran kun qu artist Jiao Huijan, Jiao had already long since given up the stage. My impression of him was that of a wizened old man. But
when be started demonstrating gestures, I felt that the aged man wearing an old fur coat had ceased to exist. I
could only see the exquisite movements of the heroine in the play. I thought then, if someone ignorant of the art
was watching, he would think it was extremely funny.
Another veteran artist Chen De-lin also taught me the same role, and he also gave me the same impression.
Their performance without make-up were just as enthralling as their performances on stage. This is real art. When
you are with such veteran artists, apart from learning the many fine movements they teach, there is also a great
deal they cannot put into words which you discover just by watching closely.
When you develop perception, not only can you emulate your teachers—you discover things worth noticing
everywhere. For instance, you observe the expressions of a man sitting leisurely, those of a person who has lost
his child on the road, the way a good calligraphist holds his pen, the adept movements of a woman washing
clothes, and so on. All unusual expressions or highly rhythmic movements can be grasped by a person with a
sharp sense of perception, then translated into art and adapted for the stage.
When an actor tries to depict a certain character in a drama, apart from learning from past literature and the
accumulated experience of famous artists of the past, he has to absorb new material from life to enrich that
character and give new life to traditional art. If he is unable to differentiate the good from the bad, the beautiful
from the ugly, the things he absorbs from life will be unsuitable, or even bad.
Sometimes the artist intends to absorb useful material from life, but because he cannot differentiate the good
from the bad, the beautiful from the ugly, and has not studied properly the experience of past artists, or having
studied cannot grasp this experience thoroughly and treat it seriously enough, then he does not know what things
can be adapted to the stage and what cannot.
Take for instance the character of the Monkey King. When played by a good actor, the audience feels that he is
a hero, a god; on stage he looks splendid. His make-up and movements convey his heroic spirit, while at the same
time he displays the characteristic agility of the monkey. That is how the character should be depicted.
However, some actors playing this role do not convey the same feeling. They try hard to imitate a real monkey,
bringing to the stage a lot of unbecoming gestures. Such an indiscriminate adherence to nature is a very bad
tendency.
Of course, an artist should be inventive in his stage art, but this originality must come through study. If he has
not studied widely, if he has not properly digested past experiences, he will not be able to find the right means of
expression. He will only be able to invent things out of his head. This not only hampers the development of his
art, it may even lead him astray.\fn{From a writing printed in 1956}
208.109 Excerpt from Behind China’s “Great Cultural Revolution”\fn{by Peng Shu-tse (1894-after 1967)} Hunan
Province, China (M) 6
The recent events in China,\fn{This article was first printed in 1966} such as the dismissal of Peng Chen from his key
party post,\fn{It was disclosed June 3, 1966, that Peng Chen, who had been missing from public activities since March 29, 1966, had
been removed as first secretary or the Peking municipal Communist party, a post which he had held since 1955. Peng had also been mayor
of Peking since 1951. He was a long-standing member of the Politburo, a secretary of the CCP’s Central Committee and was generally
regarded as the fifth most powerful figure in China and a possible successor to Chairman Mao Tse-tung } are the result of a struggle
inside the Chinese Communist Party\fn{CCP} that began almost a decade ago. In order to understand what is

happening now we must take into account the whole evolution of the struggle and the opposition led by Teng
To.\fn{Teng To, branded the “leader of the antiparty, antisocialist gang of conspirators” in the current purge, was one of China’s leading
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journalists and a key political figure. He was director and former editor-in-chief of the People’s Daily, the principal party newspaper, and
editor of Frontline (Qianxian) the bimonthly theoretical organ of the Peking municipal Communist party, until it recently suspended
publication. He was a secretary of the Peking municipal Communist party—the immediate subordinate to Peng Chen—and only last year
became an alternate member of the Party’s North China Bureau (North China Section of the Party’s national Central Committee). He was
also president of the Chinese-Soviet Friendship Association}

We should start from around 1957 when Mao Tse-tung initiated the “Let a Hundred Flowers Blossom” and
“Let a Hundred Schools of Thought Contend” movement inviting the intellectuals and the people as a whole to
speak their mind, to criticize the “three harms” within the CCP—“bureaucratism, commanderism and
subjectivism”—and to help in “rectifying” and reforming the Party. Within a very short time this movement
became very large with many deep-going criticisms of the leadership being brought into the open.
Much of the important criticism was published in such papers as the People’s Daily (Jenmin Jih Pao), the
official organ of the party. Teng To, editor-in-chief at the time, encouraged criticism from the people and even
wrote some articles of sharp criticism himself.
At the high tide of the “blossom and contend” movement . (April to June 1957), facts about the arbitrariness
and special privileges enjoyed by the CCP bureaucracy poured in from all corners, especially from young students
and revolutionary intellectuals. Members of the CCP itself and its youth organization also responded.\fn{ During the
rise of the “blossom and contend” movement, Liu Shao-chi, Chief of State, the second leader of the CCP, openly admitted: “There is
serious bureaucracy … mass criticism is spreading to every corner of China, including factories, farms, schools and other organizations.
The target of criticism is the leadership.” (Speech at the reception party given to representatives of the LSSP of Ceylon visiting China.
People’s Daily, May 19, 1957.)} By June the movement had developed to such an extent that it seemed that the

Hungarian Revolution of 1956 might be transplanted to Chinese soil. (There was a rebellion, for example, by
more than 3,000 students in a high middle school—the equivalent of high school in the U.S.—in Han Yang near
Hankow.)
The leadership became frightened at such a possibility and immediately discontinued the movement—in the
middle of June—and vigorously counterattacked all its criticizers. The left revolutionary elements were ruthlessly
suppressed under the blanket charge of being “rightists.” Thousands upon thousands were forced to recant, were
suspended from their posts, placed under surveillance and even arrested and sent to labor camps. Many Party and
youth organization members, besides suffering expulsion, were fired from their jobs, dismissed from school,
placed under surveillance or arrested, etc. Teng To was removed from editorship of the People’s Daily. The
opposition was accused of being headed by rightist elements, representatives of the bourgeoisie and large
landlords, etc., the charges being similar to those leveled by the CCP at the present time against victims of the
purge.
However, close examination of some of the facts that have slowly sifted out since, shows that this accusation
does not seem to have been justified in many cases. For example, in Red Flag (Hung Chi or Hungqi), the
ideological journal of the CCP’s Central Committee, it was reported: Teng To “vigorously supported the rightists
attacking the Party. The extreme rightist Lin Hsi Ling was his most intimate friend.”\fn{ Red Flag, seventh issue of
1966, “A Criticism of the Bourgeois Position Taken by the Frontline and the Peking Daily.”} But if anything, Lin Hsi Ling, a
student movement leader and member of the CCP youth organization, reflected in her writings the revolutionary
tendency of this movement. Lin Hsi Ling, who was purged in 1957, had written that “the present upper strata of
China does not correspond with the property system of common ownership” because “the Party and state
apparatus has become a set of bureaucratic organs ruling people without democracy.” Therefore, she proclaimed
“not reform but a thoroughgoing change.”\fn{Tai Haung, another example, was a reporter for Hsinhua and a member of the CCP.
He proposed to build a new party and “to realize democracy, freedom and the eradication of a privileged class.” }\fn{Hsinhua was (and is)
the official news agency—like the Associated Press, or Reuters—of the People’s Republic of China. It also prints its own newspaper and
operates an on-line service:H (12/14/2010)}

The statement in Red Flag about Lin Hsi Ling also sheds light upon the political thinking of Teng To. Since
she was identified as being so close to Teng To, one can probably surmise that their political positions were not
much different. Also in speaking of Teng To, she said that he was not an orthodox Marxist. In other words, Teng
To did not agree with everything the infallible Mao Tse-tung said, or rather, Teng To was not a Maoist
Marxist.\fn{An example of what is meant by orthodox Marxism in China is to be found in the June 10, 1966, issue of the Peking Review
(p.4) which quotes an editorial carried by the People’s Daily, June 4, 1966. “No one who dares to oppose Chairman Mao, to oppose Mao
Tse-tung’s thought, to oppose the Central Committee of the Party, the dictatorship of the proletariat and the socialist system can escape
denunciation by the whole Party and the whole nation, whoever he may be, whatever high position he may hold and however much of a
veteran he may be. The only possible result is the total loss of his standing and reputation.” }

*
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In 1958 after the crushing of the “blossom and contend” movement, the CCP adopted an adventuristic policy
in order to rationalize its forceful suppression of the so-called rightist opposition. Around May the Central
Committee of the CCP .adopted the slogan, “A Big Leap Forward.” Under this slogan a program was initiated to
make steel in small backyard furnaces. Around 100 million people were mobilized to carry out this program.
Almost all students as well as professors, workers, peasants and even housewives had to make steel. This program
lasted about one year—June 1958 to July 1959.
A little later, in August 1958, Mao gave the order that every peasant must enter the People’s Communes as fast
as possible. Three months later 99 percent of the peasants were in the People’s Communes. The CCP ordered the
privately owned land, stored grain, animals, etc., to be turned over to the communes; all peasants were to eat in
the commune’s kitchens; the children must attend the commune’s nurseries, etc. This policy was designed to
communalize all the peasants within a five-year period.
The peasants were given no choice in the matter. They were forced to join and to give up all their holdings to
the commune. This resulted in wide dissatisfaction among the peasants. At least one-half of the peasants—there
were approximately 500 million at the time—were against such measures and opposed the communes actively by
committing acts of sabotage, such as killing their animals, cutting down fruit trees or destroying crops. This
precipitated a tremendous scarcity of non-staple foods, and the situation became very serious in the summer of
1959.
At the same time the failure of the backyard steel-making program became clear—three million tons of steel
had been made, but little of it met minimum standards in quality.
*
The bankruptcy of these two policies which had been bureaucratically imposed by Mao and the top leadership
of the CCP became quite evident to everyone, and mounting dissatisfaction was very apparent among the masses.
They referred to Mao and his policies as “petty bourgeois fanaticism.”
This dissatisfaction made inroads into the cadres of the CCP. Many top leaders in the Central Committee, the
army and government administration were also in sympathy with the masses. Among the leaders voicing
dissatisfaction was Peng Teh Huai, Minister of Defense.\fn{ Peng Teh Huai was a sergeant-major in the army of the
Kuomintang. At the end of 1927 he led his troops over to join Mao Tse-tung. He was Commander in Chief of the Chinese forces in the
Korean War after which he became Minister of Defense in 1958 } As early as the spring of 1959 he criticized the policies of

the party; i.e., he criticized Mao Tse-tung.
This precipitated a crisis inside the Party. The Central Committee along with Mao called a plenum in August
1959 to deal with it. This meeting became known as the Lushan Conference.
At the plenum a serious dispute took place among the top leaders. Although the actual proceedings have never
been released, two important measures were adopted: (1) Peng Teh Huai was relieved of his position along with
Wuang Keh Cheng, Chief of Staff of the army, and many other members of the Central Committee also
disappeared.\fn{Peng Teh Huai disappeared from public view and has not been seen since. His name, however, still appears on the list
of the Politburo, but this is only a formality, since only a Party Congress has the power to remove someone from the Politburo and the CCP
hasn’t held a Congress since 1958} (2) A resolution was passed which made certain concessions to the peasants; i.e., the
People’s Communes would be reorganized.\fn{For informationon the reorganization of the communes, see Peking Review,
September 1, 1959}

*
A short while after the plenum, Teng To formed a small group. His closest collaborator in the group was Wu
Han, a leading historian and Vice-Mayor of the municipal government. In June 1959, before the plenum, he had
written an article called “Hai Jui Scolds the Emperor.” Hai Jui was governor of Nanking under the Ming dynasty.
(Peking was the capital.) The emperor was a bad one, unjust to the people, so Hai Jui sent him a letter criticizing
him. Wu Han used this historical analogy to describe the present situation; i.e., “Peng Teh Huai Scolds Mao Tsetung.”
After the plenum Wu Han wrote a drama called “Hai Jui Dismissed from Office.” When Hai Jui was governor
he carried out a few token reforms. One of these was a small land reform in which he took some unjustly acquired
land from the big landowners and returned it to the small peasants from whom it had been taken. The big
landowners became furious and complained bitterly to the emperor who promptly dismissed Hai Jui from his
governorship. The people were very angered at this turn of events. Hai Jui was very popular, becoming known as
the honest official. Here too, Wu Han utilized the historical analogy to describe and criticize the present situation;
i.e., “Peng Teh Huai Dismissed from Office.”
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The drama was openly published in January 1961 in the Peking daily papers, and afterwards it was performed
on the stage in Peking. It received an exceptionally enthusiastic reception from the people and many critics gave it
high praise.
The third closest collaborator in the secret group organized by Teng To was Liao Mo-sha, head of the United
Front Work Department in the Peking Municipal CP.\fn{ Communist Party:H} He along with Wu Han and Teng To—
1961 to the end of 1962—wrote many articles which appeared in the Peking Daily (Beijing Ribao), Peking Daily
Evening (Beijing Wanbao), and Frontline.
The Peking Daily and the Peking Daily Evening, the daily newspapers of the Peking Municipal CP, were also
controlled by Teng To. Since he was the Secretary of the Secretariat in the Peking Municipal CP, he had the power
to control and direct all the cultural institutions of the city, including the newspapers.
Some of these articles were published under the titles, “Notes from Three-Family Village” and “Evening Talks
at Yenshan.” Later they were published in book form under the same titles. The authors used old fables, parables,
historical analogies, satire, etc., in their articles to criticize the leadership, its program and the situation at the
time. Teng To, for example, wrote an article which included a poem that was supposed to have been written by a
small boy:
The Heaven is my Father,
The Earth is my Mother,
The Sun is my Nurse,
The East Wind is my Benefactor,
The West Wind is my Enemy.

Teng To criticized the poem saying that it was only hot air—“great empty talk.” This was an indirect criticism
of Mao’s famous slogan:
The East wind prevails over the West wind.

Teng To wrote in one article:
“The wisdom of man is not unlimited. If anyone should want to know everything and possess unlimited
wisdom, he would be a fool. People who think of themselves as being omniscient, despise the masses” and
“attempt to win victory by devious means. Such people, if they do not correct their faults, will be defeated in the
end.”
The passage refers to Mao; i.e., Mao is foolish for acting as though he were infallible and using bureaucratic
means to maintain his power, because in the end he is going to be defeated if he doesn’t change. In another article
entitled “Special Treatment for ‘Amnesia,’” he accused the leadership of suffering from “amnesia,” because they
“quickly forget what they have seen and said … go back on their own word, fail to keep faith …” He then
prescribes that the leadership should “say less and take a rest when time comes for talking.”
“Speak Big Words” was the title of another article in which he says that big words are not always useful and
can even be damaging. In the essay, “The Theory of Treasuring Labor Power,” he accuses the leadership of
wasting the people’s time and labor power—“we should … take care to do more in every way to treasure our
labor power.” Both of these were indirect references to the “Big Leap Forward,” i.e., the program has been a
failure and even harmful and wasteful.
Teng To wrote another article entitled “Cheng Pang-chao and His Style” in which he quoted this famous artist,
who said that one must become a master and not a servant. In other words, the people must control the leaders of
the revolution and not just become the servants or slaves of the Maoist bureaucracy.\fn{ See the Daily Light
(Kwangming Jih Pao) November 21, 1963. For more on the writings of Teng To and his criticisms (in English) see: Peking Review, May 27,
1966 (No. 22) “On ‘Three-Family Village’” by Yao Wen-yuan. This article was one of the main attacks directed against the opposition,
published May 10, 1966, in Sqanghai’s Liberation Daily. An article written by the same author, Yao Wen-yuan, an editor of Liberation
Army Daily (see footnote No. 18), published in November 1965, which attacked Wu Han and his drama, was criticized by Teng To—‘Yao
Wen-yuan’s article is not completely right and Wu Han’s not completely wrong.” (People’s Daily, May 12, 1966)}

There were around 150 such articles written by Teng To and the group around him, all of which were indirect
criticisms of the policies handed down by Mao and the top leadership.
These articles also reflected criticisms coming from the masses. In 1961-1962 the economic situation in China
had become serious: food was scarce and during the summer of 1962 alone more than 100,000 persons fled to
Hong Kong.
*
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At the end of 1962 the economic situation started to improve to a certain degree, so the leadership—feeling
more secure—aadopted stronger measures to better control the peasants. Measures were also taken in order to
control the intellectuals and students—many were sent to the countryside to work and be “re-educated.”
In face of the more and more aggressive policy of the CCP leadership, which included blocking publication of
their articles, Teng To and his group started to retreat.
In November 1965, in an article published in the Wen Huai Daily and then in the People’s Daily and many
other papers, the CCP for the first time openly criticized Wu Han’s drama “Hai Jui Dismissed from Office.” After
that the campaign against Wu Han’s “Hai Jui Dismissed” spread throughout the country. Every day the People’s
Daily, and especially the Liberation Army Daily (Jiefangjun Pao) plus many other papers all over China carried
articles criticizing Wu Han.
Between November 1965 and April 1966, however, there were a few writers mainly in Peking and Shanghai
who wrote articles defending him. Wu Han also wrote an article—while admitting he had made some mistakes in
the drama—defending himself and his work.
*
However, since April the situation has changed radically in many ways: (1) Up to then Wu Han was said to
have only made some mistakes and to be revisionist in his thinking. Now he is accused of being antisocialist,
antiparty and even counterrevolutionary—supporting the bourgeoisie and trying to restore capitalism.\fn{ Red Flag
“asked why they [the Peking papers] had never mentioned that Professor Wu “is willing to be a slave of the U.S. and is guilty of scheming
and planning for the reactionary Kuomintang (Chinese Nationalist) clique?” Red Flag as quoted by the New York 7!mes, May 17, 1966. “A
revolution was under way which was ‘sweeping away the representatives of the bourgeoisie who have wormed their way into the party,
monsters of all kinds and all various forms of decadent bourgeois and feudal ideology.’” Red Flag quoted in the International Edition of the
New York Times, June 13, 1966. “The representatives of the bourgeoisie, infiltrated into the party, seem to be a colossus, but in fact, like all
reactionaries they are nothing more than paper tigers.” Red Flag quoted in Le Monde, June 14, 1966} (2) The papers stopped

publishing articles by Wu Han and his supporters. (3) More and more people came under attack and Teng To was
made the central target. As a result, parts of “Notes from Three-Family Village” and “Evening Talks at Yenshan”
were published in the People’s Daily with commentary as proof of his counterrevolutionary objectives.\fn{ See
People’s Daily, May 9 and May 11, 1966} (4) The newspapers and the journals edited and controlled by Teng To and his
group came under attack from such publications as the Peking Daily, Peking Daily Evening (or Peking Evening
News), Frontline and, beginning in May, Peking Literature and Art (Beijing Wenyi), Kweichow Daily and the
Yunnan Daily. (5) High party officials like Peng Chen, the Mayor of Peking, became targets.
*
Since the beginning of the Sino-Soviet dispute, around 1960, the CCP has not only criticized the revisionism of
Khrushchev, but also his repudiation of Stalinism at the 20 th Congress of the CPSU.\fn{ Communist Party of the Soviet
Union} Since then they have carried on a systematic campaign to establish a worldwide cult of Mao Tse-tung
similar to that of Stalin’s.
Since November 1965 this campaign has been greatly stepped up. For example, the People’s Daily, a six-page
paper, now devotes an average of four pages daily to this task. Each day a slogan such as: “One must study the
thinking of Mao Tse-tung and raise higher the red banner of Mao’s thought,” “The people must study Mao’s
books, hear his words and work according to his instructions” or “Mao’s thought is the beacon of revolution for
the world's people” appears on the front page.
In other words, Mao’s thought has become a panacea and his writings a bible. A typical example of the articles
is one in the May 16, 1966, issue. A musical concert that took place in Shanghai is reported. In conjunction an
article describes how Mao’s thought influenced the concert.\fn{ For the English version of this article see: Peking Review,
May 27, 1966 (No. 22), p. 18}
A similar article was sent in by a cook. After a satisfied customer a.sked him how he cooked so well, he sat
down and. wrote an article explaining the secret of his success—he used Mao’s method.
In the University of Peking an English teacher told his class that in order to learn English, they must use Mao’s
method. (Mao knows no foreign language except a few words of English.)
Such stories are not the exception but the rule.\fn{ For information on how Mao Tse-tung’s teaching “On Contradiction” can
lead tohigher sales of watermelons, see Hsinhua, May 19, 1966}
The attempt to establish the cult of Mao is connected with the present purge. Because of Mao’s many mistakes,
his standing is low among the intellectuals. It is understandable why they are opposed to deifying him. They favor
an intelligent and fruitful discussion of the problems which continue to haunt China and her development. The
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increasing difficulties and failures of Mao’s foreign policy have also undoubtedly played a great role in the
present purge if nothing more than in its timing and fierceness.
The disastrous role of Moscow’s opportunism is undeniable. However, the extremely sectarian position taken
by Peking in rejecting a united front against U.S. imperialism—especially in regard to the Vietnam War—has not
only weakened the struggle against imperialism, but has heightened the danger of an attack on China herself and
increased the possjbilities of a nuclear war.
This sectarian position has also led to the increasjng isolation of China in the socialist world. Many of the
workers’ states that leaned towards China at the beginning of the dispute, such as Korea and Vietnam, are now
leaning more toward Moscow. Also the defeats suffered by the colonial revolution and the failure of Chinese
diplomacy in the “third world” have led to increased isolation for China and to the demoralization of Peking’s
followers all over the world.
The crushing of the Communist party in Indonesia\fn{ The PKI; this was the largest Communist Party in the capitalist
world. It had a membership of 3,000,000 and more than 10,000,000 sympathizers. To date between 250,000 and 500,000 have been
slaughtered} with hardly a fight, stands out as one of the greatest defeats and tragedies for China. D.N. Aidit, whose

policies were almost identical to those followed by the Khrushchevists, spoke many times in China; his books
were translated into Chinese and he was highly praised by the leadership of the CCP who held up the PKI as a
model Communist Party, and one to be emulated by the other Communist Parties in the world. In other words, the
responsibility for the tragedy of the PKI and the Aidit leadership falls directly on the CCP, and especially on Mao.
Because of such events, the people and especially the intellectuals placed an even bigger question mark over
Mao’s leadership. The intellectuals, such as Teng To and his group, who were already voicing doubts, base their
opposition around three main points: (1) They are against the bureaucracy and its arbitrariness and want more
freedom of thought, criticism, etc. In other words, they want a program such as the “blossom and contend”
movement to be the norm. (2) They are against the adventurism of the CCP with its programs like the “Big Leap
Forward” and its wasting of the people’s labor in such things as the backyard steel-making [and] forced
collectivization of the peasants into the People’s Communes which they claim has not been successful but has
even been damaging. (3) They oppose the idea that Mao is omniscient and infallible, and they are against making
a cult of his personality.
From Mao’s point of view the opposition of the intellectuals to his regime is intolerable and must be ended.
The present situation reminds Mao and the leadership too much of the Hungarian Revolution (1956) as can be
seen from their references to the “literary men of the Petöfi Club who acted as the shock brigade in the Hungarian
events. The turbulent wind precedes the mountain storm.”\fn{ Quoted from the People’s Daily in the Peking Review (June 10,
1966, No. 24, p. 9, in “A Great Revolution that Touches the People to Their Very souls.” }
*
But Mao does not even want the wind to blow let alone allow it to get turbulent. He has not only attacked those
intellectuals and party leaders who looked upon the gentle breeze as a breath of fresh air but even those who only
tolerated it.
At the beginning of May, the leadership of the CCP raised the general slogans: “Big Leap Forward in the
Ideological Field” and “The Great Revolution of Socialist Culture” in order to eliminate the “poisonous weeds” of
the “bourgeoisie” and “feudalists,” i.e., to eliminate all differing tendencies and elements. However, in order to
carry out the purge, Mao has mainly utilized the army, because even the Party cannot be trusted to any great
extent as the Peking municipal Party so well demonstrates.
In March 1966 Lin Piao, Minister of Defense,\fn{ Lin Piao, Minister of Defense, and Teng Sha-peng, General Secretary of
the Party, seem to be much closer to Mao now because of their positions and their importance in carrying out the purge. They are probably
the two most likely figures right now in the line of succession to Mao as party chairman } gave instructions to the army that it

must take a strong position against the “antiparty and antisocialist” tendency. The army cadres were mobilized for
the campaign, and since then, the most vicious articles attacking the opposition have come from the Liberation
Army Daily (Jiefangjun Pao)\fn{Liberation Army Daily (Jiefangjun Pao or Chiefang Chun Pao), the official army newspaper, is the
chief organ used in attacking the opposition. The Daily Light (Kwangming Jih Pao), a newspaper for intellectuals, the People’s Daily
(Jenmin Jih Pao), the principal party newspaper, and The Red Flag (Hung Chi or Hongqi), the ideological journal of the Party’s Central
Committee, are among other that have followed close behind } which has already gone so far as to suggest the physical

elimination of the opposition.
The campaign has been carried on to create an atmosphere of terror in order to stifle criticism from the
intellectuals and to assure maintenance of control over the masses who feel likewise. They publish continual
reminders of what happened to those who dared criticize the Party during the “blossom and contend” movement.
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“Your fate cannot be better than that of your forerunners and brothers-in-crime!”
“Your days are numbered.”
Nor is this intimidation directed only against the intellectuals in Peking or the upper echelons. It involves
intellectuals in every field along with officials and cadres in the party and government at all levels and all over
China. (It is also safe to assume that each of the prominent figures who have been attacked represents a larger
group.\fn{Peng mentioned two other well-known figures who have been denounced whom I failed to include in the above text. One is
the very famous playwright Tien Han, Chairman of the National Association of Drama. He also wrote a drama like Wu Han’s which came
under fire last February. The second is the famous historian Chien Po-tsan who has been a professor in many of the universities in Shanghai
and head of the history department at Peking University. Others not mentioned in the above article who have been denounced or purged
include: Chou Hsingfang, a famous actor and head of the Shanghai Opera company; Lu Ping, Secretary of the Peking University party
committee, and his Deputy Secretary, Peng Pei-Yung (or Peng Pei-yun); Sung Shi, a member of the Peking University party committee; Li
Chi, a director in the Party’s Peking municipal branch; Hsia Yen, noted playwright who was Vice-Minister of Culture from 1954 to last
year; Wang Hsiao-chuan, the Kweichow provincial party committee’s propaganda chief and editor of the Kweichow Daily; Li Meng-wei,
editor of the Yunnan Daily in Yunnan Province; Fan Chin a woman who is director of the Peking Daily and Vice-Chairman of the All-China
Journalists’ Association} From all appearances, however, they seem to be very loosely and poorly organized.) While at

flrst, there may only be slanderous attacks in the press plus removal from posts, it is most likely that arrests with
long prison terms will follow or possibly worse in some cases.
The fierce action taken by the party against those who dared to question Mao’s infallibility and criticize the
policies of the party leadership, set the stage in which Kuo Mo-jo, China’s most noted scholar, made his speech of
self-criticism in order to protect himself from the onslaught.\fn{ The speech was made April 14, 1966, to the Standing
Committee of the National People’s Congress of which he is a Vice-Chairman. (See Hsinhua, May 7, 1966). Kuo Mo-jo was born in 1892
in the province of Szechwan. He joined the CCP in 1927. After the defeat of the revolution of 1925-27, he left the Party and fled to Japan,
where he spent the next ten years in exile writing several histories. During the war against Japan (1937-45) he played a role in organizing
the Chinese people to struggle against the occupation forces. It was during this time that he wrote By the Moonlight and The Wave (1941
and 1942). He has also translated many works into Chinese, notably War and Peace by Tolstoy and Faust by Goethe. In 1959 he was given
the Stalin Peace Prize. He rejoined the CCP only about three or four years ago. However, he holds many important positions in China. He is
President of the Chinese Academy of Sciences, Chairman of the All-China Federation of Literary and Art Workers, Chairman of the China
Peace Committee and holds more than twenty other official positions }

The purge of the opposition, represented by Teng To and Wu Han, reflects a serious contradiction inside the
CCP—a contradiction which developed from the suppression of the “blossom and contend” movement. By
suppressing progressive intellectuals and others, Mao may be able for the time being to silence the oppositional
mood but he cannot suppress the objective conditions which gave rise to it in the first place. And in the future it
will undoubtedly again challenge the bureaucracy. As Teng To put it,
“People who think of themselves as being omniscient, despise the masses” and “attempt to win victory by
devious means. Such people … will be defeated in the end.”
The victory, however, will not be scored by reaction or by the procapitalists who are undoubtedly to be found
in the administration, and in very high posts at that. The victory will be won by those seeking proletarian
democracy based on the conquests of the revolution. That victory will reinforce those conquests and assure China
a genuine big leap forward, not only at home but internationally.
256.179 Excerpt from Five Lectures On Chinese Poetry: “The Poet”\fn{by Lu Zhiwe aka C. W. Luh (1894-1970)}
Wuxing, Zhejiang Province, China (M) 10
We have a kind of poetry sketch-book which usually goes by the name of Shi Hua (Shih Hua), the lore of
poetry, or poetry gossip. This lecture may easily be taken as a chapter from that sort of tittle-tattle.
Many times in these lectures we have referred to the names Tao Qian (T’ao Ch’ien), Li Bai (Li Pai) and Du Fu
(Tu Fu). The light of these men will shine forever, as we Chinese often flatter ourselves. I have introduced you to
at least one king who was a master word painter, but who lost his kingdom and died ignominiously. The poor man
was born a king, much against his own inclination. I could have cited the names of scores of emperors and
empresses who dabbled in poetry. In fact, most of our royal potentates could not resist the infectious disease of
versification, excepting of course the perfectly innocuous and the imbecile. Even Liu Bang (Liu Pang), the first
emperor of the Han Dynasty, who began his career as a sheriff in a little town, has been credited with twenty-three
syllables of good poetry.
A great wind rises; the clouds are scattered.
Lord within all the seas, I return to my home land.
Where are my warriors to guard the four frontiers?
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The emperor had then killed off all the good fighters who rose with him from the ranks, and had begun to have
trouble with the nomadic Huns of the northern desert.
To speak of more recent times, Emperor Qian Long (Ch’n Lung) of the late Qing (Ch’ng) Dynasty is a notorious
example of an imperial poet. He ruled for sixty years until about the end of the eighteenth century. Being
somewhat versatile in versification and calligraphy, he behaved like a patron of the arts, yet was at the same time
as vain as a rich man’s only child. Surely no other emperor ever wrote a tenth of his stuff with a twentieth of his
abominable taste. What a fool this Son of Heaven made of himself! He ruined a whole collection of Song and
Ming paintings by smearing them all over with his own doggerel verses, which compare rather favorably with
your Mother Goose in dignity, but sadly lack the humor and the rhythm. Everywhere you go in northern or middle
China, you find monuments and frescoes inscribed with his code verse in his own handwriting. And he wrote a
hand that smells of wine and pork. So the emperor is everywhere. No Buddhist temple of any legend or prestige
escapes the pestilence. Power and poetry—the two should never have appeared together on the comic stage.
And have you heard of the poetry of the late Empress Dowager? Can you imagine a vain, treacherous, sensual
woman like her, writing poetry? Well, she did. All one can say about her poetry is that her handwriting is really
pretty good for a woman. Realizing her limitations more keenly than Qian Long, she never made a fuss about her
scholarly achievements.
I mention these royal celebrities merely to remind you that with us versification is an everyday social
accomplishment. It reaches out in all directions, like the tentacles of an octopus, the roots of a banyan tree, the
germs of a devastating disease. It takes time and machinery to find the two grains of wheat in a whole bushel of
chaff; but once they are located, they may germinate and yield a thousandfold.
Then we have poetry. The essential point is not that the emperors and empresses themselves took to
versification. Wipe away all the contributions by royalty and one misses only the score or so of poems left us by
Li Hou Zhu (Li Hou Chu) and possibly some of the Musical Academy songs of the brief Liang Dynasty. It is the
influence of royal patronage I am emphasizing, a patronage which not only enhanced the prestige of the common
versifier and provided for leisure, but also measured out the very rice and thin wine most of our poets had to live
on.
Some of you must have been wondering why the poets we have become acquainted with in these lectures
were practically all servants of the state, or court parasites of some sort. Tao Qian served as the magistrate of
Peng Ze (P’eng Tse), then a small district. For that, his salary was five pecks of rice, and failing that, “hunger
comes and drives me along”. When government donations became irregular, one of Du Fu’s children actually
died of starvation while he himself gathered fuel and lived on acorns together with the monkeys. Li Bai’s
official title was Han Lin Gong Feng (Han Lin Kung Fung), nominally a member of the Academy of Literature.
Gong Feng literally means a valet whose duty was to wait on the emperor and to humor him with poetry.
Once at the Feast of the Peony, Emperor Ming became so fascinated with the beauty of Yang Gui Fei (Yang
Kuei Fei) his consort, that he ordered Li Tai Bai to be summoned in order to celebrate the occasion with verses
which, as the emperor might have presaged, would remain immortal. Just then the poet was drunk. According to
legend, Yang Gui Fei herself ground the ink for him. With his usual nonchalance he began to sing of the
luxuriant beauty of the peony, dew-laden fragrant. Yang Gui Fei was compared to the fairies of the Yangtze
River gorges who once broke the heart of a vagabond king.
Pray who in the Palace of Han could be likened unto her?
The charming Flying Swallow reclining in new attire

Her majesty was greatly pleased until one of the court intriguers intimated to her that Lady Flying Swallow
began her dazzling career as a notorious sing-song girl of the capital. Furthermore, Flying Swallow spells
fragility. So slim and slender was her dancing waist that she could poise herself on the palm of your hand. But
look at yourself, my Lady Yang Gui Fei, you are taking reducing exercises.
Even to this day we contrast thin Flying Swallow with plump Yang Gui Fei—yan shou huan fei (yen shou
huan fei) our ladycould not stand that sort of insinuation.
So ended Li Bai’s court career. Sick and tired of gossip and intrigue, he took his leave.
Fortunately for us, royal patronage did not as a rule involve courtesans and eunuchs. We have had poets among
our premiers and ministers, men of sterling virtue. Yuan Zhen’s (Yuan Ch’en’s) salary was one hundred thousand
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cash, as you know. That did not ruin his simplicity, nor his integrity and devotion to the common people when he
served as a deputy governor.
The crux of this strange relationship between official and iterary life lies in the nature of our old civil
examinations. Success or failure was entirely based on literary refinement. The Tang (T’ng) Dynasty emphasized
poetry in the same way as the Ming and Qing (Ch’ng) emphasized the “eight legged essay”. Premiers, generals,
ministers of public works or of foreign affairs, all had to go through the royal road of versification. Du Fu
obtained royal favor and a starvation salary on the strength of three descriptive poems which nobody cares to
read nowadays, yet I imagine we might have lost a great master if he had not been driven by hunger to present
those poems. He was then selling herbs in the capital like a quack doctor and “parking out his stomach” on
friends, as we learn from the preface to those poems. I presume the Tang Dynasty poets took the examination
poems just as seriously as our contemporary literary men. I still vaguely remember how the schoolmasters used
to grind the examination candidates and polish them up for the emperor. Let the theme of the poem be “flying
kites” or any other trivial allusion.
Children fly kites in the spring,
in the early spring when the breeze is soft and caressing.
The peach trees are in blossom.
The willows have turned yellow.
God is in heaven and the emperor rules this glorious universe.

Our rhyme books and word books were compiled mainly for students preparing for such examinations. In all
seriousness, however, it would not be fair to consider such training an unmitigated evil. It simply was the tailend of thirteen centuries of formal education. The Tang poets stood at the fountain head of the tradition when the
system was not so dull and stupefying. I venture to say that royal patronage and its concrete machinery, the
examination system, together gave just that impetus without which Tang Dynasty poetry could not have
flourished. Poets are born, not made, as you say. So we also imagine Li Bai was a banished fairy from the
heavens. But while on earth, Emperor Ming and later the feudal lord Yong kept his body and soul together so that
he might write poetry.
Creative work usually developed after the examinations were all over. The situation may perhaps be compared
to your examinations for the doctorate. In the majority of cases, the candidate’s thesis is mere piffle. One may
then die a doctor of science or philosophy. That was also true with our would-be poets. The examination was
passed. The degree and the insignia were conferred. One could then go on and be an official, be as big or as little
as circumstances would permit, be faithful and poor, be venturesome yet rich—by any means but the poetic.
So the significant question is why the successful candidates continued to write poetry at all when there was no
further royal demand for it. Was it for an appreciative reading public? But there existed no story magazines, no
daily news to carry poetry columns, no literary supplement to the royal gazette. Printing was not yet invented when
the splendor of the Tang Dynasty reached its zenith. In more recent centuries it has been sadly true that the
worthless examination paper was about the only literary work that a scholar of average means could afford to
publish. That was done with the finest block printing, and copies of it were sent to relatives and acquaintances, who
in turn contributed something toward the publication and then consigned the effusion to the waste basket.
I do not know whether the Tang poets announced their degrees in the same brazen way as the candidates of the
Qing Dynasty or not. As a child I used to watch the stream of printed examination essays delivered to our home
during a certain season of the year. My father paid dearly for every sheet of paper, which we children used for
wrapping toys.
Printing was very expensive not so long ago. To carve two or three characters cost as much as a substantial
meal. So our poets almost never published their own works. To finance the publication of one’s own poetry was
supposed to be extremely bad taste. They would rather cover the temple walls with autographed masterpieces.
In fact, many of our poets never even cared to keep a copy of their own writing, still less to arrange it in
chronological order. Occasion comes and occasion goes, so goes the poem. A great deal of our poetry is merely
occasional anyway. Even our prophetic poetry did not appeal directly to any specific group. Assuredly the message
was not meant for the toiling masses to incite unrest and revolution.
Was it then for the court, the nobility, the hirelings of the court and of nobility? Or was it a voice in the
wilderness, an outburst of the poet’s intense feeling of injustice, a warning to whomsoever it might concern, but
above all a release for the poet himself?
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I am of the opinion that his social message too was only occasional. This attitude of not taking life and doctrine
too seriously, of living for its own sake, by incident and intuition, applies also to the trouble one takes about one’s
own writings.
When Li Bai died in 762 A.D., his remote cousin, Li Yang Bing (Li Yang Ping) gathered together the remnants of
his works in ten sections under the title of The Thatched Roof. He bemoaned the fact that nine-tenths of the poet’s
writing had been lost. It took three centuries to collect the eighteen hundred poems now contained in the so-called
complete works first published in 1080. For a few decades after the death of Du Fu in 769, he was known to have
left with his ne’er-do-well children, sixty sections of his poetry and prose. For a time the various collections
differed greatly in content. It was not until 1039, two hundred seventy years after his death, that the present
edition of about fourteen hundred poems was first published. These were the men who could write:
Sing to your heart’s content, for gods and ghosts there be.
How do I know I shall not die of hunger and fill the gutters?

For a man who knows for sure that his writings are to be immortal, the careless way he disposes of them seems
inconceivable. While living, our poets subsisted on charity. Dying, they trusted their immortality to the good
memory of their friends. Old men of the last generation, i.e., up to the beginning of the present century, could still
recite verse after verse from the writings of their associates. Western civilization has discovered for us what is
known as the self. Nowadays our versifiers worry themselves to death, disseminating, propagandizing, splitting hairs
and pulling hair.
To be sure, we have had poets who looked more pessimistically toward posterity. Lu You, who during sixtyseven years wrote eleven thousand of the most monotonous poems, left nothing to chance. The whole collection
was neatly arranged and annotated. But he was only a second-rate poet. Most of his code verse or curtailed verse
might well have been consigned to oblivion.
On the whole, our poets did not try to make an impression on the sands of time. qian qiu wan sui ming,
ji mo shen hou shi (Ch’ien ch’iou wan suei ming, chi mo shen hou shih). What is fame after a thousand
autumns, ten thousand years, when you are silent and gone? And if there were any contemporary group the poet was
specially interested in, if he ever did try to fix and crystallize his fleeting impressions for the sake of touching other souls,
they must have been in the limited circle of his intimate friends. In the words of Arthur Waley,
“Poems describing with ingratiating gusto the delights of revelry with friends alternate with poems of grief over the
absence of these same friends, or poems of the bitterness of parting.”
Yet to meet or to separate must have been but trivial incidents in themselves. Too often our parting song or the song of
greeting, degenerates into cold verbalism, just like a mere perfunctory touch of the hand. Said Bai Ju Yi to a prostitute
playing the guitar:
Together on the outskirts of heaven we are stranded.
We meet and do we care whether we met before?

In the same poem Bai Ju Yi told us that when the music ceased, everybody wept and he himself shed the most
tears until his blue robe was wet. A childlike heart reaches out for sympathy. Failing in the quest, it may at the
very next moment reek with the venom of resentment. You will have to enter deeply into the solitude of those
simple souls before you can understand how, amid oriental etiquette and reservations, they could laugh and weep
so easily.
Li Bai was banished. For three nights in succession Du Fu dreamed of him. He was worried. For
Men have sobbed on parting at death,
But parting in life is endless grief.
From the land of miasma in Jiangnan
Not a word is heard from the one exiled.
You have been in my dreams, old friend,
Proving that I ever remember you.
Yet can this be the same old soul of yours?
The way is long; I cannot tell.
Blue is the maple grove when your soul appears.
Black is the mountain pass where it returns.
Friend, you are trapped and netted—
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How can you soar on wings?
The moon, as it goes down, shines full on the crossbeam.
Can I be seeing your features still?
Deep is the water, broad are the waves,
The horned dragons shall not get you!

My translation has perhaps made the pathetic poem more puerile than it is in the original. Du Fu did write like
a child though. The belief in wandering souls, the allusion to homed dragons which may have been just a figure of
speech, the doubt whether a soul can leave a fettered body, these our poet inherited from the lore of the people. Du
Fu was then forty-eight years old and Li Bai sixty. They were no longer children. Du Fu’s friendship
for the senior poet was indeed most touching.
For I love you like a brother.
Under one cover we lay drunk on an autumn day.
For days together we walked, hand in hand.

He remembered him in spring.
Bai, your poetry is without a peer.
When can we with a pitcher of wine
Resume our scrutiny of literature?

He remembered him in winter.
In my quiet study
I think of you the livelong day.

Nevertheless this ardent desire for companionship did not make him blind to the wide difference in
temperament between them. Li Bai, as I said, was a banished fairy from the heavens, while Du Fu had to struggle
up from the earth. Once the latter wrote, as if to admonish,
Lustily drinking, madly singing, we are wasting life.
We soar, we flare up, for whom do we swagger?

Du Fu never could drink heartily. A few cups of weak home-brew seemed to be all he could afford to give or
take. He always wrote with restraint, even when his child died of hunger. On the contrary, Li Bai, according to Du
Fu, was one of the eight immortals in Wineland.
As for Li Bai, give him a jugful.
He will write a hundred poems
And then drowse in a tavern
In a market place in Chang-An.
Though the Son of Heaven should call him,
“Please,” he would say,
“Your subject is immortal in wine.”

The dashing, drinking Li Bai, twelve years his senior, apparently entertained a different attitude toward him. Li
could resort to wit and humor, to satire, for anybody, for himself.
On top of the Hill of Boiled Rice I met Du Fu,
Wearing a bamboo hat in the noonday sun.
Pray, how could have you grown so skinny since we parted?
All because you suffered so from poetry.

In other words, he could not tolerate Du Fu’s painstaking code verse. These doggerel lines did not appear in the
earlier editions of Li Bai's works, but there is no question as to their authenticity. Du Fu himself was not the least
offended, as you can judge from his later writings. Our critics and compilers simply were not big enough to
appreciate the humor.
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Here in the friendship between China’s two most venerated poets we can catch a glimpse of the life of the
inner circle. Understanding this, you will be able not only to estimate what Chinese poetry is mainly for, but also
to make allowance for much that is actually written. I am referring to the extravagant and exaggerated manner in
which our poets have dealt with wine, women, and tears.
At parting we drink—that is quite natural. So also when we meet. But you have heard of green spider wine
and the good wine of Lan Ling that smells of curcuma.\fn{Tumeric} If you turn to any handbook of poetic
diction and look under wine, you will probably find a thousand or two kinds of assorted liquors differing in
color, flavor, and the vegetable ingredients contained.
Are our poets then connoisseurs or tasters, or have we here only imaginary gratification? Li Bai was no doubt
an habitual drunkard.
Gold goblet and pure wine,
Ten thousand cash a measure

he sang with gusto. Then he was dreaming. Bitter wine, thin wine, plain rice wine, they come more within the
means of the poet; near wine for the near beggar. The only intoxicating drinks I have seen at the feasting of poets or of
any other variety of my poor compatriots can be easily enumerated. They are rice or millet whisky and the good old
Shaoxing rice wine which, when seasoned and mellowed, costs quite a great deal. There are good substitutes—the
lotus white from around Beijing, the semi-foreign grape wines of Shanxi (Shansi), the wu jia pi (wu chia p’i) from
Canton etc. Strange to say, these familiar names have not entered our poetic dictionaries.
Now to drink the common wine of your earthly brothers and to sing of the jasper dew and jade nectar of paradise
is hardly fair play, even if it is the play of words. Why can we not leave the glaring footlights of word painting for
an evening of really sensible enjoyment?
Another question which has kept me wondering is how far we can believe in the personal estimate of the poet
as to his real capacity. Some of them drank like whales that gulp down a hundred rivers. Li Bai boasted he would
like to take three hundred cups in one continuous draught. That would amount to almost ten litres of beverage. Be it the
most ordinary rice wine, 2000 cc of absolute alcohol would have pickled most of his skeleton.
Bai Ju Yi, who approached everything more moderately, invited his friend to one cup of wine on a snowy day. I
have seen some good drinkers among our literary men. A few of them can imbibe seventy or eighty average-sized cups
and go home without assistance. One steady drinker, my erstwhile colleague, must have had a quarter of a million cups
which passed through his system during the last quarter of a century, i.e., twenty-five cups a day on the average; and he
keeps up a nation-wide reputation for his versatility in the Southern opera, his lack of foresight in money matters, and
the rather loud tinge of his nose.
These are extreme examples. The actual state of affairs does not seem to be so rosy. Drinking is indeed in our
routine. Men whose temperance does not go beyond the daily half dozen cups and who know just when to stop,
will in the flight of poetic exaggeration magnify their talent as least by ten. In this country as well as in the West,
the artists and the soldier have been the indomitable souls who created the liquor problem. Yet forty centuries of
training have toned them down. Ten cents worth of rice whisky, two coppers worth of roast peanuts, a few pieces
of dried bean curd, and your comrade will sit with you at a wayside tavern watching the caravans go by and the
pigeons draw circle, in the blue sky.
This drab monotony more nearly represents our daily life than romanticism out on a spree, which might be the
impression you would gather from reading our poetry. All is human, too human. Li Bai does not play on our heart
strings as touchingly as does Du Fu because he is other-worldly, even down to his drinking habits. As a matter of
fact, his grandiloquence has somewhat deceived us.
As with wine, so also we have to read between lines when the poets refer to women. Even Du Fu associated
with singsong girls once in a while. Bai Ju Yi wrote the Song of the Guitar for one whom you would call a
prostitute. Li Bai was an incorrigible sinner. Not to mention the scores of times when his writings allude to
women of rather questionable character, he dedicated five poems to Jin Ling Zi (Chin Ling Tsu) a woman of the
street.
Like a petal fallen from the heavens,
You drifted with men across the West River.

Again, shamming courtship,
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I, too, can drink this sparkling wine for you,
But your heart will not pour itself out for me.

The titles of some of his poems well represent his vivacity—Hunting on an autumn day and returning at
night to see singsong girls in the East House; On seeing sing-song girls at the South Pavilion; Seeing singsong girls in the house boat of Wei, the resident-commander; Visiting Qi Ya (Ch’i Ya) Hill with a sing-song
girl; and many others of less explicit allusion.
The term sing-song girl is in Chinese ji (chi), etyrnologically related to skill or art. Such a person was as a rule
trained in music and dancing. It was the custom in medieval times for men of some means or of prominence in
political and social life to keep retinues of young girls whose duty was to grace friendly entertainments. Between
ballet dancing and chorus music they passed the wine pitcher around and made the guests forget home.
Our mothers, wives, and sweethearts did not participate in such gatherings until very recently. For one thing,
they lacked the training of the sing-song girls. If I shock your sense of decency by these statements, that is
because you who were brought up with Puritanic notions, happen also to be acquainted with only the darkest
phases of present-day commercial prostitution.
A sing-song girl of the medieval dynasties was not necessarily a prostitute. They hired themselves out only on
rare occasions. Often they became influential. They established themselves as independent singers or dancers. They
associated with literary men on terms of intimate friendship. If they went further, one can be sure it was no pecuniary
motive that made them play with starvation. They remind one rather of the women of Dumas or Balzac. The road from
Bohemia to the court was open and easy to travel.
Returning to Li Bai, who was but an example of a great many of our romanticists, one can find nothing
disreputable about his association with sing-song girls. Their youthful beauty interested him. Li Bai was married
four times. It seemed none of his wives came up to his standards. As to their beauty or ugliness he was dumb,
except once when he mentioned his wife’s pale hands. The drunkard must have been rather difficult to please, quite
unlike the more domesticated Du Fu, who at the age of forty-six could sing of the smooth, looped hair and jade-like
arms of his wife, a mother of many children, starved and beggarly; and he pined for the day when he could return
home to dry her tears.
Li Bai could entertain no such sentiments. Just as his poetry was occasional, so his infatuation with sing-song
girls lasted but for the moment. “Play wherever a stage is set for you”, acording to one of our common sayings.
Beat the drum and run the show. With the nonchalance and impertinence of this attitude he had offended Yang Gui
Fei, the notorious courtesan of his day, as you have heard. Let the scene be shifted to the country and a little
coquettish girl became the object of his attention.
Jade-faced daughter of the Ye Stream,
Dusky-browed and dressed in pink.
A pair of golden spiked sandals
And her feet were white like frost.

He saw her next in a boat gathering lotus. As he approached, she paddled away, singing her boat song. She
laughed and glanced at him from among the lotus leaves but would not come out again. Du Fu tittered with the
wild birds; Li Bai enjoyed teasing the little girl.
On another occasion Li was sending a Taoist nun away on a pilgrimage to the holy mountains of Hunan. Of the
thousand and one legends and myths he might have referred to, he selected the Goddess of the Luo River and the
fairies of the Yangtze gorges who all had illicit relations with human beings. Impertinence again! Gladly would he
offer his service to write love poems for others. He wrote a few for his own wife sending himself off to exile.
One would imagine that Li Bai, as representative of the vast majority of our poets, took any woman other than
his own wife as something rather pretty to write about, the same as good wine, flute music, chrysanthemums and
plum blossoms. These are the things that make the world beautiful and men happy—on occasions.
Strange to say, our poets do not expect women to love men in the same irresponsible, occasional way. A
woman’s love must be abiding. She must cling to her lover as a vine clings to a dead tree. Indeed there is a double
standard within a double standard. A woman not only must love differently, but she must also keep quiet and let
her masculine sympathizers feel into the intensity of her emotions.
The result has been chopped-up vicarious suffering and mock turtle soup in our love poetry. I know most of
you cannot appreciate our falsetto soprano singers on the stage. Neither can I. We of the present generation would
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prefer real women of flesh and blood. We are sick of male impersonators, in poetry as well as in drama. And I
bring you good tidings. Our women are now appearing on the stage and writing their own love poems, though
still hesitantly. The atmosphere was very different even up to about fifteen years ago. We had but few women
who were poets, not a single one of much importance. Was it because they did not dare to say what they would
have gladly said? A Tang Dynasty poetess told us outright,
It is easy to look for a priceless jewel,
But a man with a heart is difficult to find.
But Yu Xuan Ji (Yü Hsüan Chi) was a social outcast, a sort of double personality; she was a devout Taoist nun on
one day, and a flapper and hetaira\fn{An ancient Greek courtesan} on another. One of the Song (Sung) Dynasty
woman composers wrote the following ci (tz’u) which, from a masculine pen, would have been considered tame
and lukewarm. The guardians of social decency could have discerned nothing improper about it.
Last year at the Yuan Ye (Yüan-Ieh) festival
The lanterns of the flower market were lit like day
The moon rose above the willow tops
And we met after dusk as we promised.
This year at the Yuan Ye festival
The moon and lanterns are as they were.
I cannot see my man of yester-year.
Tears drench the sleeves of my dark-blue garment.

Yuan Ye is the full moon of the first month of the year. Imagine what we did to that song. We did not dare to delete
or suppress it. We did everything to make the singer respectable, like the sweet retiring girl of the old folk song.
So we applied the sharp scissors of orthodoxy, culled it out of her complete works and inserted it in the writings
of an austere statesman who in public life was wisdom incarnate. That was the most unkind cut of them all. For
your love song writer may be a Confucianist, a Puritan, a Pharisee, a Philistine, but must not be a woman.
The most glaring inconsistency, however, does not lie in our treatment of wine and women. The way we shed
perfunctory tears is really the most touching. I am not questioning that a former age could have been more
vociferous in its grief and resentment than our own. But it has been my sad experience to notice that nowadays the
number of tear drops one actually observes does not tally with what is recorded. Instead of weeping and grinding
of teeth, one is more likely to see cynicism with the veneer of a smile.
In fact, the discrepancy between our age and say, the Tang or Song Dynasty seems to be so pronounced that
one begins to wonder whether there was ever any period in our history when tears flowed like a river—whether
we are not again exaggerating and counterfeiting. Most of the verbal tears were shed by women. Inasmuch as they
did not write their own love poetry, the question of scientific accuracy was ruled out of court.
“Women are just like that,” their sympathizers may have thought.
Li Bai hardly ever cried himself. Du Fu cried a great deal, but his was a life of misery and starvation.
“Lamenting these days, even the flowers are shedding tears,” Li Bai never saw his own children die of hunger or
the bones of men frozen to death on the open road. Give Du Fu a thatched roof in a secluded corner and he too
could laugh even when the wind carried the thatch away. When the news of the recapture of the Beijing (Peking)
region at the end of the An Shi (An-Shih) rebellion reached Sichuan (Szechuan) where he sojourned, he laughed
and cried at the same time.
In more recent centuries our lesser poets have cried for nothing at all. Above all they like to make women cry
for them. I think I have an instinctive way of telling when tears are faked. As a college student I used to enjoy
reading the works of an early nineteenth century writer until one day I found him cheating.
Some of you may have seen our dwarfed plum trees. They are twisted and their artificial knars\fn{ Knots or
burls on a tree or in the wood of a tree} are made to look ancient. The poet bought a great many of what he
called sick plum trees. He set them free, built them a sanatorium, and then out of intense sympathetic suffering
wept for three days without cessation. I have not touched his works since.
One is again reminded of folk poetry. Meng Jiang Nü (Meng Chiang Nü) cried so bitterly that the Great Wall
fell down and delivered to her the bones of her husband. And I like the following for a fifth century folk song:
I cried till daybreak.
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Tears fell so that my pillow was about to float.
My body was drenched and drifted on.

To the same tune,
I sent you away at the Lao-Lao Lagoon.
The Yangtze River would not have been so full
Had not my tears made it so.

There is an artistry in sheer exaggeration which makes a joke a joke. A better sense of humor would have saved at
least some of our ci writers.
I have dwelt at length on the vanity and petty weaknesses of our poets. From this I hope you can infer why we
consider Du Fu our greatest poet, not Li Bai. Their immediate successors ranked them that way, not only on account
of Du Fu’s masterful style, but also for his loyalty and simple affection. We sympathize to some extent with Li Bai’s
estimate of the latter’s painstaking code verse. As a friend, however, Du Fu has no equal. Like a child he tells the
truth. Unlike a child he never exaggerates.
After all, we Chinese are an ethical, worldly, unimaginative people. Du Fu’s poetry is the genuine Chinese poetry.
Not one of our poets was very profound in a mystic sense. We do not pretend to be philosophical. We have very little of
explicitly didactic poetry and what we have is fully as bad as yours. At the same time, just because our poetry is
occasional—even its social message is but a momentary reaction—so very few, if any, of our poets have had a strong
hold on life. A tenacious view of life could have been taken as otherworldliness in itself. Once in a while one finds
some evidence for that vague mystic longing which is not just homesickness.
Tonight as I wake up from wine, where shall I be?
By the willows on a river bank, a breeze at dawn and the dying moon.

This from a young poet, Liu Yong (Liu Yung), who according to his own wishes would rather have given up
“floating fame for a half-filled cup and a woman’s whispered song”.
So “fill your cup and sing your song. Why seek floating fame?” wrote the emperor on his examination paper.
The latter, as you can judge, was a Confucianist. He did not understand that our rascal could have a moral and
emotional struggle of his own.
At twilight again my boat has to drift on.
Where shall I go?

cried another Song Dynasty ci writer. Relatively speaking, the Song Dynasty was an age of religious contemplation.
What little we have of philosophic poetry flourished at that time.
But these quotations do not represent the general trend of thinking at any period. The poet’s heaven has almost
invariably been a secluded home in the country with a few friends around him, a small pension, and then good wine.
Petty bourgeoisie, all of them! Very few of them did get pensioned off though. Drifting from office to office, they
always felt like exiles. As magistrates or governors they happened to be a most decent lot, efficient and tolerant.
Some of them were known to be drunk most of the time, and their districts seemed to be the best governed.
In this discussion I have purposely refrained from relating the lives of our representative poets. For one
thing, I do not know how to make a choice, for we have had a galaxy of queer, insignificant souls. Had I given
you a series of brief biographical sketches, you would have been choked with dates and dynasties. I promised
you tittle-tattle, and I hope I have fulfilled my promise. Another writer might have in troduced the topic in more
solemn manner and from a totally different angle. There are no unbiassed historians, still less can one expect a
fair, objective gossip.
Before we leave this hackneyed subject, I might tell you something about the works of two men whom we may
take to represent two totally different phases of a poet’s life. The first exemplifies the common petty official type
reduced to the lowest terms, and the second shoots up like a meteor, representing whatever is out of the way and
out of order in Chinese poetry. All the other poets we can in a fashion distribute between these extremes.
Lu You was born in Shanying, Zhejiang (Chekiang), in 1125 and died in 1209. He outlived six emperors.
Nothing needs to be said of his early life except that he took his degree on the merits of his ancestors. From fortyseven to sixty-three he was an official in Sichuan. After his return he was repeatedly called out to serve in small
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districts in nearby Zhejiang and Jiangxi (Kiangsi). At last he was pensioned off and died at home. What a
romantic life!
Now as to his writings, I have already mentioned that he handed down about eleven thousand poems. At the
age of seventy-seven, while drinking underneath a flowering plum tree, he wrote in a prefatory note,
“Behold, for the last sixty years I have written exactly ten thousand poems.”
The same monotone resounds from all his writings, year in and year out. If you do not believe that a little
something can be said in a million different ways, read Lu You when he was eighteen, and read him again when
eighty-five. At the age of seventy-two, he attached this note to one of his poems
On the night of June 24th I dreamed I was with Mr. Fan and Mr. Li in a pavilion on the river. They asked me to write
a poem to commemorate our happy life by the water. I woke up when I finished it. I forgot only a few words.

We do not have the slightest doubt that was actually done. The poem, by the way, happens to be one of the best
in the whole collection. At least he could not have done better during his waking moments. He still had thirteen
years to go, but he was surely going. Ten years later at the age of eighty-two, he wrote another explanatory note as
follows:
On the night of November 27th I sat up and put on my clothes. A spiritual fire came out of my eyelids like the rising
sun. The whole room was bright. So I wrote this poem.

The poor man had lived too long.
The kind of things he wrote about can be easily summarized. We may, for instance, compare his writings at fifty
odd with his very last poems. At forty-eight white specks began to appear on his hair and beard. At fifty-two he
was totally gray. He did not realize he had more than thirty years yet to live. He was then in Sichuan, after his
home the land of heart’s desire. The mountain peaks and turbulent gorges of that wonderland of China did not
seem to have made any lasting impression on him, as they did upon Li Bai and Du Fu. Rather was he enamored
of the bamboo shoots and the big taro, the leeks of the spring and the celery cabbage of the autumn. There were
fish and shrimps in any quantity and better mutton than he used to have at home. Notwithstanding, the child was
sick at heart. For why was he there six thousand li away from Zhejiang unless it was for hunger? Desire for
official life was with him as thin as the wings of a cicada. Far rather would he go home and play with the mist
and the ripples on the water than sit there in office, sweating, signing documents.
We next meet him at home a few months before his death. In 1209 the hills of Shanying were just as green as
in any other year and the streams just as fragrant with fallen petals. The tea leaves came out much earlier than
usual. The old man still roamed around on donkey back, his long legs reaching to the ground. The flickering
lanterns of the wine tavern shone on him as he passed by at midnight.
Early in the autumn he became sick. He knew the end was coming. One hundred cash for a cloth quilt to
cover his hands and feet and a thin coffin to bury him at a high point up in the valley—these had been prepared
long since. But the very next day he said in regular seven-syllable lines that he still possessed a shred of life, so
he planned to have another drink at the market place.
That he could not have.
One of his very last poems was a most prosaic jue ju to his children.
After death I know all things will be void.
I only regret I do not live to see my country reunited.
If one day the royal army, marching northward, should conquer Zhong-Yuan again,
Do not forget to tell your father at the family sacrifice.

The Tartars began to occupy North China just about the time Lu You was born. Hundreds of times in his poetry
he looked northward and sighed. Once he tried to enlist.
“A scholar without a scrap of use,” said he repeatedly, but he died a scholar. No other Chinese poet lived as
long as he did. Not a one wrote so much. If one could dilute poetry with long years and many words, Lu You
would be our Du Fu in very weak solution.
Over against this typical, uneventful life of Lu You and his monotonous poetry, stand the humorous, vernacular
writings of Wang Fan Zhi (Wang Fan Chih) representing, as said, whatever is unconventional in Chinese poetry. I
shall translate a few verses.
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I saw that fellow die.
My bowels burn like fire.
I do not pity that fellow,
But am afraid my turn comes next.
Earth dumplings\fn{Chinese graves} in the suburb,
The grass for filling is in the city.
Everybody eats a dumpling.
Take no exception to its taste.
I wear my socks inside out,
And men all say that’s wrong.
I would rather offend your eyes
Than have my feet obscured.

Who was this wild Wang Fan Zhi?
Well, we do not know for sure. In the Tang Dynasty he must have been more widely known among the
common folks than either Li Bai or Bai Ju Yi. Some of his writings have been recently redis covered in the caves
at Dunhuang (Tun Huang) among large collections of vulgar literature. According to legend, a man by the name
of Wang De Zi (Wang Té Tsü) lived not far from the city of Li Yang in Henan (Honan) at the beginning of the
seventh century. There appeared on an apple tree in his orchard a gall as big as a peck measure. Three years later
it began to rot. Wang Dc Zi cut it open and found in it a baby with its placenta. De Zi brought it up. At seven the
child began to talk.
“Who are my parents and what is my name?” were his first words.
De Zi told him the truth and named him Lin Mu Fan Tian (T’ien), later changed to Fan Zhi (Chih). But the
child chose his own surname.
“As the Wang family brought me up, my name shall be Wang.” Immediately he wrote poetry which was full of
meaning.
How did he fit into our literary tradition? He did not fit at all, just like so many others monks, sing-song girls,
story tellers, vagabonds. We Chinese do not bother with freaks. We are a decent people.
208.19 Preface to Banking And Finance In China\fn{by T. V. Soong (1894-1971)} Shanghai, China (M) –1
Few Americans or Europeans have thought of China in financial and banking terms.
Pre-war China was generally regarded as a vast country densely populated by poverty-stricken farmers and
fringed by a few Westernized factory cities. Since the outbreak of war, however, China’s financial mobilization
has been an indispensable foundation for her military effort, and her monetary and financial sacrifices have been
almost as severe as her direct losses in the war itself.
Though it appears but little in headlines abroad, China’s struggle against the grim danger of runaway inflation
is one of the most momentous problems in the Far Eastern war. A sound banking system, safeguarded and further
developed, will not only facilitate China’s war efforts, but will immensely simplify and aid the important process
of foreign financial cooperation with China after victory is won.
To appreciate China’s present financial situation, and to prepare for the problems of reconstruction, it is
necessary to know what the present banking system is, and how it developed.
Traditional native banks were functioning for many generations before the advent of banking and financial
reforms during the last thirty, and especially the last fifteen, years. With prophetic insight, Dr. Sun Yat-sen,
founder of the Chinese Republic, foresaw the need for a thorough reorganization of China’s financial, industrial,
and transportation systems, and for a comprehensive plan of national reconstruction and development. Shortly
after his death, the present National Government was established in Nanking.
Beginning in 1928, steps were taken to reorganize the entire fiscal system with a refunding of the public debt,
the consolidation of revenues, the unification of banking and currency, the establishment of tariff autonomy, and
the establishment of a new system of budgetary and fiscal control.
These measures came none too soon. In 1929, the world depression began. Two years later Manchuria was
invaded. Still China’s finances and credit remained firm. In 1936, a rapid and difficult shift from “hard money” to
a managed currency was accomplished.
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In 1937, Japan attacked North and Central China, and cut off our coastal trade with the rest of the world.
Emergency measures were then required to cope with the new and extraordinary burdens of the war. Throughout
the war period runs the thread of banking and financial development and policy.
Until now there has been no single book to which a Western reader could turn for an account of this
development. Dr. Tamagna’s comprehensive and up-to-date survey is therefore especially timely. It is the result of
careful work, extending over several years. This volume may stand for a number of years, therefore, as the
standard work in its field.
China 2.1 Excerpt from Bao Wei Hubaei De You Ji Zhan, Liu Qingyang, Chen Bei-ou He Zhu\fn{by Liu
Qingyang (1894-1977)} Tianjin Special Municipality, China (F) 11
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123.63 Third-Class Hospital Ward\fn{by Bai Wei aka Huang Zhang (1894-1987)} Zixing County, Hunan Province,
China (F) 6
After being sick for two weeks, cradling my aching belly, in such pain I could barely breathe and bracing
myself on the furniture as I inched along, I threw together a few simple belongings and had my new maid take me
to the hospital. I registered at Outpatient Services, as the sweltering September sun beat down on the patients
waiting in the courtyard to go in to the doctor. When the nurse who carne to take my temperature noticed I was in
such agony that I couldn’t even raise my head, she sighed with a look of sympathy on her face.
“Ai, you always put it off until you’re this sick before coming to see the doctor!”
1 had come to this hospital for treatment on a number of occasions over the last few years, so she recognized
me. She ushered me inside to a consulting room and cheerfully instructed me to undress. The doctor knew me
well too, as though I were an old patron, and seeing me shuffle in all hunched over, holding my stomach, he
exclaimed in shock:
“Aiya! You can’t even walk any more?”
Once he had inquired about this, that, and the other, the upshot was that I was to be hospitalized. I showered in
the steamy washroom, then followed a hospital attendant to the third-class medical ward.
“Oh, you’re back!” a fat woman cried out in surprise from her bed, looking at me with a smile.
“I know, what rotten luck!” I replied as I walked over.
“There’s no two ways about it, getting sick is awful! Last time we were both checked in here as patients, no
sooner had I recovered and left the hospital than I got sick all over again,” said the woman.
The nurse told me to take bed number one, so I bore the pain and had a few words with the fat woman in bed
number two. One hour, two hours, three hours, I dozed quietly in pain and unattended, the groans of the critically
ill patients in the ward and the chatter and laughter of the not-so-sick droning on and on … The plump female
doctor Dr. Yang came to examine me and inquired,
“When were you admitted?”
“Eleven o’clock this morning.”
“That was hours ago, and no one’s been here to see you?”
“No.”
“They must be out of their minds! Admitting a patient so long ago, and nobody even came to inform me!”
What Dr. Yang said made perfect sense to me: perfunctory is the only way to characterize how patients in the
third-class medical ward are treated in big hospitals like this. But for someone with a serious illness, think how
nerve-wracking the wait can be, and how much worse their condition gets in the meantime. After that doctors
streamed in, one after the next, some really keen to treat me, others who simply regarded patients like me as
objects to experiment on.
At dusk, the patient in bed number five got dressed to get ready to be discharged. Her husband hurried her
along with a scowl on his face, but she wouldn’t leave until the doctor came to have a word with her, so she
dawdled over her clothes and her hair until he finally appeared, none too happy, and asked:
“You had something to say to me?”
“Doctor, I’m checking out. Is there anything I should avoid eating?” The doctor feigned a serious expression
and replied,
“Everything’s fine except opium.” The ward erupted in laughter.
“What a funny response.” From all the laughter, I surmised that the woman had attempted suicide by
swallowing opium, and when I looked back over, she was standing there woodenly, absolutely mortified. All eyes
were fixed on her as if to say,
“You fool!”
My condition got worse with each passing hour and day; it hurt so much that I tossed and turned in bed,
sweating so profusely that I drenched several changes of clothing a day, but I bore the pain without so much as a
moan or a whimper, so quiet it was as though I weren’t sick at all. The groans and cries, the chatter and laughter in
the ward; the various shapes and shadows of the doctors and nurses passing back and forth—it was as though my
ears and eyes had been made just to take this all in. My senses, my intellect, my emotions had been deadened by
the intense pain.
In the middle of the night, the insane patient in the next room kept screaming:
“Ow … dear mother!” And all throughout the night, the fat woman would groan,
“Oh, how it hurts.”
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The buzzing of mosquitoes, the batting of the fans, mingled with the faint groans and sighs, the agonizing
wails of the dying tuberculosis patients, shouts for the attendant and the nurses, the sound of pissing, the summer
breeze outside the window rustling through the leaves on the trees—not a single one of these sounds escaped my
ears, and for four whole nights I couldn’t sleep a wink, though I did not utter a sound.
The days sped by. I lost consciousness twice and I underwent an unsuccessful surgery. I was completely
incapacitated and devoid of thought. All I had were my eyes and ears to take in the sights and sounds of the ward.
*
Hospital beds lined both sides of the ward, their white curtains drawn back at right angles, forming threedimensional squares like the stage for a puppet show. The patients were like living puppets, moving
simultaneously on display between the curtains. Some were stretched out on their backs; others lay on their sides;
some sat up, with the faintest murmur of moans and groans, bodies either half stripped or stark naked, letting the
attentive nurses bathe them.
In front of each bed was a washbasin filled halfway with water, and the nurses helped to wash and dry off the
sick. Sounds of splashing water, xi-xi fha-fha, dong-dong ding-ding; white towels one after another scrubbing and
scrubbing emaciated bodies, from the shoulders down to the feet; white sheets flying up and over, swift change of
white clothing; nurses all in white, bustling about cheerfully with their altruistic spirits.
It was as intense as if a mobilization order had been issued, as disciplined as the military. Each patient, either
by themselves or with the help of a nurse, would be sponged down and given fresh clothes, the sounds of
splashing water mingling with moans and groans. Outside the window, the breeze, the birds chirping, the shade of
the trees, and the palm leaves no longer entered the picture.
Dressed all in red, Miss Deng, from the ophthalmology ward, waltzed in with her chin up high and her chest
out to visit her sick friend Miss Guo, and upon seeing this scene exclaimed:
“My, what a pity I am not an artist, otherwise I would paint this erotic picture!”
Together with the patient next to them, they turned their conversation about the sponge baths to the Imperial
Concubine getting in the pool!\fn{A reference to the legend of the imperial concubine Yang Guifei and Emperor Xuanzong of the
Tang Dynasty (618-907).} In my opinion, there was nothing picturesque about it, but it was a great image. Thus
prompted, I felt there was much to write about the women’s third-class ward, none of which could be separated
from “women” and “class.”
*
As I recall, she was the patient in bed number three. She had a beautiful face and a pointed nose, lovely brows
and thin but curvy lips, an exquisite pale complexion, and a frail physique—these were her distinguishing
features. When a burly policeman came to deliver a message from her husband, it was obvious from her simple
conversation with him that she was a gentle and well- mannered person. The attendant peered over at the beautiful
woman with great admiration, hanging on every word she said. After the policeman left, waves of grief enveloped
the woman as she covered her face with her hands and sobbed. The fat lady, the kindest soul on the ward, asked
with a look of compassion,
“Why are you crying?”
“They want me to go home tomorrow, but I am not well yet, and I’ll have to face that brute every day again!”
She said this choking back her tears, and used the corner of her hospital gown to wipe them away, then sighed as
though she had unknown worries.
“Don’t be sad, stay here a few days longer until you feel better.”
“How can I? My old man already sent someone here twice to fetch me, and he’s set on having me go home
tomorrow.”
“But if you haven’t fully recovered, how can he insist?”
“Oh, nainai, I’m not as fortunate as the rest of you! I am staying here for free …”
Up until this point she had been sobbing, but suddenly she grew self-conscious and lowered her head, as
though she feared to show her distress, and just sat there in embarrassed silence. The fat lady leaned over to
console her.
“That doesn’t matter, this hospital often does good deeds. Lots of folks get treated here free of charge. And the
doctors here are excellent. You should talk to your husband and tell him to wait until you’re all better.”
“You don't understand, nainai, my old man works for the railroad, and the only reason I got hospitalized in the
first place was because of help from my relatives who also work there. Now that my man had someone sent over
to get me, how can I refuse? Still, going home in this condition is too much. Whenever my man gets a little cash
in his pocket, all he does is go out boozing and gambling, and once he’s liquored up and broke, he comes back
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home and takes it out on me. He’s smacked me around me in broad daylight, at night, when I was pregnant, and
after my delivery. We’ve been married eight years, and for eight years I’ve taken his beating.”
“Oh my, you really have had it bad!”
“Poor me, ever since I married him, I haven’t had more than three or four months of peaceful sleep in his bed
—when he wants me he just yanks me over, and when he’s had enough he just kicks me onto the floor … so I
always sleep on two benches in the corner. After I had my baby I slept on a door plank that made my entire body
sore.”
Meanwhile, the tuberculosis patients across from them had been chattering away—how splendid it was to
summer in Qingdao, how wonderful the cuisine was, how much Jesus loves mankind. And the arrogant obstetrics
student in the bed opposite, a typical “modern” wife, was going on about the New Life movement. Somehow that
poor woman and the fat lady digressed onto the topic of clothes, and the woman pulled out an article of clothing
from the small cupboard at the head of the bed to show the fat lady.
“Just look at this, other people wouldn’t even use it for rags. But these past years it’s all I’ve had, summer,
spring, fall, and winter. When I wash it I have nothing else to wear the next day, so I just put it on the stove to dry.
My baby froze to death because it had nothing to wear. Once, I secretly got a job as a wet nurse so I could make
some clothes for me and my baby, but my man wouldn’t have it and came and dragged me home and gave me a
beating.
“At home, I’m either starving or freezing cold. Just think, if this is what I wear when it’s hot, you can imagine
how unbearable it gets in the winter. Other people’s maidservants dress better than this, so all these years I’ve
wanted to find work as a maid, and once I even snuck out. But again he found me and gave me such a thrashing
that a few days later I had a miscarriage, and I’ve been poorly ever since. But he still beats me, sometimes until
I’m black and blue. Oh, what misery! How can I go on?”
She got so choked up she could hardly speak, and the fat lady didn’t know what to do to console her.
The next day, just as the ward was a-buzz with people getting ready to be discharged, the fellow who appeared
to be a policeman returned. The clueless attendant threw admiring glances at the pair, and attentively went over to
ask:
“Ae you being discharged? Do you want to settle your bill …”
Within a quarter of an hour, the man had returned from handling the bill, but the woman was still sitting there
on the bed listlessly, without having gotten dressed. From outside carne a gruff shout:
“The car’s here!”
Mortified to the point of tears, the woman took off her white hospital gown and with nimble fingers put on her
own threadbare clothing, and with deeply furrowed brows slowly climbed down off the bed. A mean-looking
fellow strode in and bellowed:
“Get a move on!”
He didn't show her the slightest bit of affection or courtesy but instead just grabbed her belongings and left.
Seeing the true nature of the couple, the attendant who had previously been so ingratiating now put on a
contemptuous air and walked away.
“Hurry it up!” Again came a gruff shout from outside, and the one who looked like a policeman seemed afraid
to accompany the woman, so he rushed out ahead of her, saying,
“Hurry! At four-thirty the car has to be someplace else.”
The woman left behind limped along unsteadily, her face in pain, and all eyes fixed on her as though she were
an old beggar. Her yellowed shirt was patched in a dozen places, while her tattered black trousers, faded from
washing, barely covered her knees, and you could see her toes poking through her worn-out shoes. Such beauty
concealed beneath an outfit like this was as pathetic as a winter flower encased in ice and snow. She hobbled
slowly across the ward, and only after quite some time did she reach the exit, where she steadied herself against
the door and the wall, clearly unable to move any farther. She called out,
“Attendant, please go outside and tell the car to pull up closer to the courtyard!” The attendant glared at her
with an arrogant, icy look, and replied disdainfully,
“I’m busy.”
With that, she strode by, assisting other patients with their belongings. The woman was like a squashed
caterpillar, wounded; her neck recoiled and her face filled with humiliation and anguish as she slumped against
the doorway, crestfallen. The nurses passing back and forth ignored her, and the attendant, all smiles, accepted tips
from the other patients being discharged, and respectfully helped them out with their luggage. Tears glistened in
the woman’s eyes as she had no choice but again to call out,
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“Attendant, thank you kindly, while you are outside could you tell my car to pull up here?”
“Humph! Car! … I wouldn’t know anything about that!”
With an especially sarcastic, disdainful tone of voice and a cross expression, she swaggered past. It was as
though the woman’s spirit had been crushed. Offended and indignant, she emerged from the corner of the ward.
She inspected her own clothes and her toes poking through her shoes and sobbed with tears gushing, as all eyes,
with looks of both contempt and pity, converged into one sharp angle onto her sad face.
Meanwhile, I was lying immobile in the bed by the entrance, gasping for breath. I found the scene incredibly
upsetting, and in my heart I lamented,
“Even in the third-class medical ward there are classes! And these are indeed classes within a class.”
*
She and I had been acquainted for a couple of days. Ever since I’d been on the mend, I had taken to strolling
up and down the corridor here, and on one occasion I sat down on a bench with her and we’d gotten to talking
about all sorts of things. She was married to the manager of a steamboat company who in his earlier years had
been a big shot in the business world.
The older woman beckoned her over, and she approached beaming, delicate and exquisite, just like an oriole
flitting about in the trees. The married woman explained that I wanted to talk with her, so she was kind enough to
sit down and we made some idle chitchat until we got on the subject of being ill.
“You’ve had three operations here?”
“Yes, unfortunately!”
“What is your condition?”
I knew what her ailment was, but I couldn’t very well say it outright, so I asked her this way on purpose. She
laughed and replied candidly,
“Oh—how shall I put it? You could call it a marital disease.” The rest of us started laughing.
“What are you laughing about?” Her eyes widened as she looked at the three of us nervously, then rapped the
nurse on the shoulder with her fist and said,
“If I hadn’t gotten married, I never would have contracted a nasty disease like this.”
I found her innocence and honesty far more appealing than the efforts the elder matron made to cover her
condition up.
“Is it gonorrhea?”
“Exactly. Advanced gonorrhea.”
“Me too. The doctors have been advising me to have surgery for a long time now, so I thought I would ask you
about your experience.”
“Oh. Once you catch this wretched disease it ruins your reproductive organs, and it’s agony whether you have
the operation or not. Women really have the worst luck.” She sighed and looked at me sympathetically before
continuing:
“Before I got married, I had lots of suitors and even fell in love a few times myself, though they were just
youthful crushes. When it came to sex, I always felt that it was something that defiled a young woman’s beauty.
Who would have known that within a month of getting married I would start getting severe stomachaches? One
day I had eaten some crabs, and that night I got this strange cramp. By daybreak it felt like my stomach was in
knots. I was sweating and aching and had difficulty breathing, so at dawn I drove to Baolong Hospital, where they
diagnosed it as acute appendicitis that had to be operated on immediately—”
“This time the doctors also told me it was chronic appendicitis, since my right side hurt,” I interrupted.
“My right side really ached too, and after the operation I was in high spirits, but then to my surprise the doctors
kept coming in one after the next, asking if I had gonorrhea. I said I did not, but they determined otherwise, and
when my family consulted with the doctors they were told the strain was really virulent and had the doctors
known this beforehand, they would not have performed the operation.
“I fainted from the shock. When I came to I asked my husband if he was infected, but he shook his head. At the
time, my family and friends and his mother all heard him, and so they gave me strange looks as if I were a loose
girl with no morals.
“I fainted out of anger and was unconscious for five or six days. On the seventh day, the incision split open and
there was pus and blood, and the more they tried to fix it the more infected it got and my lower body hurt terribly;
at the time, I just wanted to die.
“After I was discharged from the hospital, the gynecologists I saw all said that the bacteria from the gonorrhea
had damaged my ovaries, and that I would need surgery. But my mother and the rest of the family were opposed

822

to me having another operation. After that I got pregnant, and throughout my entire pregnancy the ovaries on both
sides hurt something awful. I also came to realize what a philanderer my husband really was. I was filled with
such regret—a girl from a humble family like me should not have married a rich man. Later, when my baby was
born, it was not just tiny but also blind in both eyes. And as for my husband, he would constantly flirt with my
younger sister, and they were always doing all sorts of revolting things right in front of me. Once I got so mad I
fainted. Even though they brought me back to life, that time I fell dangerously ill.
“My mother was afraid I wouldn’t recover. For fear of losing her cash cow, she openly forced my sister to get
involved with my husband and spend the night with him at a hotel, just waiting for me to die so she could marry
my sister off to him.” Hearing this, we were all shocked, and the older married woman proclaimed loudly:
“Oh! How could your own mother be so cruel?”
“My husband was really rich back then, and had I died, can you blame her for being reluctant to part with such
a money tree?”
With indignation in our voices, we discussed this for quite a while; the young woman shook her charming head
and body slightly and, as if reciting a lesson she knew by heart, went on talking of her disease:
“As a result of this, the shock was so great that I nearly went out of my mind, but I knew that I had to be
completely cured of the disease or I’d never be free of this tragedy, so I made up my mind to have the operation.
My husband discovered his conscience and admitted to me that he had suffered from the disease for many years.
As a gesture of repentance, he agreed to give my sister ¥50,000\fn{Yuan.} and end his relationship with her once I
was completely cured. Luckily the first operation went smoothly, and the doctor said that since I was young he
left in one ovary.
“However, that remaining ovary often troubled me and felt uncomfortable whenever it became inflamed.
Whenever I got upset, I’d blow up and lose my temper. I also found out that while my husband had supposedly
paid off my sister and severed relations with her, in fact they were still having an affair, and on top of that my
sister was not only a tease but was also jealous and brazen, and regarded me with contempt. Finally I got so
depressed that I was going insane, and the second time I came in for surgery everyone treated me like a
madwoman.
“The truth was, I wasn’t really insane at all; my mind was very lucid, though I did have a terrible temper and
whenever my husband wasn’t nice to me I would blow my top and have a spectacular row with him. Even I knew
it wasn’t appropriate. All I wanted was to suppress my temper and stop making everyone unhappy, but it was
futile—as soon as the anger came, I would lose my resolve. I used to be gentle and mild-mannered, I didn’t know
how I got like this. Later I asked a doctor, who told me that generally hysteria is quite severe in women with
diseased uteruses and ovaries. And in the worst cases, it can easily turn into mental disease. So the year before my
second surgery, practically everyone thought I was insane, and on that pretext my husband wanted to leave me.
Fortunately, the doctor said that I’d be better once I had the operation, so I had no choice but to come back to do
it.”
“During the second surgery do you know what they removed?”
“They took out the bad ovary.”
“With both gone, isn’t that tantamount to being neutered?”
“Exactly! Because I was still young, the doctors left a small section of the ovary so it would continue to
function. But afterward it was worse than being crazy.”
“How’s that?” the married woman asked.
“For more than a year I felt no emotion; it was as though I were a wooden puppet. Whether it was a happy
occasion or a sad occasion, nothing could excite me. Even when my husband was intimate with me, I felt like a
stone; in short, I was completely frigid. Even if my beloved mother had died right in front of me, I would have
been incapable of grieving or crying. At the time, I thought, what’s the point of living like a block of wood? I was
done! Done! I’d have been better off dead.”
Brimming with emotion, she shook her head and leaned over as if she were seeing scenes of the past. It
reminded me of something a friend had said to me few years back:
“In my opinion, you’d be better off having surgery. Even if ovaries are the treasure of female youth, now that
they’re unhealthy, there’s no point leaving them inside your body. All your suffering is futile, for if they develop
an infection that spreads to other parts of your body, you could get peritonitis, and that could be fatal. If you have
them removed and forego your youth, you will have spared your life. And if your youth is gone and you can’t do
anything creative, you can always go work in a cotton mill, spinning year in and year out; you could spin your
whole life and become a revolutionary woman through and through.”
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As I recalled the last few things she had said, I looked back over at the poor young woman and simply didn’t
know what else to say to her. I brooded over what my past had been like after I caught this wretched disease. As
for my future, did it hold any more promise than hers?
The young woman unhurriedly spoke of her terrifying state of mind after losing her youth. Then she mentioned
the infection that brought her here for surgery on this occasion. She looked over at the married woman with a
gloomy expression and said:
“Perhaps this time I’ll be like you and they’ll take everything out—my ovaries, uterus, and fallopian tubes.
Otherwise, why haven’t the doctors told me what they’re removing? Alas, I am only twenty-seven years old, and
I’m not ready to turn into an old woman. Had I known it would be like this, I never would have gotten married! I
hate my husband for giving me this deadly disease!”
As she sighed in sorrow, the tears glistening in her eyes reflected the rays of light from the sunset filtering
through the trees. From a window in the corridor a nurse shouted out that it was time for our medication, so we
each went back to our own wards.
*
Midnight. The patients on the ward are deep in slumber; a still night, a forlorn heart. I hoped that my present
illness was unrelated to that damned disease, otherwise I would soon become the third of them, a creature that was
neither female nor male.
Farewell, third-class medical ward. I was again wheeled into the operating room. The doctors and nurses put
me into the fetal position and administered a shot of anesthesia in my back, then straightened me out flat and
made the first incision in my abdomen. Then came the clanging of forceps as each of the three doctors swiftly
snipped and cut; ten minutes went by, and then they sewed me back up with great big stitches and the doctors left,
leaving me on the operating table.
Half an hour later, they returned, made another quick and somewhat larger incision, with the rapid clinking of
forceps and scalpels; they lifted out my intestines and guts, snipping, cutting, ripping, chopping, now so careful
they held their breath, now chuckling away:
“Miss, you’ve got the most peculiar appendix, nothing like other peoples’.”
“Ai, what a nuisance, this is really hard to cut.”
“Are you married or single?”
“All that’s over now, just call me by my first name.”
“Your period must be very uncomfortable, no?”
“Oh …”
I felt as though I were being operated on without anesthesia, that’s how much it hurt, and I couldn’t answer
anymore but just strained to breathe and bear the pain.
“Calm your breathing! Relax your stomach! Otherwise, we can’t do our job!”
Scalpels quickened, prodding and pulling. I nearly fainted and moaned softly in agony.
“Hey, are you really in pain or are you just being a baby for our sakes?” the doctor teased me.
“Hurry up! If you’re going to take your time like this, then remove this cover from my eyes and set up a
reflector so I can see what you are operating on.”
The anesthesia seemed to have worn off completely, but despite the pain I laughed and chatted as though
nothing were happening. An hour later, they stitched me back up and wheeled me back to the third-class ward
with the female workers with broken hands and cracked skulls, maids with opened bellies and throats, gunshot
victims, and those wasting away from consumption.
These were warriors suffering from physical ailments: the critically ill who rarely uttered a sound; the mildly
ill who clamored on; the missionary ladies like ants swarming around something rotten, encircling the patients,
singing and preaching; the medicine cart rattling by; the cries and hollers when it came time to change bandages;
the sloshing of bath water being poured late at night before even the first light of dawn had spilled out; on one
side, the clatter of eating utensils and glasses; on the other side, the whir of someone urinating.
The attendant still fawns all over those with money while ignoring the poor, and she even said to my maid,
“Since she doesn’t have a man, who in this hospital is going to pay her bill?”
There is still a great deal worth reporting about the third-class ward, but I have written too much and will stop
here.
3.22 & 81.41 1. Mr. Pan In Distress 2. Night: Two Short Stories\fn{by Yeh Shao-chün aka Ye Shengtao (1894-1988)}
Soochow, Jiangso Province, China (M) 8
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1
The station was filled with people, each one busy with his own concerns. Clearly something out of the ordinary
was happening. The porters stood around sleepily with their hands in the pockets of their uniforms. They knew it
was not yet time for them to make extra money, so it was useless to look alert. The air was so oppressive it made
breathing a little difficult, a portent of coming rain. The electric lights had been turned on for awhile, yet they
seemed dimmer and yellower than usual, casting a dreamy mist over everyone and everything. A notice on the
blackboard announced that the express from the west would arrive four hours late. This was already known to
everybody for hours, so the notice was now like a weathered signboard outside a theater unnoticed by passersby.
It had been the same for almost every train every day for the past week. What was unusual came to be accepted by
everyone as a matter of course.
Finally the train the whole world seemed to be waiting for pulled into the station. The quiet and gloomy station
was turned into a bustling place. Arriving passengers were relieved, departing guests were glad, and the porters
made a small fortune. But let us pass over all these and talk about a Mr. Pan who was coming from Jang-li.
Before the train reached the station Mr. Pan had methodically made his preparations to alight. He stood at the
head of the line with a black bag in his right hand. With his left hand he held on to a child of seven who in turn
held behind him the hand of his elder brother of nine who in his turn held on to Mrs. Pan, their mother. It was Mr.
Pan’s theory that the difficulty of taking care of so many persons could be overcome by thus forming a sinuous
line like a snake, enabling them to penetrate into any crowd without getting separated. He bid them again and
again to hold each other tightly and not to let go. Lest his warning be insufficient, he repeatedly pumped his left
hand up and down and the tremors passed down the line like a telegram from station to station.
Mr. Pan’s theory was an excellent one, but it was not without defect. When the train came into the station all
the passengers crowded with their baggage out toward the door and the Pan family snake found itself unable to
proceed forward. Mr. Pan used his black bag as a wedge and pushed his body forward with all his might. In this
way he succeeded in advancing to within two windows of the door. But his seven-year-old was unable to move,
lodged in a spot four windows behind the door between passengers and seats. His two arms were stretched out in
either direction as far as they would go, and equal pressure seemed to be pulling him both ways as if his arms
were about to be pulled off. He cried out anxiously, “My arms! My arms!” His half-weeping voice apprised the
people around him that a child was being squeezed somewhere below their waistlines. Careful look revealed four
members of the Pan family in a row, hand stilt holding hand.
“Let him loose at once!” exclaimed one of the passengers. “Else you’ll have the child pulled in two parts!”
“Why isn’t that child being carried?” said another in a withering tone, although he himself lost no chance,
however slim, of shoving himself forward.
“No!” Mr. Pan felt that they were all wrong. His reasons for stretching out in a line were ample and justified.
But on second thought he did not proceed with the argument because he knew that few could appreciate sound
reasoning like him, and it would be a futile expenditure of energy to launch into a debate. But he could move
neither forward nor backward and his seven-year-old was still crying, “My arms! My arms!” Mr. Pan was finally
obliged to violate his own orders, and he loosened his grip on the child’s hand, anxiously shouting his command,
“Watch me! Watch me!”
With a jerk the train came to a full stop. The crowd leaped forward as though shot from a cannon. The press
grew easier up in front as some alighted but the sudden increase of pressure from behind drove Mr. Pan
inexorably forward. He could not turn back to take care of his charges. He could only shout into someone else’s
back, “Just follow me! Just follow me!”
In a moment Mr. Pan was propelled out of the door. He turned around to see if his wife and children were in
sight. He was certain they were still in the train, and he determined to hold his ground there at the door until they
appeared. More than a hundred people emerged before he finally caught a glimpse of his seven-year-oldss head
and torso. Under the electric light he looked as if he was about to cry. He edged forward several times but he was
repeatedly pushed back by passengers coming down the train. Mr. Pan finally managed to grasp the child in his
left arm and deposit him safely down on the landing. In a few minutes Mrs. Pan and the nine-year-old boy got
down too. “Ah-yo! Ah-yo!” panted Mrs. Pan. Her suffering eyes beseeched Mr. Pan's face, like those of a child
waiting to be comforted.
More composed, Mr. Pan again ordered his troop to form ranks.
“Let’s line up again hand in hand or else we’ll lose each other,” he said. “There are so many people on the
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platform and there’s a terrible squeeze at the ticket gate!”
The seven-year-old whimpered. He grabbed his father’s knee.
“Carry me, papa …”
“Useless little thing!” fumed Mr. Pan. But he checked himself, bent down, and took the boy in his arms. The
older boy was instructed to hold on to the back of his father’s gown with one hand and hold on to his mother with
the other. Mr. Pan’s hands were now fully occupied.
Mrs. Pan had never faced such difficulties before. There had been so much trouble getting off the train and
now there was another siege before them. “If I’d known it was going to be like this,” she complained, “I’d have
rather died at home than take refuge here!”
“What are you lamenting about?” asked Mr. Pan, half-angry, half-ready to sympathize with his wife. “No use
complaining now that we’re here. Besides, life is safe now. Go ahead, watch your step.”
The line of Pans moved forward again. It plunged into the crowd and through the ticket collector’s gate as in a
dream. Like a drop of water in a rushing torrent, Mr. Pan could not change course. He could only follow the force
of the crowd, his feet scarcely touching the ground.
In a moment he was beyond the iron railing which surrounded the station and had crossed the tramway line to
the cement sidewalk. When he hurriedly turned and looked behind him, he saw only a mass of blurry faces, pale
under the lamplight. Loaded with countless bundles and packages they swarmed toward him. Suddenly he
realized that the hand was no longer clutching his gown. When he had lost it, he did not know. He was troubled
beyond words. Wildly, he turned this way and that, seeing nothing. The fear of losing part of his family suddenly
engulfed him. Involuntarily two drops of tears rolled down, blurring his vision of lamplights and human figures.
Fortunately the child in his arms had sharp eyesight and recognized his mother as soon as he saw her coarse
hair. Pointing his finger he cried, “Look, mama’s there!” Mr. Pan was almost unable to believe his ears for joy. He
rubbed his eyes on the child’s shirt and looked again. After a moment’s search he saw his wife butting against
people like a blind mouse, shielding the older child in front of her. They had not yet crossed the tram tracks.
Calling his older son he went forward to lead them back to the sidewalk. When they were finally all together
again, Mr. Pan set the younger child down and sighing wiped the perspiration from his face. “We’re all right
now!” he said.
And so they were. Everything was safe now, no soldiers, no fires or looting or threatened attacks. They were
now beyond the railing. Moreover, good fortune was surely with them if wife and son, lost, were so quickly found
again. Did that not prove that these four lives and the black bag were quite safe from injury? Certainly it was
sufficient to warrant Mr. Pan’s reassuring “We’re all right now.”
“Wang-pau-tz’oh!” Mr. Pan called for a ricksha in the local dialect and several of them rapidly collected
around the Pan family demanding to know where they were going and how much they were ready to pay. Mr. Pan
held his head up in arrogant fashion and extending two fingers,
“Two only, only two!” he said.
“Ten coppers to Fourth Road,” he added after a pause. “Come along if you want to!” This was to show that he
knew Shanghai ways. A long argument followed, and they finally agreed upon twelve coppers. Mrs. Pan and the
elder child mounted one and Mr. Pan took the younger boy and the black bag and stepped into the other. They
were about to start when the Sikh traffic policeman with his rifle over his shoulder stretched out an arm and made
them stop short. The younger child was frightened by the policeman’s face and turned around to hide his own in
his father’s chest.
“Don’t be be afraid. That’s just a Sikh policeman,” Mr. Pan understood the boy’s fear and hastened to explain.
“If we had such good policemen in our town, we wouldn’t have had to run to Shanghai. Look at his red turban.
He’ll protect us with his gun. And what a funny beard he has, like a lohan!\fn{A note reads: A Buddhist temple figure.}
Look at it!”
But the child was frightened and not even the lohan’s beard interested him. Soon the ding-dong of the bell
aroused his curiosity and he slowly turned until he could look out onto the street out of the corner of his eye. He
saw brightly lit houses flash by and, caught by the colors, he forgot the man with the black beard and raised
himself so that he could see the sights.
When they arrived at the street they sought, they found eight or nine hotels with signs out, “Rooms Full.” Nor
could they argue about it because all of these places even had beds out in the halls. They finally came to one
which also had the sign out but, as they passed, somebody called out lackadaisically,
“Looking for a room?”
“Yes, do you still have one?” A feeling of relief flooded over Mr. Pan, as though he had reached home.
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“We have just one. A guest just moved away to a place of his own. If you’d come a moment later it would
probably have been gone.”
“Then let’s take it.” said Mr. Pan. He set the younger child down and turned to help his wife and older one.
“Luck is with us!” he exclaimed. Expanding with their good fortune, he added a copper to the price agreed
upon with the ricksha pulleer. For he believed fortune would favor him further if he improved the fortunes of
others. The pullers were not satisfied, however, and demanded five coppers more for their extra trouble in hauling
them up and down the street. The hotel man intervened and Mr. Pan spent four extra coppers.
The room was on the ground floor. Under the electric light they saw a bed, a table, and two chairs. The air was
thick and smoky. Strong odors of rancid oil and of wine greeted their noses when they followed the servant in.
“What a stink!” muttered Mr. Pan, displeased. When they heard food sizzling in the oiled pot, they realized that
their room used to be part of the kitchen, which was just next door. But Mr. Pan quickly agreed to himself that evil
odors were more tolerable than sleeping in open air with bullets around them, so he relaxed and sat down with a
sigh of comfort in one of the chairs.
“Want supper?” asked the servant setting down the bag.
“I want ham soup and rice,” cried the younger child sucking on his finger.
Mrs. Pan turned upon him.
“Ham soup and rice!” she repeated. “We’re taking refuge here now. You ought to be glad you have anything to
eat and yet you think you can put on such a show!”
The elder boy showed no greater appreciation of their situation. Appealing to Mr. Pan, he said, “We’re in
Shanghai now, papa. You can get me foreign food!”
“Why you heartless brats!” stammered Mrs. Pan, angry now, “you deserve to starve and get nothing!”
“The children don’t understand,” said the embarrassed Mr. Pan as if nothing was going on. “Children don’t
understand.”
He turned to the servant.
“We ate on our way here,” he said. “Bring two bowls of fried rice with eggs.”
The servant half-nodded and left the room. But he was only a few steps beyond the door when Mr. Pan called
him back.
“Bring me a catty of wine and ten cents worth of smoked fish,” he said.
When the servant had gone again Mr. Pan turned to his wife with a cheerful smile.
“We can afford to loosen up with a bit of wine now. Just think! We got out of the war area and escaped safely
to a safe place like this. That’s only point number one. A few moments ago I was terribly afraid of having lost
you. And if it weren’t for the cleverness of little Ah Erh here …” he pulled the boy closer and gently patted him.
“He spotted you so easily. Only then could I come over to get you. That’s point number two. So let’s have a happy
cupful now!” He raised an empty hand as if to drink, his face beaming.
Mrs. Pan remained silent. She was thinking of her home. They had brought what they could in the bag and
packed some off to store in the church, but much had still been left behind in the house. Mrs. Pan wondered
whether Wang Ma was dependable, and whether that family next door, which was rather poor, knew they had
gone, leaving only Wang Ma to watch over the house. And would she forget a single door or window at
nighttime? Mrs. Pan thought,of the hens in the yard, Ah Erh’s unfinished trousers, and even of the bowl of cooked
duck which had been left in the kitchen. These and many other things flashed through her mind in an instant, like
the throbs of an electric current. This made her ill at ease.
“I wish I knew what was going on there,” she sighed.
The children were disappointed, vaguely feeling that Shanghai was not as much fun as their parents had made
it out to be.
Drops of rain swept into the room through the open window.
“It’s raining! Lucky it waited till now!” said Mr. Pan, closing the window, and as he did so his eye fell upon a
piece of hitherto hidden paper tacked to the wall.
“Notice to travelers.”
This brought his attention to something important, so he fixed his eyes on that notice.
“No discounts. Two dollars!”
He read this aloud in astonishment. His jaw dropped as he turned to his wife.
*
The next morning the servants were still asleep stretched out on benches in the corridor. A small patch of
sunlight shone on the tiny sliver of a courtyard. Dull yellow lights lingered on in some rooms. Mr. and Mrs. Pan
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were already talking to each other, and the two boys, hoping the new day would prove Shanghai to be a better
place, were tickling each other and chortling in bed, for their parents had ordered them to rest a little longer.
“You must not go home,” Mrs. Pan was saying in anxious tones. “The newspaper can’t be relied upon and
since we came out of there despite all the difficulties why should you go back so quickly?”
“I’ve thought of it,” replied Mr. Pan. “Bureau Head Ku is really very strict. Look—‘Since there is no fighting
in the town, the schools will open.’—those are surely his words. I know the correspondent too, he’s an official in
the bureau of education. Wouldn’t he know what was going on? I’ll have to go.”
“But it’s dangerous, you know that!” said Mrs. Pan wretchedly. “The fighting will probably spread to our town
in two or three days, and what students will come even if you do open the school? Suppose nothing does happen
there, you still have an answer for the bureau head if he taxes you with not opening the school. Just ask him which
is more important, life or the school! Since he’s got a life of his own to protect, he won’t be too strict with you!”
“What do you know about it?” said Mr. Pan condescendingly. “Words like these could only come from a
female, whispered in the privacy of the home. Do you think men. like us could say anything like that without
being shamed? Now, don’t stop me.”
His voice became a little more conciliatory.
“I have to go back and I tell you there won’t be any danger. I know how to take care of myself. Anyway,” and
he smiled at his cleverness, “aren’t you worrying about the things we left at home? I’ll take care of them when I
get back and you can stay here without worrying. When peace is restored I’ll come down immediately to get you
and take you home.”
Mrs. Pan knew there was no use trying to dissuade him. It would be good to have all the things looked after,
but since the rumors were so threatening it might be like throwing a pearl into the sea. Who could guarantee its
recovery? She feared in her heart that she would never see him again and she scarce dared look at him. Tears were
already filling her eyes. But she thought that tears for no apparent reason would be unlucky. How could she weep
from grief? So she restrained herself, and, for her own comfort, she said:
“All right, go and have a look. If the news about the bureau head’s order for reopening the school is not correct
then you can come back either on the train this afternoon or first thing tomorrow morning. Don’t forget.” She
could not help shedding a tear on her hand. She quickly wiped it on her shirt. “I’ll be worrying about you.”
Mr. Pan was distracted by his dilemma. He could not possibly find anything wrong with the bureau head’s
decision to open the school. He obviously had to go, but how could he bear to leave his family here? He was
touched by his wife’s concern. It seemed unkind just to go. And besides he was not in a position to promise that
nothing would happen to them, a woman and two children, weak and helpless in a strange city. He felt a deep
resentment against the men who were causing all the trouble, the generals who were shifting their armies around
preparing for battle and the head of the bureau of education, who insisted upon opening the school. He was also
conscious of regret over not having a grown son to help him with his troubles. But naturally he was not like
women. He thought everything out from all possible angles and decided that the proper thing to do was to return.
So he forthwith set aside all doubts and regrets.
“If the report proves wrong, I’ll be back on the afternoon train, just as you suggest.” He picked up his wife’s
thought without betraying his own.
The children caught the drift of their parents’ talk about going home and coming back again. The little one
leaned over the edge of the bed and announced like a spoilt child,
“I want to go back too!”
“No, I’m going with papa and mama, and we’ll leave you alone here,” said the older boy making a face. The
younger one let out a wail. He rubbed his eyes with his hand but no tears came.
“Both of you will stay here with mama,” Mr. Pan raised his voice and said. “Stop being naughty and get up for
breakfast.” He gave a few more words of instruction to Mrs. Pan and directly went out to get a ricksha to take him
to the station. On the way he heard rumors that the railway line had been cut and no trains were leaving. He found
the news half comforting, half disappointing.
“If trains really don’t leave, I might as well stop worrying,” he said to himself. “Even if they discharge me,
there’s nothing I can do about it!” But, he thought, if luck stayed with him, he would probably not meet such
disappointments. In that case, the rumor in the street might not turn out to be true. To still these doubts, he wished
the ricksha would hurry up.
Luck was indeed with him, and there was no announcement that the line was cut. The night train would be four
hours late and had not arrived yet. That was all that the notice board said. The ticket window was not crowded.
One or two people went up from time to time to buy tickets. But there was a considerable crowd milling around,
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some of them here to meet the train and some just to look around. Some even brought their cameras, waiting for
the arrival of the night train to record the scene of crowding, as if preparing to add a page to some future book of
great events. The baggage room was filled with trunks and boxes of all sorts, piled nearly up to the ceiling.
Mr. Pan was both comforted and anxious, and after a moment’s hesitation went up and bought a third class
ticket. He boarded the train and found himself a seat. The car was bright with the morning sunlight and it was
warm without being hot. There was more than enough room, and Mr. Pan could almost stretch out on one of the
benches.
“This is quite unusual,” thought Mr. Pan. “It would be a pleasant trip if there were nothing to worry about.”
The train was delayed all along the way. They had to wait for military orders and repeatedly had to wait for
military trains to pass. It was already three o’clock that afternoon when it arrived finally at Jang-li. Mr. Pan went
directly home from the station and sighed with relief when he saw the gate tightly shut. They had warned Wang
Ma about this one thing more than anything else—to keep the gate closed. Now Mr. Pan had to knock many times
before Wang Ma opened the gate. She was astonished when she saw Mr. Pan.
“Why has the master come back? No need for running any more?”
Mr. Pan muttered something, ran into the house, and looked all around. He then opened the lock of the
bedroom and carefully examined everything. He was relieved to find that nothing had changed, everything was
just as they had left it yesterday. Yet he was still somewhat worried, so he locked the bedroom door and went out.
“You must still lock the front door,” he admonished Wang Ma.
Fastening the gate behind him, Wang Ma shook her head over Mr. Pan’s behavior. She thought that the master
and his family must be staying right here in town. He must have feared that she would want to go with them, so he
had lied to her about going to Shanghai. “Else how could master turn around and come home?” Wang Ma
wondered. “And mistress and the two children, where are they hiding if they didn’t come home? But why didn’t
they let me go with them? Must be afraid there would be too many people. They must be staying in that
foreigners’ red house. It’s been arranged with the soldiers not to attack that house during the fighting. To tell the
truth I wouldn’t go even if they asked me to. I’m not afraid. My burial gown is ready if the fighting should come
here.”
Wang Ma thought of a pair of embroidered slippers presented to her by a niece. They were very beautiful. It
would be good to go to her rest wearing them. Yen Wang\fn{ A note reads: King of the Underworld.} would look upon
her differently. She felt somewhat comforted and thought no more of where the master’s family had gone.
Mr. Pan made his way to the office of the education official who he knew was a correspondent, and asked him
if the bureau head was really planning to open the school. The official replied:
“Of course he is! He even said that some teachers thought only of escape and not of their duty. This proved
them to be unfit for educational work. It would not be a bad idea to dismiss them.”
Mr. Pan shivered as he listened, but he also congratulated himself for his own decision to return. He hurried
back to the school and began writing announcements to be sent out to all the parents of students. Although war
was threatening, he wrote, education remained an urgent need for all children, just as urgent as clothes and food.
During the Great War\fn{As World War I was called, prior to the onset of World War II .} the Europeans continued to conduct
their schools in air raid shelters. We cannot permit such a spirit to characterize other nations and not our own, and
therefore, he concluded with a flourish, school would open as usual at the end of the prescribed recess. He hoped
the elders of the family would consider the matter in this light and send their children as if nothing were amiss,
not only for their own benefit and for the good of the school, but for the glory of the nation.
Mr. Pan read his composition over three times and felt entirely satisfied with it. He would surely win the
bureau head’s praise for the forethought. The letter was transferred onto the stencil and one hundred copies were
made, enclosed in envelopes and duly sent off with the servant for delivery.
When he had done his public duty, Mr. Pan thought again of his family affairs. If school opened, he could not
return to Shanghai, and there was nothing he could do to help the woman and children he left behind in the hotel.
He resolved to write a letter telling them to remain there and not to worry, but to be careful about everything. He
wrote a letter to his wife and shortly afterward posted it.
Next day his heart sank, however, when he heard from the teahouse that the railway line had indeed been cut.
His dearly beloved wife and two children seemed to have blown away with the wind, far, far away, almost
disappearing. He returned to school with downcast face. There he found the servant who told him that twenty of
the families he had gone to were locked behind their gates and refused to open them. He had to slip the letters in
through door cracks. At thirty other homes there were only servants. The parents had fled with their children to
Shanghai and nobody could say when they would come back to school. Of the rest, some replied, “We’ll see.”
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Others said, “Let books come second. We’ve got to worry about our lives first.”
“So be it,” said Mr. Pan absently, his mind on his own concerns. He smoked a cigarette and decided on a
course of action. He made his way to the office of the Red Cross. He paid in the membership fee and announced
that his school was large enough to be used as a refuge for women in case of need. This was an act of benevolence
and of course was warmly acclaimed. Besides, Mr. Pan was already a well-known personage in town. He was
given a flag with a big red cross on it to hoist over his school and a badge showing that he was a member of the
society.
The sight of the flag and the badge gave him a mystic sense of joy and security, as if they were life-saving
charms. “Everything is safe now! But …” His thought broke off and he turned smiling to the official. “Give me
another flag and a few more badges, will you?” He explained that he also wanted to put a flag on the side door of
the school. And about the badges, why, he might lose one, it was so small, and therefore he wanted several to keep
in reserve. The official demurred and pointed out jokingly that one couldn’t eat them or play with them and that a
person could only be one member no matter how many badges he had; but in the end he yielded to Mr. Pan’s
request.
Both flags now flew in the early autumn breeze. But there was none at the side door of the school. The extra
banner now fluttered over Mr. Pan’s own house. One of the red badges appeared on the front of Mr. Pan’s gown,
glistening and giving him a sense of new dignity and courage. The extra badges he wrapped up and carefully hid
in the pocket of his innermost garment. “One is for her, one for Ah Ta, and one for Ah Erh,” he said to himself.
They were refugees far away in Shanghai, but now it was as if he had bought them extra insurance, and he felt it
would somehow afford them new courage too.
Fighting was going on at Pi-chuang.
Rarely did houses open their doors at Jang-li. Shops, naturally, were closed. The streets were filled with a
constant stream of soldiers going up to the front. On their passage they seemed to have become omnipotent. They
could smash anything they pleased, and now too began the seizure of coolies for forced labor with the army.
Those who feared this would happen to them fled. The impressed men were strung together on a single line to
which they were all bound and they marched along one following another. Everybody in town was afraid to go
out into the streets. If it was absolutely necessary, they traveled through narrow lanes and paths rather than on the
main streets. Even men like Mr. Pan dared not walk out into the open despite Red Cross badges and other
evidences of dignity. The streets of Jang-li were quiet and somehow looked wider.
There had not been any Shanghai papers for some days. The local militia frequently posted news from the
front, usually news of victories for their side and defeats for the enemy. Whenever these reports were posted many
came to read them, although they afforded little comfort. It was as if other news was hiding behind the notice
board. Many went away frowning. with uncertainty.
During this time Mr. Pan was in utter despair. Hardest to bear was the separation from his wife and children,
and the fact that he had had no news of them. He felt as if his difficulties would go on forever. Then there was his
own safety. They were only a hundred li from Pi-chuang. The badge was useful, but there was no guarantee on it.
And suppose it proved useless, to whom could he appeal? Bullets, artillery, looting, and fire were all real and near,
they were not idle jests. He would have to ask around and find other solutions.
So Mr. Pan set out in search of news from the front. If the news was no different from rumors he had already
heard, he would tend to believe it. But every time he saw somebody rushing down the street, he was consumed
with fear and cu-riosity because he felt certain that some true and dreadful information must be the cause of the
mans haste. Only because he knew none of them was he able to check his impulse to ask them—“What is it?”
The most dependable news came from the Red Cross Society because there were often rescue workers coming
back from the front on the military train. But Mr. Pan hesitated to go there too often, even though he was a
member. He feared that his anxiety would disclose his fears. But he went every evening to visit a Red Cross
official named Wu. He would be relieved every time he was told that nothing startling had occurred or that the
fighting had now moved to such and such a place. That evening as usual he went to Mr. Wu and had a long wait
before he finally appeared.
“Nothing bad, I hope?” asked Mr. Pan anxiously. “The official announcement said that a general offensive was
started yesterday against the enemy.”
“Not good,” said Mr. Wu sadly. He choked back his words, twisting his sport whiskers on the sides of his lips.
“What is it?” Mr. Pan’s heart jumped a beat, his body felt as though something were restraining it. Mr. Wu
leaned over and whispered, as if afraid of eavesdroppers.
“The truth is that Cheng-an, eight li from Pi-chuang, was lost this morning!”
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“Ai!” shouted Mr. Pan like a madman. And after a pause he said, “I’m going home.” He turned around and left.
The street lights seemed especially dim. Mournfully, with sidewise steps, Mr. Pan hurried home, as if pursued
by someone.
“You can bolt the door and go to sleep,” he said to Wang Ma when he got home. “I’ll be leaving again and will
not return tonight. It’s urgent business.”
In an old chest he found a cotton-padded crepe gown which they had forgotten to pack. It was far from new but
was worth keeping. There were several lined jackets belonging to the children. They were also old, but upon
examining them closely, Mr. Pan decided they could still be used. Then there was Mrs. Pan’s old silk skirt which
he was not sure she would care to lose. Mr. Pan made a hasty package of them all and carried them with him.
“Ricksha! Ricksha! The red house on Fu-hsing Street. Ten cents.”
“Ten cents?” said the ricksha man lazily. “How many rickshas do you think you see around anyway? We’d
have run off long ago if we didn’t have to risk our lives for food. Thirty cents—it’s up to you.”
“All right, thirty cents,” replied Mr. Pan, stepping in and getting settled. “But you’ll have to run faster.”
“Where are you going, Mr. Pan?” A colleague by the name of Huang met him along the way and stopped to
ask him.
“Oh, Mr … I’m going …” Mr. Pan answered helplessly, not knowing whose voice it was. It suddenly occurred
to him that there was too much to say. The wheels were going too fast, and the man would not pursue him with
further questions. Mr. Pan held back.
The red house was already full of people, most of them moved in ten days back. With children running around
crying and the adults moving about and talking and lights glimmering in the rooms, it presented a lively
appearance.
“There’s really no space left,” said the host. “But we can’t refuse you since your things are already stored here.
Some people just arrived and we put them in the side room used for a kitchen. We couldn’t refuse them either. We
might ask them if they mind having you come in with them.”
“I’m sure they’d agree after talking it over,” replied Mr. Pan, who felt as comforted as if he were home.
“Anyway, I would’t try to sleep at a time like this. Just a place to sit down will be enough.”
When he stepped into the side room with his bag, he scarcely believed his eyes. He thought perhaps the excitement had been too much for him, and his eyes had become blurry. That was why he was making a mistake. He
closed his eyes and opened them again, but there was the same man over at the window talking to someone. And
was it not the head of the bureau of education, with that thick mustache on his upper lip? Mr. Pan hesitated and,
while he felt like fleeing, he also knew that it would not look good if he turned and left. The bureau head also saw
him and greeted him with an awkward smile.
“So you’ve come too, Mr. Pan, come on in and rest yourself,” he said. When the host saw that they were
acquainted, he left.
“Mr. Bureau Head is already here,” replied Mr. Pan. “Will it be convenient to have one more?”
“We’re only three. You’re perfectly welcome. It’s not cold and we have a mat there on which we can take turns
lying down.”
Mr. Pan thought that the bureau head was especially friendly. None of his usual dignity nor his majestic air
now! Mr. Pan stepped forward with no more misgivings.
“Then excuse my impertinence,” he said. “I’ll spend the night here with you three.”
The room was rather narrow. On the mat in the center sat a middle-aged man who looked rather tired but who
showed no intention of going to sleep. On one side were the rows of pans and the stove, and on the other under
the window were three stools. The bureau head sat on one of them. A young man of about twenty with shining
hair, a cousin of the bureau head, sat on the second. The third stool was empty. In the corner next to the stove
were three bundles and a woven willow suitcase. These things no doubt belonged to the three men. There was
little space to spare. The dust-covered electric bulb shed a misty light, illuminating men and objects but
indistinctly. Mr. Pan laid his bundle with the others and modestly sat down on the empty stool. After introducing
him to the others, the bureau head asked,
“Have you heard the news about Cheng-an?”
“Yes,” replied Mr. Pan, “It will be hard to keep Pi-chuang with Cheng-an gone.”
“They must have been careless over there. The loss of Cheng-an proved it. Pi-chuang is easiest to take through
Cheng-an. Maybe they’re there already! Horrible to think of it!”
“We’ll be ruined here if that’s true.”
“But our General Tu is not stupid. They say he’s famous for the way he employs his troops. He must have
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thought of this and will prepare for it. Maybe he’ll be able to reverse the situation, turn the defensive into an
offensive and attack the enemy in their own nest like splitting a bamboo …”
“If that happens everything will be all right. The war would finish and then we in the teaching business could
open school and run it as usual.”
Mention of the school made the bureau head conscious of his position. He stroked his beard and sighed. “Don’t
talk about it. This war is certainly terrible for all the students!” The uneasy feeling of hiding away in this cramped
side room gave way to a remote sense of the majesty of sitting behind a desk in the office of the bureau of
education. The middle-aged man sitting on the mat lifted his head and spoke with anger:
“That General Chu on the other side is hateful—why should he resist when attacked? There’s no chance for
him to win. If he would wisely retreat, there wouldn’t be any war!”
“He’s a fool,” chimed in the bureau head’s cousin. “He won’t give in until the end. Only we’ve got to suffer for
all of them sitting in a dark narrow room like this.” He finished half in jest.
Mr. Pan was thinking of his wife and children in Shanghai. Were they safe? Would they have any difficulties?
Would they all be asleep at this moment? He could not picture them very distinctly. In reality he was in the worse
position. He looked out of the window into the small yard. He was silent and sorrowful.
“We just don’t know what is happening!” he broke out involuntarily after a pause. He was thinking of the
horrible news and anticipated danger.
“Hard to say,” mused the bureau head, assuming an air of long experience with military matters. “The trick of
fighting rests entirely in matters of chance which are constantly changing. Maybe unexpectedly … maybe …” He
smiled at the middle-aged man.
The middle-aged man, the cousin of the bureau head, and Mr. Pan all understood the meaning of that smile.
Everyone thought nothing much would happen to them sitting here, so everyone felt at ease and smiled.
The small yard was full of overgrown weeds. It had become the safe domain of mosquitoes and all kinds of
insects. They were flocking toward the light in the side room. The four startled gentlemen had enough of them.
These small creatures flew all around their heads, and if a mosquito suddenly stung one of them, he would slap it
in pain. From time to time, they would stop talking to listen fearfully for the thunder of guns and the voices of
men. No one slept in peace, but as the bureau head had suggested, everyone took turns lying down on the mat for
a rest.
Early next morning, Mr. Pan, his eyes bloodshot, felt chilly when the breezes of dawn filtered in. An urgent
desire to know what was going on outside took possession of him, and he slipped out of the red house. The street
presented its usual aspect. Stray dogs looked animatedly this way and that. Occasionally one or two sleepy-eyed
people passed by. Mr. Pan turned down another street. Everything was as usual.
He laughed aloud at the, hasty and ridiculous way in which he had fled the night before from his own home.
But Mr. Pan immediately reflected that sufficient caution was better than needless risk, so he had really conducted
himself quite correctly.
*
Having consumed a total of twenty days, the war came to an end.
Everybody in the town felt relieved. “All is well now,” they sighed, “and will be well if war doesn’t break out
again.” Mr. Pan was far from satisfied, for there were still no trains from Shanghai. There was no way of bringing
his family back at once. He had received two letters but they were so brief as not to be very reassuring. More than
anything else he regretted his own lack of foresight. If he had only known what would happen, he would have
saved the cost of running away and spared himself the loneliness suffered during their separation.
He went to the bureau of education, certain that the question of reopening school would now be discussed. In
the reception room he found a number of officials of the department cutting paper and preparing large quantities
of ink, as if preparing for some celebration.
“Here’s Mr. Pan, just on time!” they cried. “You write so well in the yen style. Here, you do it.”
“Only Mr. Pan can write such big characters!” chimed in others.
“What do you want me to write? What's it all about?”
“We’re preparing to welcome back the triumphant General Tu. Two sets of colored arches will be set up at both
ends of the station for the General’s carriage to pass under. Now we need appropriate characters to adorn the
arches.”
“Don’t be so polite, Mr. Pan, we all desire it!” they declared in a single voice, and the brush was thrust into Mr.
Pan’s hand.
Mr. Pan was enjoying this moment. He dipped the brush into the ink. After thinking for a moment he scrawled
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four characters across the shining paper:
Kung Kao Yo Mu.\fn{A note reads: “Greater in Service than Yo and Mu,” referring to a famous statesman and a
general in the mythical days of the emperors Yao and Shu.}
On the second piece he wrote:
Wei Chen Tung Nan.\fn{A note reads: “Power Threatening East and South.”}
On the third he wrote:
Teh Lung En P’u.\fn{A note reads: “Eminent Virtue and Broad Benevolence.”}
As he wrote the last characters he thought of the men being dragged in bonds to toil for the army, he heard the
firing of cannon and saw the burning of houses, he imagined the screams of women, and he saw pictures of
starving people and decaying corpses. In an instant the pictures flashed before him and passed away. A man by his
side looked judicially at his handiwork.
“That last phrase is still more to the point and the characters are best written of all. …”
“Now what will he say to go with it?” asked another.
2
In a lane not too clean and neat there was a two-story house with one room downstairs and one upstairs. All the
furniture in the downstairs room was in a blur as if the dim yellowish paraffin lamp on the table had darkened the
room instead of giving it light. Beside the table sat an elderly woman with a child about two in her arms. There
was nothing unusual about the woman’s features. Though her forehead was wrinkled, she did not look old or
feeble. Only her reddened eyes were a little strange, staring fixedly from their deep sockets at the child’s face. She
looked sad and lost, noting how the color had faded from the little boy’s cheeks and how weak he was after his
recent shock.
Of late the child had cried as much as six months ago when he was being weaned. He would burst out crying
abruptly just as if someone had hit him. Once he started he would go on endlessly, like cicadas chirping in
summer. The woman tried her best to soothe him, recalling all the phrases she had used to comfort babies in her
younger days, but all to little avail; perhaps the child found them too outlandish or old-fashioned. Only after he
had exhausted himself by sobbing would his eyelids begin to flutter until finally they closed altogether.
Tonight the woman felt relieved because, for a change, the child had not started crying. If he should go to sleep
like that, wouldn’t it be a rare quiet night? But on the other hand, she was wondering uneasily what news her
younger brother would bring back, what he had learned of her poor darling who had been in her thoughts day and
night.
These evenings had been torture to her, apart from the child's crying, for she seemed to see so many shadowy
pictures in the dim lamplight. First here, now there, she could have sworn she glimpsed pools of bright red blood!
As cars sped by or heavy trucks thundered steadily past outside, she seemed to see the two of them in a car with
heavy clanking chains on their wrists and ankles. When footsteps—heavy or light, slow or quick—passed by her
door, she was afraid the police had come for her and the baby. The ringing of her neighbor’s doorbell set her heart
throbbing. Already of the age when one sleeps little, she could not fall asleep at all now for terror. When she went
to bed she dared not light the lamp for fear the light upstairs would attract attention and cause trouble. Besides,
she preferred to see nothing, to be in sheer darkness.
But no! The flickering shadows appeared just the same: the red pool like the setting sun even seemed to be
spreading. All she could do was to hug the child who often sobbed in his dreams. She kept gazing at the child.
Weak and stricken, she did not know which way to turn. The future loomed before her like a sea of mist which
surely hid wild beasts or pitfalls. And her only companion in danger was this small child. She was virtually alone.
She dreaded to think more and, wanting something better to do, she asked the child,
“Big Baby, precious, what’s your surname?”
“Zhang,” he replied. Not knowing what a surname means, a child simply repeats what he is told just as he is
taught to say papa and mama.
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“No, no,” the woman scolded him mildly, a little worried because he had not learned his new lesson well.
“Don’t say that, nobody’s surname is Zhang. Listen, Big Baby’s surname is Sun. Remember, Sun, Sun …”
“Sun,” the child did not insist but repeated after her in his babyish tone, looking up into her face.
She shut her eyes tightly twice. Her tears had nearly run dry but she felt close to sobbing. “That’s right. Sun,
Sun. Now again, what is your surname?”
“Sun,” repeated the little boy mischievously, reaching out for the green jade hairpin in her hair.
“Good, Big Baby’s a dear!” She held the child tightly, her face brushing against his cotton shirt. “Whoever
asks you, your surname is Sun, Sun …” Her voice, tinged with sadness, died away.
The child, his arms pinioned, was unable to reach the hairpin. Suddenly he burst out crying, struggling with all
his might, tears streaming down his face.
She knew what this meant—the normal routine had started, no chance of a quiet evening. In a very gentle
voice she crooned,
“Big Baby, precious, don’t cry! A nice doll’s coming to see Big Baby. She’s in a red sedan-chair … in a pretty
carriage …”
The little boy as usual paid no heed but cried even louder.
“I want … my mama …”
More distressed and frightened than ever, the woman felt his cries were piercing her heart like sharp needles
and worried lest the neighbors hear through the thin walls and become suspicious. But it was not easy to appease
him. Fully aware that what she was saying was no use, still she repeated again and again in a trembling voice,
“Mama will be back soon.” At that the child only cried louder, opening wide his tearful eyes and looking around
for his mother.
She stood up and started pacing the floor, holding the child in her arms. Her slow, heavy steps showed her age.
She paced to and fro, reciting those outlandish, old-fashioned expressions meant to soothe a child. The furniture in
the room seemed to be vibrating with the child’s crying, the wick of the lamp seemed to be expanding, expanding
… and ah, a pool of blood! She shut her weary eyes, not daring to look again. Although the child’s cries were
piercing her ears, she felt she was alone on a strange mountain, in surroundings so weird that her blood was
turning cold.
Tap, tap, somebody was knocking at the door. At the same time the scabby brown dog across the lane started
barking. She started, then recognized the familiar knock. Her younger brother had come back. She hurried to open
the door.
The door had barely opened a crack when in slipped the man outside. Swiftly and softly he turned back to
close the door as if shutting out something that was after him.
“Well?” asked the woman eagerly in a low voice. She wished she could see into his heart, to share all he knew.
Her brother walked in, glancing around and taking a seat, gasping. He looked like a merchant of about forty, fine
wrinkles around his narrow eyes making it seem as if he were always smiling. His nose was not big either. Sweat
glimmered on his forehead, yet he was shivering. The child’s crying reminded him of a few water-chestnuts he
had in his pocket. He took them out and handed them to the child, saying, “Eat these! Don’t cry!”
Tired already and attracted by the water-chestnuts, the child took them and fell to nibbling them between sobs.
Only then did the woman sit down again by the table.
“Well, I saw what I went for,” said her brother faintly. Hand on forehead, he looked crestfallen and exhausted.
“You did?” The woman’s eyes were dilated, her heart racked by a feeling stronger than grief.
“Yes, just now.”
Only fear prevented the woman from dragging him out to show her. She uttered a cry of despair.
“Sister, nowadays there is hardly a good-hearted person to be found. But the fellow I met today, he is a good
sort.” Her brother stuck up one thumb in admiration.
“The one you went to look for?”
“That’s right. I found him, at a small teahouse. I approached him in a friendly way, saying there were these two
people he probably remembered. Now they were finished, but I begged him to have a heart and show me their
coffins.” He knitted his brows, making the wrinkles around his eyes more conspicuous, scratched his head and
pursed his lips to show that it had not been easy. “At first he paid little attention to me, just told me to forget it. So
many people were finished, male and female, in long gowns or in short coats, how could he remember any two of
them? Anyway, it was forbidden to see the coffins, he said. But as I had found the fellow, I would not give up. I
tried again, telling him how sad their case was, a husband and wife, the woman leaving an old mother and a baby
crying for Mama day in and day out in its grandmother’s arms. I begged him to take pity on the old and the
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young. In fact, I did everything I could short of kowtowing to him.”
The woman listened, sadly casting down her eyes to watch the child who was falling asleep. The water
chestnuts had dropped on to her lap.
“My pleading moved him,” her brother continued in a proud tone, a genuine smile appearing for one brief
instant on his seemingly eternally smiling face. “After all, everybody is human. Appeal to someone as a fellow
man and he’s bound to be touched. He stopped holding aloof, thought for a while and sighed, ‘There was a couple
like that. Naturally, everyone is dear to his parents. Since you made it out such a sad case, I’ll show you the place.
But why should a young married couple do such things instead of leading a quiet life?’ I told him I didn’t know.
We merchants couldn’t understand those scholars. Probably …”
The woman heaved a sigh from the depth of her aching heart. Like her brother, she did not know the mind of
her daughter and son-in-law either. But of one thing she was certain: they did not belong to the same category as
those prisoners with ferocious looks and rough voices. Not the same category, yet the same fate. Why? Recently
she had been pondering this painful problem but she could not solve it. Nobody was there to give her an answer
either.
“He told me to meet him at six o’clock at a street corner. I of course thanked him again and again and went to
the appointed place ahead of time to wait for him. After six he turned up, in ordinary civilian clothes. He led me to
the fields, talking to me as we walked. Ah …”
He stopped, afraid of what came next. The fearful, ugly recollections refused to be brushed aside. But could his
sister bear to hear? Perhaps she would faint The two of them had walked towards the open country. There was no
street light, no moon and no stars in the sky, the oppressive darkness weighed heavily upon them. The black
shadows of distant trees and nearby buildings in the deathly silence seemed like monsters forming ranks.
Occasionally two or three fireflies floated up and down as if ghosts were blinking their eyes with joy as they
danced! The dogs’ barking and the automobiles’ honking in the distance sounded as if they came from beyond the
horizon. But the faint droning in the air emanated from scores of small ephemeral insects. It had rained in the
morning and the ground was muddy and slippery. He stumbled along in the dark. The other, a cigarette between
his lips, said slowly,
“They seemed kindly folk. They came to this place full of indignation yet they still looked kindly. Each eyed
the other, then both lowered their heads, as if they wanted to say something yet could not. You know, that is the
type we are afraid of. We don’t mind fighting, we can raise our guns and open fire. I suppose you could, too,
provided you were strong enough to carry a gun. Before you is the enemy, whether you hit him or not, you don’t
know what he looks like. But if someone is bound and placed before you so that you see even his hair and
eyebrows clearly, then it is hard to pull the trigger! After all, he’s a human being. It’s especially hard with those
kindly ones, who look delicate enough to fall at a breath. That day the one given the job backed away several
times and then—orders are orders!—tightly knitting his brows he fired. For some reason he missed. The man was
hit in the arm and he writhed in pain. The woman, seeing that, screamed like mad. To tell you frankly, I felt so bad
that I turned away. Three more shots and the thing was finished. The two of them were covered with blood.”
As he listened, holding his breath, his legs grew numb and he hardly dared move for fear he might tread on a
skeleton. So he followed closely, his chest almost brushing against the other man’s back.
The woman saw that her brother was in a sort of trance, his small eyes bulging, scratching his head. She knew
there must be something more.
“What did he say?” she asked. “Did he see the end?”
The “end” was something which had been on her mind for days and nights. But she could not picture it to herself. Guns she had seen on the shoulders of soldiers and policemen. Was that dark glistening tube the thing which
had finished her daughter and son-in-law? No, she could not believe it! She could see the young couple as clearly
as in life. In what way did they deserve to be shot? She could not understand. How did their breath cease and
vanish into thin air? There was something so dreamlike and unreal about this that she sometimes felt her daughter
and son-in-law had not been “done for.” One day the door would open to their familiar knock and the dear young
pair would come in, full of life, shoulder to shoulder. But this feeling was equally dreamlike and unreal.
“He didn’t see the end,” her brother hastened to reply. “He said the man was very generous, giving away his
clothes. That’s how he got the pair of foreign-style trousers he had on.”
“A light gray pair, made last August,” murmured the woman, gazing at the lamplight, screwing up her eyes.
“I couldn’t see clearly because it was dark and the ground was slippery. Several times I nearly fell. If I hadn’t
been wearing shoes with leather soles, my feet would have been soaked. We came to a spot and he said that was
the place. I looked around. There were a dozen or so big dark trees under which were some dead white coffins.”
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The brother lowered his head, and his bald spot glimmered in the lamplight. He had not the heart to tell her his
sensation when he was told to look for coffins “numbers 17 and 18.” Words would fail him to describe it. He had
felt that all kinds of corpses—some frowning or gritting their teeth, some with shoulders or breasts shot through,
some with broken noses or limbs—were about to kick off the coffin lids and dash at him. He was almost
paralyzed with horror. His guide struck several matches and said, “Look here, 17 and 18.” The white coffin lids
showed dimly in the match light. At first they looked like creeping snakes, but when he could fix his eyes on
them, they stopped moving and he saw the two Arabic numbers, 17 and 18, written with a Chinese brush. ‘I’ve
come to see you, niece!’ he invoked her under his breath, praying that she would not follow him. Then he quickly
fled back to the path. But this was not suitable for his sister’s ears. He continued:
“That fellow said the numbers were written on the coffins, and he remembered clearly their numbers were 17
and 18. We searched through the coffins one by one till we found them, one straight and one lying crosswise, I
recognized the numbers on the coffins.”
“Seventeen! Eighteen!” cried the woman in spite of herself, pale in anguish, her eyes shining with tears. Just as
on that night when someone had slipped in to break the awful news, she felt aghast, stunned and cold, her mind a
blank, with a strange sinking sensation. No more would she hear their familiar knock or see the dear young pair
come in, full of life, shoulder to shoulder. They were gone beyond recall. Numbers 17 and 18—there was
evidence solid as iron! Hatred blazed from her empty heart, a fierce glint came into her eyes.
“I could kill them!”
Seeing his sister in such a state, the brother turned away listlessly and said with a sigh, “I saw that the coffins
were passable, not too thin.” Obviously just a well-intentioned lie. All of a sudden, for no reason at all, he was
gripped by a wild suspicion: What if that man had remembered the wrong numbers? It was not likely. Still the
suspicion kept gnawing at his heart like a poisonous serpent.
“Listen!” the woman told him, gritting her teeth and trembling violently. The sleeping baby stretched as if he
were waking up but simply turned over. Smoothing his cotton shirt, she continued, “I’m past caring! I don’t mind
whether I die tomorrow or this instant. I’m so old and my fate is hard.” She went on between sobs. “The year that
your brother-in-law died your niece was only five. Bringing her up wasn’t easy for me, a poor widow all on my
own. When she married a handsome, educated man, I was happy. I was happy when she gave birth to a son, a
lively lovable boy.” Her right hand unconsciously caressed the child’s head.
“The two were both teachers, doing their jobs gladly, loving and respecting each other. So much the better: that
made me all the happier. But now what’s become of them—17 and 18! It’s as if the sky had fallen suddenly, it’s
terrifying! What did they do? They were my daughter and son-in-law. I have a right to know. But I was told not to
ask. Even you, you told me not to ask, saying that asking would bode no good. What was there to be afraid of? I
was Yingchuan’s mother, Zhang was my son-in-law. I’ll shout through the streets and see who dares do anything
to me!”
Her whole being burning with anger, she had raised her voice by the end in passionate protest for no longer
was she afraid. Patting the child's back, she cried, “Who says your name is Sun? Our Big Baby’s surname is
Zhang, Zhang! If only I could kill those fiends, to take revenge for my young daughter and son-in-law!”
Dazed and frightened by this outburst, her brother strained his ears to hear if there was any sound outside.
Then he muttered feebly, “Why, why, what does it matter to say his surname is Sun? Ah, there’s something I
forgot.” He fumbled in his pocket, remembering the piece of crumpled paper the man had handed to him in the
dark on the road, saying that he had been asked to deliver it to the young couple’s family, but he had slipped it in
the pocket of the trousers and nearly forgotten it. As if it were something monstrous, the brother hesitated at first
to accept. But he had to let it be put in his palm and, loosely crumpling it, he thrust it into his pocket like a thief,
feeling more alarmed than ever.
“They’ve left a note!” he said, copper coins tinkling in his pocket.
“Ah, a note!”
The woman straightened up in high tension. Expectation fervent as is felt by a woman running to open the door
for her beloved took possession of her for a moment.
Though it was less than ten days since she was cut off from her daughter and son-in-law, she felt she had not
seen their smiles or heard their voices for years. Now this note would tell her everything about them, answer all
her questions, and link her heart to theirs. Naturally it meant the whole world to her in that instant.
The note was produced. It was a torn cigarette packet with several finger-prints and a burnt spot on it. On the
inner side was scrawled a message in pencil.
Screwing up his small eyes and holding the note near the paraffin lamp, the brother read aloud,
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We are dying with no regret.
Don’t grieve over us.

What strange talk! Dying with no regret!
Please take good care of Big Baby,
we shall live in him!

“Well, they want you to take good care of Big Baby, because he’s them; if Big Baby is all right, it is as good as
if they were alive themselves. But this business of ‘no regret’ is really queer, queer.”
“Let me see it!”
The woman snatched the note and fixed her eyes on it like an intent reader ready to devour a favorite book
although actually she was illiterate.
It was very still in the room. The child’s deep breathing was hardly audible.
Though illiterate, the woman understood that note. Not just the words, but the meaning hidden inside. For the
first time she saw into the mind of her daughter and son-in-law. A new strength flowed through her whole being
and her heart felt lighter. The furniture in the lamplight looked as quiet as usual. Outside she could hear nothing
except distant singing accompanied by a fiddle played by an adept hand.
“Big Baby, my darling, go upstairs and sleep.” She stood up and made for the stairs, her lips touching the little
boy’s head, the note pressed against his breast. Her tired eyes were glowing with maternal love, her steps were
lighter than before. She had courageously made up her mind to take up a mother’s responsibilities once again.
The child, jogged awake, without opening his eyes screwed up his little face and cried, “Mama …”
1895

195.72 An Autobiographical Statement\fn{by Fu Lien-chang (1895- )} Tingchow, Fukien Province, China (M) 2
Tingchosw, Fukien, is my native town. I was born there in 1895.
My family were Christians of the London Mission, and belonged to the poor laboring class.. When I was
young, the English mission doctors agreed to help me study medicine, as I was a destitute but promising
Christian. My wife was also helped by missionaries as a girl and became a teacher. I am one of the earliest
members of the Chinese Medical Club, or Po Yi Hui, organized by Sir William Osler of Oxford.
I was a very ardent Christian from childhood and I still believe in enlightened Christianity. I used to wonder
why organized Christianity stopped short at charity and never solved any of the social problems of China,
although it had a great influence before the Boxer Rebellion. It seemed to me that it made the Chinese
nonresistant, and although a Christian did not cheat other people, he was easily cheated by them.
My first criticism of Christianity, however, came in 1927. At that time the troops under Yeh T’ing and Ho Lung
came to Tingchow two weeks after the Nanchang Uprising and asked to send their wounded to our mission
hospital during their stay of two weeks. Both the Chinese and foreign doctors, however, all ran away and refused
to render any assistance. This made me very angry for two reasons: First, my colleagues were all supposedly good
Christians, yet they refused to help the wounded and suffering and cared nothing for humanitarianism when the
word “Red” came into their minds.
Second, [ thought it showed a total absence of professional honor for doctors to discriminate between the
wounded on a political basis. I stayed alone at the hospital and took care of three hundred patients from the Red
Army, with the aid only of the teachers and students of the primary school. At that time I saved the life of Cheng
Ken, who had a wounded leg.
I was the first doctor to volunteer with the Red Army. As soon as I talked with the Communist leaders, I knew
they had the true spirit of saving mankind and I decided to join with them. I have never regretted a minute of it,
though my own daughter-at the age of twenty-one, and not a Communist was executed because of me. Her
husband also was executed. At that time my wife and my three other children were taken to Kwangtung by a
friend; they are still living there, and I send letters to them. Lo Ting-yi’s wife was executed. My friend T’ang Ichen, a pharmacist, was executed. Four of my medical students were executed in Tingchow—also many, many
others of my acquaintance. Two of my students in Tingchow joined the Red Army with me.

837

Yeh T’ing and Ho Lung left Tingchow and went to Kwangtung, but I could not leave then as I had too many
patients to care for and would not desert them. I secretly joined the local party. In 1928 Chu Te and Mao Tse-tung
came to the Fukien-Kiangsi border with two thousand soldiers, and I joined the Red Army then.
One influence on my mind was a small book by Ch’ü Ch’iu-po called Hsin She Hui Kuan, or “Study of a New
Society.” I saw that the new society of China must be based upon these principles. Of course, my own economic
background was of the poor, unpropertied class. Later the author and I became good friends. He was a great man.
He was a delegate from Shanghai to the Second Soviet Congress in Juikin, early in 1934. In the same year he was
captured by the Kuomintang in a village near Tingchow. A Red soldier betrayed his identity and he was executed.
When the Long March began in October 1934, Ch’u had stayed behind with a part of the Red Army. At the
same time, others were captured and executed: Liu Po-chien, a returned student from Ger- many-he had been the
head of Feng Yü-hsiang’s political department before joining the Red Army and had helped to prepare the Ningtu
Uprising; Chou Yi-li, then head of the political department of the Red Army; and Ho Ch’ang, vice-chairman of the
political department of the Red Army. I was head of the medical work in the First Campaign. During that time one
of the two students who had volunteered with me died. The other, Dr. Chung Fu-ch’ang, is with me now.
Tingchow was then Red [territory] but not a soviet.
The Red Army captured many doctors from enemy territory and several of them joined voluntarily and are still
with us. At this time, I trained twenty doctors and sixty nurses at the Central Hospital and Medical School, in
Kiangsi, while I was superintendent. This teaching work was later turned over to a doctor who came from
Shanghai. I had organized this hospital and school when the Nineteenth Route Army attacked us in 1933. At the
time of the Second All-Soviet Congress, in 1934, I organized a special medical corps to take care of the delegates,
and in April of that year I started a national hospital. Our medical work was just getting into its stride.
For instance, in Juikin, on August 1, during a big meeting on the anniversary of the Nanching Uprising, three
Kuomintang planes came and bombed. More than ten were wounded, and ten were killed. In a few minutes the
wounded were being taken care of in the hospital. The top authorities came to visit them to show fraternal regard.
In October\fn{1934} we began the Long March. I worked the whole time as physician and surgeon, though I
have had tuberculosis for twenty years, and I feel better now than ever. In Tingchow I used to earn two hundred
dollars a month and saw only a few high-class patients. Now I never have a spare minute, but my health and
spirits are better than in those days when I was young.
On the Long March no high officials had chairs to carry them, but as a doctor I had to have one to conserve my
strength. Once while climbing a mountain, I could not use the chair and my horse (I was riding) fell into a river. I
nearly drowned, but someone saved me.
I crossed the Grasslands three times to help the wounded, and the Great Snow Mountains seven times. I was
with Chu Te in the Grasslands and also in Sikang—we stayed there three months in the summer but snow fell
even then.
It was important to give first aid and a stimulant to patients in crossing the Snow Mountains. Doctors were
vitally needed there, as well as in the Grasslands. I think the worst problem was the mountain sickness in the
Great Snow Mountains because of the rarefied air and the cold. Many died, though we were able to save others. A
great many of our people now have heart trouble from the Long March, and others have nervous troubles from the
strain, but we seldom have cases of shell shock from bombing. Just after the Long March we had numerous cases
of ulceration of the feet and legs because of bad conditions, wounds, and general anemia.
Because of the blockade, I could buy only one thousand dollars worth of medical supplies and equipment in
preparation for the Long March. One of my best doctors was executed by Ch’en Chi-t’ang in Canton in 1934—he
was caught trying to buy medical supplies. The problem of getting medical supplies has always been extremely
difficult. For instance, for one tin of alcohol costing seven dollars we have had to pay forty dollars to the
merchants who smuggle it in.
We could easily save eighty percent of the wounded if we had medical supplies. Most of our wounded die from
lack of medicine and nourishing food, rather than from their wounds. All we can guarantee our wounded is loving
and comradely care from our truly splendid nurses-and this means a great deal to the morale of the soldiers. Most
of the wounded in the Kuomintang armies die because they receive no good nursing. For small operations we use
only a local anesthetic but we always try to have a general anesthetic for major ones.
Here is an instance of the treatment we give: In 1936 there was the beginning of a typhoid epidemic in the
Fourth Front Army in Kansu, but because of good nursing, only two of twenty patients died. The nurses are
usually boys under eighteen, but the Fourth Front Army had two thousand women from Szechuan serving as
nurses—all of them were married to army personnel.
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There are now sixty thousand army people in Yenan and only ten trained doctors! We need trained midwives
for the local people, too, and any and all kinds of doctors, of any political complexion.
In Kiangsi, Kwangtung, and Hunan, malaria and dysentery were scourges. In Szechuan, Kansu, and Shensi we
have mainly dysentery, typhoid, and influenza. In Sikang our chief cases were mountain sickness, indigestion,
typhoid, and trachoma. In Yünnan, Kweichow, and Szechuan, thyroid trouble developed because of lack of
iodine; the local people often have goiters.
Plague is endemic. In north Shensi, cholera and meningitis are prevalent, and syphilis has always been more
prevalent there than elsewhere because of dirty conditions—under our law, all married couples are inspected to
check this. We give free treatment to the people. Vaccinations for other diseases are also free. So far, only ten of
our soldiers have become infected with syphilis, as we are very strict on this matter.
About ninety percent of our soldiers are sexually inexperienced. We have no problem of immorality as the men
are too tired and too busy, and are constantly concentrated on fighting or training. No diseased person could keep
up with the life of the rank and file soldiers—they have to stay healthy or die. There is no conservatism toward
foreign medicine in the army. All the men demand modern medicine if it is available. They like anything modern
and scientific.
203.190 Excerpt from In Hong Kong\fn{by Tao Fen aka Zhou Enrun (1895-1944)} Fuzhou, Jiangsi Province, China (M)
1
… We asked Mr. Zhang to be our guide because he had been in Hong Kong three times before. He took us to
Des Voeux Road (the busiest street in Hong Kong, much like Nanjing Road in Shanghai, though narrower). The
first thing we did was to get some Hong Kong dollars. At the counter of a small bank, one of us took out a pound
note. Mr. Zhang had noticed a list of exchange rates on top of a pile of papers at one end of the counter, which
stated that the day’s exchange rate was one pound sterling to fourteen Hong Kong dollars.
But the bank clerk glanced at us after checking the exchange rate, whereupon a faint smile appeared on his
face, and he seemed to have made up his mind about something. He probably concluded that we were just a group
of country bumpkins. He proceeded to make an especially loud racket with the beads of his abacus, and came up
with an amount of thirteen-odd dollars.
Obviously, he hadn’t planned on Mr. Zhang being so observant. But despite all Zhang’s protests, the clerk
refused to budge. So we staggered along to another bank.
Most of the men we saw on the street were wearing Cantonese-style suits; only a few had on Western suits.
Chinese-style long gowns were as rare as in the Hongkou district of Shanghai. Some of the women were wearing
Cantonese-style blouses and broad-legged trousers; occasionally we saw fashionable girls strutting about in their
fine silk cheongsams, displaying their shapely legs and prominent breasts.
Hong Kong is a mountainous island. On the day of our arrival, we took a ride on the peak tram, something we
had heard about long ago. The tram car was twice the size of an ordinary tram in Shanghai, with its seats arranged
in rows like a second-class train carriage, only there were two seats on one side of the aisle and three on the other.
The inside of the tram was neat and clean.
There was a cable about two inches in diameter between the rails. Due to the steepness of the terrain, the tram
had to depend on mechanical force transmitted through the cable to move it up and down the mountain. At the
very steepest points, passengers would feel as if they were suspended in mid-air with their backs against a wall,
and it was necessary to hold on tightly to the armrests to avoid falling out. Science has indeed created wonders
with mechanical force; this is but one trivial example.
One extraordinary thing about Hong Kong is the absence of even a single Chinese-style building. Most
buildings are built in the European style, with three to five storeys. But this does not mean that there are no poor
people. Innumerable poor families are squeezed into run-down four- or five-storied houses, with balconies or
galleries facing the street crammed with old clothing and household goods. The homeless poor line the sidewalks
at night (but these were covered, and thus protected from the rain).
When we reached the Peak, the weather was so congenial and the air so fresh that merely taking a few breaths
there was enough to give you a sense of physical well-being; we all felt completely relaxed, as if we had just
taken a hot bath. There is a luxury hotel at the top, which from the looks of the people going in and out the main
entrance, is exclusively patronized by the “blue-eyes”. Mansions and villas belonging to Chinese tycoons and
war-lords dot the Peak as well. Obviously this is quite a different world from that of the people who sleep on the
sidewalks.
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Hong Kong island occupies a total area of about thirty square miles. It has been a colony of the British empire
for ninety years. It has a population of 850,000, of which 800,000 are Chinese and 14,000 British.
Just imagine, 14,000 British ruling 800,000 Chinese!
207.79 Military Education And Training In China\fn{by General Pai Ts’ung-hsi (c.1895-after 1946)}Kuangsi, China
(M) 6
During the past six months, I have been invited repeatedly by Acting President Chen and Dean Hsu to have a
talk with you,\fn{This was delivered to the students of the (Whampoa?) Military Collage in 1946 } and I feel greatly enthusiastic
over this opportunity to meet you all.
The subject I propose to take up today is: Modern Tendencies in Army Education. The Military Training Board
was established in Hankow in 1938 In the intervening years since then, this country was engaged in War. We have
been fighting the war of resistance on one hand carrying out wartime education on the other. Our army is not only
inferior in equipment, but in the matter of education, it is also backward. Since I assume in a concurrent capacity
as Minister of the Military Training Board, I at once realized that my responsibilities were extraordinarily heavy,
and I could not but feel a sense of anxiety. I was fully aware that with our Army badly equipped and inadequately
trained pitched against a stubborn enemy with modern equipment, and at the same time with all political,
economic, and cultural facilities not fully developed, we could not but redouble our efforts in the education and
training of our troops under the circumstances.
At the same time, with the lessons learned from the progress of the Second world War, we began to collect
extensively all relevant material relating to military education, from both our Allies and the Axis nations, to serve
as reference for our own efforts. In addition, practical conditions existing in our own Army, as well as some of my
personal views on the subject, were also given due consideration in submitting my plans for the adoption of the
higher authorities.
During the course of the eight years of the war of resistance, I have utilized opportunities afforded by reviews of
troops, inspection of various war zones and front line forces, and visits to various military academies, in talking to
our officers and men as well as the staffs and students of the academies, on the material and views to which I
referred above, in order to enable them to understand modern tendencies in military education in the progressive
nations of the world. The saying has it:
“The [Sage?] may adopt the good points of another people to make good our defects, and to profit by the
experiences of another people to augment our shortcomings.”
Knowledge exceeds the bounds of State considerations. The good points in military knowledge and technique
exhibited in the course of the current world war, both by our own Allies and by our enemy, the Axis nations, must
all be carefully weighed in the light of their intrinsic values, and selection made of them to serve as reference in
the promotion of our own military education.
After a long period of tedious struggle, the troops of the Allied nations finally won victory in this war. As I
look into the future of military reconstruction, I feel that the building of a strong Army must be based on military
education; I have accordingly brought together, and undertaken the necessary revisions in, the contents of the
numerous lectures on military education I have made in recent years, as well as other relevant material collected,
and compiled therefrom a Handbook on the Modern Trends in Military Education, to serve as reference matter for
my colleagues of all ranks, and to be of aid in the promotion of military education in this country; owing to
limitations of time, I am unable to go into the subject fully here today, and I can only refer to a few important
points.
We all know that education is the preparation for war, while war is the application of education; the quality of
the education of an army will thus determine the strength of its fighting power. This is an immutable truth. The
world today is a scientific world; modern warfare is scientific warfare. Because of the advancement of society and
the progress in science, all military technique is also continuously being improved. Napoleon said:
“Military strategy changes every ten years.”
This might be true in his time. But human progress is pursuing the course of geometrical, not arithmetical,
progression. By a comparison of the first 5,000 years of world history with the history of modern scientific
progress in the past three centuries, the extent of scientific advancement in modern times will be easily gauged.
By a further comparison of the history of scientific development during the past three centuries with the technical
progress registered during the last five decades, the extraordinary speed with which recent technical progress has
been advancing will also be readily understood.
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In Napoleon’s time, military strategy changed once every ten years. But during the four years of the World War
I, military tactics underwent changes from the battle of flanks to the battle of fronts, from fighting on horizontal
levels to fighting in perpendicular dimensions. In World War II, furthermore, there have been evolved such
strategies as “immersion battles”, “forestry battles”, and blitzkriegs. All these evolutions indicate that with the
progress of technical knowledge, military tactics also advanced, fully testifying to the real conditions of scientific
warfare. The speed with which changes have been effected is sometimes beyond imagination. We may indeed say
that changes are effected daily—effected momentarily.
Because everything undergoes change, we have the new and the old, the progressive and the backward. New
and progressive things must win over old and backward one’s. The principle necessarily holds true in military
affairs. If the objective of fighting is to win victory, then progress must be sought, and the new and the
progressive must be employed to defeat the old and the backward. There are of course certain immutable
principles in strategy, but the methods and means for the application of such principles undergo changes
constantly and more rapidly with the advent of modern times. The ability to adapt ourselves to “changes” in,
methods is necessary for the successful application of the “unchanging” principles.
As an example, let us look into the famous “concentrations” in military history: Napoleon’s concentration,
Molt’s concentration, and Keitel’s concentration, all of which were different in the methods employed. Molt could
use railways, but Napoleon could not; Keitel could use vehicles on mountainous terrain, both Molt and Napoleon
could not.
Again, the principles of offensive defense employed by Weygand and Gamelin were identically the same as
those employed by Joffre and Foch. But Joffre created the miracle of the Marne, and Foch accomplished the
victory of the Allies, whereas Gamelin and Weygand could not save France from her tragic fate.
Implements of warfare are determined by tools of production, while fighting technique is determined by
production technique. With the scientific progress of military and general technique, tactics is continuously
undergoing changes and improvement. New weapons and new fighting branches continuously pour into the
Armies, so that original weapons and branches are either abandoned or paled into insignificance. From the
Prusso-French War to the current world war, changes in tactics arising out of technical progress have been
innumerable. Inventions in the fields of electricity and light, and the use of the steam engine and the internal
combustion engine, have shortened time and space by tens, hundreds, thousands and tens of thousands of times.
The power and range of artillery fire have greatly diminished the effectiveness of the cavalry. The coordination of
trench construction and artillery pieces have rendered difficult the successful attacks of light, armed infantrymen,
The tank has robbed the small caliber field pieces of their power. The employment of heavy bombs and
parachutists by the Air Force has minimized the value of fortresses. The present age is a scientific one. Modern
warfare is scientific warfare. The whole army has been practically technicalized.
We fully realize that we must adopt the progressive equipment of the Powers, and we must study their new
tactics. Especially at a time like the present when technique improves each day and military tactics changes each
day, we cannot relax in out efforts, but keep up with the progress of the times. But even if we possess the newest
of equipment and have studied the newest tactical methods; if we are not in possession of the necessary education
that is in keeping with the new equipment and new tactics, then our equipment will not be able to manifest its
prowess and the tactics we have studied will only be armchair strategy.
In keeping with the evolution and reformation of technique and military tactics, we have also a lot to learn from
the progressive countries in the matter of military education. Only by so doing may our technique and tactics be
modernized.
We must moreover understand that modern warfare is a full-scale combat into which is to be thrown the
nation’s entire strength. In what is called total warfare, only military strength will not win victory. The complete
mobilization of a nation’s political, economic and cultural resources will only settle a war. As military education is
the central theme in military development, its successful undertaking must be preceded by its close coordination
with the political, economic and cultural policies of the country.
*
That politics coordinates with military affairs and statesmanship is in line with military strategy, is an
immutable principle. More than 200 years ago, the Chinese strategist Sun Pin said:
“The rule of virtue implies the that there must be agreement between the Government and the people. The
latter will then be prepared to live and to die with the State, and will not be afraid of any danger.” A hundred years
ago, Carlowitz also said:
“War is the continuation of politics,”

841

The effects of political conditions on military education have, however, become all the more marked in recent
times. In Tsarist Russia, all the people were treated as slaves, and they had no political consciousness to speak of.
Tsarist armies eventually met defeat in World War I. With the October Revolution and Lenin’s ascendancy to
power, the political system, military education, and military training were drastically reformed and coordination
achieved between political and military policies so that the building of the Red Army was successfully
accomplished. With reference to military construction in Germany and Japan, though the political organization in
these two countries were different from that of Russia, nevertheless the achievement of coordination between
political and military policies was also effected in the same way.
The United States has a population of 127,000,000. Even with the leadership of the late President Roosevelt,
lofty and farsighted political leader as he was, if the American people had not been fully imbibed with a proper
political consciousness, that country’s participation in the present war would not have been so smoothly effected.
Her Congress might not have approved the mobilization of such huge manpower and economic resources, and the
dispatch of such large numbers of her men of the various Services to participate in the various battle fronts, and to
give such large quantities of material aid to the Allies. The United States is a nation where freedom is most
respected, and where conscription is not in force. During World War I, her normal Army Was only 200,000 strong,
but she mobilized a force of 4,000,000. During the current world war, her normal Army was also less than
1,000,000, but with the outbreak of the Pacific War, the United States mobilized within the shortest time possible,
a force of 11,500,000. Had her political conditions been inadequate to cape with the situation, and had
coordination been lacking between her political and military policies, she could not have achieved the objective.
The principle of the coordination between political and military policies is thus a most correct one.
*
In speaking of economic conditions, I refer to the technical standards and the production capacity of a nation. The
bearing of economic conditions on military education is very great. Modern warfare is scientific warfare; it is also
economic warfare. Upon economic conditions depend all industrial foundations and scientific technique.
Whichever country that possesses a high standard of scientific technique and a great production capacity will be
assured of victory. Modern warfare requires not only quality, but also quantity, in the Army. For this reason, there
must be a General Mobilization, all manpower and material resources must be fully mobilized to manifest their
combined prowess. The fighting services must of course be numerous [and] of high quality, but they must be
supplemented by high-degree production technique and a large production capacity.
During the first stage of the current war, Germany with her strong and large mechanized forces engaged in
blitzkrieg tactics, carried all before them and astounded the whole world. In the Germano-Russian engagements, it
was thought that the German Army, with its superior mechanized forces, would capture Moscow. The result was
otherwise; because Soviet Russia, too, possessed modern equipment, and obtained the assistance of the AngloAmericans. In the production of airplanes and that of mechanical equipment for the land forces Germany could
not rival Great Britain, the United States, and Soviet Russia put together, and as a result, Germany’s air forces and
mechanized forces were overwhelmed through inferiority. The Soviet forces eventually succeeded in the
completion on their “annihilation” war at Stalingrad. As to the Navy, Germany occupied a position of absolute
inferiority compared with Great Britain and the United States. Germany has now admitted her defeat to be due to
the fact that her production capacity was inferior compared with the Allies, and that her scientific technique was
inferior compared with the United States.
Again, in the first stage of the Pacific War the Japanese aggressors scored victories in their attacks on Pearl
Harbor and Singapore. But immediately, United States arms production and airplane production increased greatly,
and was able to subdue the Japanese, assume air superiority and maintain control over the seas. Close
coordination was effected between the naval and air force, while the Army possessed equipment absolutely
superior to the Japanese. The joint operation by America’s land, sea and air forces manifested the greatest of
prowess and brought about the collapse of the Japanese.
As a matter of fact, Japan’s Army was not inferior to that of Germany, and added to it was the Bushido spirit of
its men, who were prepared to die freely in battle. In the Atoll, Iwo Jima and Okinawa engagements, indeed,
whole companies, regiments and divisions fought themselves to death, while in the Japanese Air Force there were
the Kamikaze and “dare to die” units. But even such a heroic spirit of sacrifice could not save the Japanese from
the tragic fate of certain defeat.
In modern scientific warfare, the possibility of victory of spirit over matter is attended by conditions, and is not
unconditional. The age of “human bullets” is past; now is a time for the manifestation of the prowess of artillery
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fire. The invention of the atomic bomb has all the more confirmed the truth that production technique determines
war technique.
China is still lingering at the stage of agricultural economy. All industrial foundations are still in the budding
stage. Production technique is far behind that of advanced nations. If we are to elevate our technical standards,
augment our production capacity, and to improve the equipment of our Army, the improvement of our economic
situation is an indispensable condition.
*
By cultural conditions I refer to a people’s historical traditions, its spiritua1 foundations, the modes of living of
the people, and the foundations of its general educations. China possesses a civilized history of 5,000 years. Sun
Yat-sen, Father of the Republic, led the nation in the revolutionary movement to overthrow the Manchu dynasty,
to found the Republic, the Three People’s Principles and the revolutionary spirit of the nation stood in its stead
and enabled the nation to resist aggression and sustain the long war of resistance lasting eight years.
Culturally, however, the foundations of popular education of the people are far from adequate. Taking the
United States as an example, we find that combatants in the U. S. Air Force are one hundred per cent university
men; riflemen and signalmen have at least gone through the high school; in the Army and Navy, a considerable
percentage of the men have also received university education (in the Army, they constitute about 25 per cent). As
to Soviet Russia; with the success of the October Revolution, attention was immediately paid to cultural
reconstruction, and ultimately the strong Red Army was built up, with a fighting power far superior to that
obtaining in the Tsarist troops. When the Germans thought they could capture Moscow in three months on the
outbreak of the war, they had made a great error in their estimation at the Soviet Army’s strength.
Compared with our Allies, the United States and Soviet Russia, China’s position culturally is far inferior.
Because of the absence of favorable conditions in our political organization, our education measures, and our
mass organization, the popular education of the Chinese people is at a low 1evel; and there is a lack of proper
political consciousness, all of which affects military educational provisions. Taking, for example, manpower
mobilization during the war, with the enforcement of conscription, there had been very few instances where
people spontaneously offered themselves for military service. Even among the able-bodied men conscripted,
sometimes it was necessary to have them closely guarded to prevent attempts at escape. I recall here the sayings,
“If the men are not taught the need to take up arms, they are being abandoned” and “To drive a people to military
service without first educating them in the need to do so is to bring suffering to them.” When we trace the matter
to its source, we cannot but admit that because popular education has not reached a suitable level, we find in
looking into the quality of our men, that the majority seeing service are of the ignorant and illiterate class.
If such men are employed to use scientific weapons and to engage in combat, how can the weapons used be
expected to manifest fully their prowess? Accordingly, in our new policy for the education of our servicemen, we
must start with the wiping out of illiteracy. Popular education serves as the basis for military education. If popular
education is not universally extended, the people’s education standard does not reach its normal level, and the
consolidation of military education will be affected. Conditions in the training of the Military Academy reflected
the actual position. After the Battle of Wuhan, at the Nan-yo [Hengshan] Military Conference, the statistics of the
Ministry of War and the Board of Military Operations were consulted, and in order to meet the need for the
replacement of junior cadre members fallen in action, it was found that a junior cadre of 45,000 must be provided
annually. The need for trained personnel thus increased greatly. Because of difficulties in obtaining adequate
candidates, the standard of qualifications for admission was lowered to include those studying in senior middle
schools who have graduated from junior middle schools. And because of the needs of war, the period of training
was shortened from three years to one year or even half a year. Branch training centers were put up in different
localities.
The period, of training having been shortened, and limitations being also placed in the supply of arms, the
training provided could not be expected to be efficient. This was felt by those both in charge of initial training and
the subsequent training of those who have been called up. Sometimes, equipment available in the army units was
not provided in the training centers, and the course studied tended to be impractical. Under the slogan that “the
cadre determines everything”, the education of cadre members and that of officers were most important. Because
popular education was not well developed, the quality of the education provided for the training of officers was
affected. Because of the lack of weapons and equipment, the education lost much of its practical value. Under
these conditions, the difficulties attending the enforcement of military education in wartime may well be
imagined.
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Two years ago, with the objective of elevating the standard of education given to military trainees, in keeping
with the policy of attaching due importance to quality, it was drastically decided to reduce the number of principal
training units from32 to 15, and to extend the period of training to two years. Henceforth, in our work of military
reconstruction, we must on the one hand raise universally the standard of our popular education so that it may
coordinate with efforts at military education. At the same time, in military education itself, we must take steps as
far as possible to strengthen equipment and the provision of weapons and other material, so that the results
obtained may be more practical, and the quality of our cadre elevated.
*
In speaking on the problem of the system of our military education, as at the moment the equipment of the
Chinese Army is principally American, our educational system and methods must be that of the United States.
This tendency cannot be doubted. There is, however, one most important pre-requisite: whatever system is
adopted, it must not be swallowed up wholesale. A spirit of independence and self-determination must be upheld.
In the past, when Yuan Shih-kai was training the “Self-Strengthening Army” in Tientsin, Hopei, the Prussians just
won the war against France, and the German system of military drills was adopted, with the rifle carried over the
left shoulder. Later, when Japan defeated the Russians, the Japanese drill system was adopted, and the rifle was
carried over the right shoulder. Again later, during the first stages of World War I, when Germany was showing
signs of victory, the left-shoulder system was restored. All such actions were blind imitations. Surely it must be
understood that the factors contributing to victory did not merely consist in shouldering the rifle on the right or the
left.
The drill exercise manuals issued in China before 1935 mostly copied from German and Japanese models. In
1935, manuals were revised by the various military institutions. Recently, the Military Training Board undertook
an extensive revision of all manuals and military textbooks. Based on the experience of the resistance war, the
traditional good points in Chinese military practice were being developed, while the good points obtaining in
United States manuals were carefully selected and adopted with sincerity. Indeed, we must not only adopt the
good points of our Ally, but even those of our enemy. After this revision, the manuals are comparatively more in
keeping with Chinese conditions, possessing both creative and independent qualities.
Two years ago, accompanied by the Vice Minister of Military Training, the various Military Inspectors,. and
the heads of military training institutions, I proceeded to Kunming for an inspection of the Cadre Training Center.
According to our observations, we found the good traits in the American system of military education to consist of
the ability for s3elf-consciousness, self-action, autonomy, perseverance and industry. Whatever the weather
condition there was no relaxation in studies in technical matters and in practical maneuvers. The methods used in
education consisted of preparations, instructions, demonstrations, practices, investigation and evolutions There
was moreover an ample supply of arms and ammunitions. Accordingly, the system of routine instructions could be
employed and the training of a large number of officers and men possible within a short period of time, most
suitable to meet wartime needs. Such methods of education must indeed be adopted by us. We must however not
neglect the provision of educational facilities, conditions attending the supply of arms, equipment and
ammunitions.
After our inspection, General Stilwell asked for my comments. I thereupon made a few suggestions. In the first
place, I considered that in modern warfare, there must be close cooperation of all services in the battlefield so that
their joint prowess might be manifested for viceroy. I suggested therefore that the Air Base at Kunming might be
utilized as much as possible for joint exercises by the Army and the Air Force. The same should apply in the
training centers in India.
In the second place, as I inspected their artillery fire practice, I found that in the adjustment of the range
finders, the order given was “6-0-0-0”. It seemed all right in practices. But in case of actual fighting, when the
men were under the heavy din of bullet fire and other noises, if in the receipt of the order, one “0” should be left
out, then 6000 would become 600, and this shortening of the firing range would endanger friendly units. I
suggested therefore that Chinese standard measures be adopted, and orders would be given in meters.
Both my suggestions were subsequently adopted by the American authorities. I am of course giving here only
an instance. Generally speaking, in our efforts, at the study of military matters, we must neither belittle our own
selves nor be self-boastful. If we belittle ourselves, we lose sell-confidence. If we are guilty of self-arrogance, and
lack the spirit of accepting guidance, we shall remain backward without making progress. Both these tendencies
are improper.
I now propose to deal with reforms of the system of personnel training, and the establishment of a system of
non-professional officers and that of professional servicemen.
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*
Recently, the Military Training Board called a meeting of officers responsible for military education in various
situations for discussions, and it was decided that the system for the training of officers be reformed into a single
system consisting of two grades. The period of study in Army Preparatory Schools is to be extended to three
years. Education in the ordinary subjects, as well as training in military subjects are to be intensified. A military
spirit, discipline, military living and habits are to be cultivated in order to complete the rudiments of education for
raw recruits. On graduation, students will be dealt with in accordance with their aspirations; and the need of the
various branches of the services will be considered in allotting them to various services.
The students will first be dispatched to regular army units where for a period of half a year they will complete
their education as privates. They will then be admitted to military academies and there receive composite training
in all branches of the services, receiving instruction in rotation in infantry, cavalry. artillery, engineering. supply,
communications, and tank practice. At the same time the equipment in military academies is to be augmented so
that the education given will be more practical.
Upon graduation from the academy, the students will be dispatched to various branches of the services. On the
completion of the period of probation, a graduate will receive his commission as lieutenant in charge of a platoon.
After an adequate period of service, he will be ordered to further training in a Military School of specific branch
for additional education, or else be admitted, after examination, to the Military College to be trained into a senior
officer of the Army with ability to serve in all branches of the services.
In modern warfare, the combined prowess of all branches of the services must be exerted in the battlefield, and
close cooperation among them is necessary. For the better education of officers, the period of study in a military
school has been extended to two and half to three years, so that composite education in all branches of the
services may be given with the objective of rendering inter-cooperation of these branches easy, and the switching
of an officer from one branch to another possible. Concrete plans for the enforcement of theme decisions are
being studied.
It is held by some that there is no need for the provision of the preparatory military school. Pending, however,
the establishment and the consolidation of the system of non-professional officers, the need is still felt in the
transitional period. We see, for Instance, that in Japan, junior schools were provided for all the branches of
military service. After the present war, Soviet Russia has established a juvenile military school to admit students
of the age of 4 to be given a long-term training of seven years. The first batch will not be fully trained until 1950,
and they will be considered the modern cadre of the Red Army.
*
This system is a system for reserve cadre. It is our hope that the graduates of senior middle will have been so
trained that they will serve as general reserve, and graduates of technical schools and above will have been so
trained that they serve as reserve officers; the United States in World War I could speedily mobilize 4;000,000
volunteers, half of whom were led by General Pershing to aid the Allies in Europe, and the other half were being
trained in the rear. During this war, the United States mobilized a total of 11,500,000 men. The large number of
cadre members required, more that 1,000,000, largely reserve officers who had undergone rigid military training
in the normal schools of study, were called together for short term military education during the war when they
were sent out for service. The population of the United States is 127,000,000. That she was able to mobilize such
a large force in war was the result of the universal application of military training in normal time. China has a
population of 450,000,000. If we have to mobilize, say, from 30;000,000 to 40,000,000 men, then the number of
cadre members required, reckoned at 10 per cent, will be from 3,000,000 to 4,000,000. The supply of such a cadre
is solely dependent on training and conservation in normal times. Accordingly, the establishment of the system of
non-professional officers is most important. In 1931, I advanced the slogan of “incorporating the training of
officers in normal studies”. In recent years, because of the incomplete conditions with reference to system,
authority, finance and equipment, the work of military training has not been attended with marked success.
Henceforth, enforcement measures must be strengthened. The Ministry of War, the Military Training Board and
the Ministry of Education are jointly discussing the issue.
*
The system of professional soldiers has also great bearing on military reconstruction. As conscription is now in
force, the supply of soldiers raises no question. As to the supply of officers, in addition to those from the military
academies, the training of reserve officers must also be attended to.
Between the officer and the private, however, there is that middle stratum of the “sergeantry”, who occupies a
most important position. The training of well qualified professional sergeants must be taken up with education in

845

the various arts of war. The Japanese, in training their sergeants, provided a. number of specia1 schools for the
purpose, and graduates therefrom were even referred to as “doctors of military arts.”
The sergeants make up a basic stratum in the modern army. Modern methods of combat have passed from the
stage of fighting with lines of detailed soldiers to the stage of fighting with detailed groups of soldiers. In the
Russo-Japanese War, the Battalion Commander took charge of the firing at the battlefront; now the sergeant takes
his place. If the sergeant in an army unit retires from service in accordance with the provisions of the Military
Service Law, the foundations of military training will be considerably weakened, and military education and even
war operations will be affected.
For the training of sergeants, the Military Training Board had made several recommendations to the Military
Council for the provision of Schools or Training Centers for Sergeants, so as to train up a force of qualified
professional sergeants to serve as the backbone of the Army. It is to be hoped that this ideal will be realized at an
early date so that the strength of the Army may be augmented to discharge adequately its duty of national defense.
205.192 Excerpt from Red Failure In Sinkiang\fn{by Shih-ts’ai Sheng (1895-after 1958)} Kalyuan County, Liaoning
Province, China (M) 13
Sinkiang is a vast land of exceptional beauty. I wish I were an artist or a playwright so that, for the benefit of
the world’s millions and future generations, I could paint hundreds of murals and write hundreds of plays
depicting the beauty and greatness of that province. But such talents are beyond me., and I must rest content with
drawing upon my pleasant memories of the past with which to sketch the faintest outline of a land which holds the
rich heritage of Inner Asia in the endless tracts of mountain, desert, and ruins of civilizations long since dead.
Sinkiang receives short shrift in the Chinese annals, wherein thousands of years of tumultuous history are
compressed in the Tzu Yuan (Book of Chinese Words and Terminology) as follows:
Sinkiang is situated in the northwestern part of China. It was the land known as Hsi Yü (Western Region) during the
great Han and T’ang Dynasties. In the early period of the Ch’ing Dynasty, the area north of the Tien Shan range was
occupied by the Jungars while the area south of it was ruled by the Moslems. During the reign of Emperor Ch’ien
Lung, the Jungars and the Moslems were conquered and Chinese military garrisons were established at Ili. Those
military garrisons were placed under the charge of a commander, a deputy commander and an adjutant general. The
Moslems in Shensi and Kansu provinces rebelled and subsequently occupied Sinkiang during the reign of Emperor
T’ung Chih. In the fourth year of the reign of Emperor Kuang Hsü, the rebellion was suppressed and Sinkiang became
a Chinese province.

But a bareboned historical sketch tells little of Sinkiang’s pivotal position as a contact point between the
civilizations of Russia and China. Nor can it suggest the physical features of Sinkiang which have determined the
path of such diverse adventurers as Marco Polo and the plundering Khans, of Indian merchants and British
explorers. In truth, with the exception of its southeastern border which adjoins Kansu and Tibet, this sprawling
land mass, representing one sixth the total area of China, is completely exposed to foreign influence and
infiltration. Nowhere separated from its neighbors by clearly and unambiguously demarcated borders, it is
bounded by India on the Southwest, Soviet Russia on the West and Northwest, and Outer Mongolia on the
Northeast. Such frontiers make Sinkiang the crossroads of civilizations and cultures, as well as the avenue of
intrigue and invasion. Geographically remote from the capitals of Moscow, Tokyo, London, and Washington, it
nevertheless has suffered direct interference in its nomadic, oasis life from agents of conflicting Russian,
Japanese, British, and American interests. Yet all the while it remains officially Chinese soil.
On three sides the area is enclosed by mighty mountain masses, broken by infrequent gaps where persevering
travelers and traders brave the ferocious winds and hazardous paths to enter this strange land of another era. The
snow-clad Tien Shan (Celestial Mountains) extends across the province from West to East, dividing it into two
parts. North of the mountains lies the Dzungaria Basin, which extends upward to the foothills of the Altai range,
bordering Outer Mongolia. South of the Tien Shan is the Tarim Basin, terminated by the Kunlun range along India
and Tibet.
Although both sections of Sinkiang are basically desert, spotted with oases and varied only by stretches of
broad steppe, the climate is not identical in North and south. The mildness of Southern Sinkiang is in marked
contrast with the late spring and long winter of the Northern part. While the pastoral life of the South finds
colorfully dressed girls dancing native steps with their rugged boy friends on a carpet of swaying blossoms, the
North huddles beneath an ever-deepening blanket of snow as a howling wind piles high the drifts. The crowning
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summit of the Celestial Mountains, rising to heights of more than 20,000 feet, boasts a cap of snow throughout the
year.
The Tarimu Han-hai (han-hai means “dry sea,” or desert) is the largest desert in the world, extending almost
900 miles from East to West and 350 miles North to South and covering more than 100,000 square miles. The
endless expanse of sand dunes, rising and falling in gales like shifting waves, is often called the “tide of the dry
sea.” When a whirlwind swoops down with its sudden fury, tall swirling columns of sands sweep over the surface
with tremendous speed, resembling numerous yellow pagodas rising from the desert. Histories of the Han
Dynasty tell us that thousands of warriors of the fifty-five kingdoms which then held sway in Sinkiang perished
not by the sword but by the sand. The sands which smothered these oasis cities and nomad states two hundred
years before the birth of Christ defeat the efforts of those who believe man can conquer nature, and then mock his
defeat by preserving intact the ruins of temples and dwellings for later challengers to ponder.
Hsüan Tsang, the famed Chinese scholar of the T’ang Dynasty who crossed the Sinkiang desert on his way to
India, wrote in his diary:
The sand drifted as the wind blew, blurring the trails and making one lose his way across the wild desert. Travelers
often collected human skeletons and animal bones along the way to erect signboards or roadmarks for the benefit of
other travelers. Oases were scarce. The simoon made both men and the beasts of burden sick. It whistled a peculiar
sound similar to the singing and shrieks of human beings. This phenomenon, combined with the great loneliness that
oppressed one’s mind, accounted for the death of many travelers from fear and exhaustion.

More concise but not less descriptive is the observation of the twentieth-century Swedish explorer, Sven
Hedin, in The Silk Road:
The limitless expanse of yellow sand looked like a roaring sea suddenly frozen into a solid mass.

Sinkiang’s natural marvels are not all destructive, however. It boasts resources whose full extent has never
been fully surveyed, although there are vast deposits of coal, gold, tungsten, oil, tin, silver, copper, lead, and salt.
Uranium is thought to exist in such vast amounts as to make Sinkiang a prime source of supply for Soviet Russia
as well as China. Nor is its agricultural wealth to be ignored, with an abundance of fruits, some of which are
known the world over for their luscious flavor and gigantic size. Turfan grapes and Hami melons stand out, but a
close step behind come apples, pears, pomegranates, and other succulent products. In addition to these subsurface
and above-surface items, Sinkiang exports cotton, silk, and furs. Small wonder that its fertile lands, concentrated
in their productivity among the vast stretches of steppe and desert, hold a deep-seated appeal for those who know
Sinkiang through its soil and who have lived for generations off the melting snows, the wide meadows, and the
current trade that comes from caravans and merchants exchanging the products of the remote industrial world for
the age-old riches of this fantastic realm.
Remote as is this region in space and time from the turmoil of the twentieth century, it has not been spared the
tumultuous tempests which have raged over our globe with such ferocity. Standing at the northwest corner of our
country’s frontier, Sinkiang is traditionally regarded as the back door of China. With Japan’s blockade of China’s
seacoast during the Sino-Japanese war, the province became the most important lifeline to the outside world. The
truck and the airplane conquered the mighty stretches of desert and mountain to bring valuable supplies from the
Soviet Union, later supplanted by deadly bombs aimed at Chinese Moslem rebel troops. Such famous American
friends as former Vice-President Henry Wallace, the late Republican presidential candidate Wendell Willkie, and
scores of others took the overland route through my capital into China. Indeed, so sudden was the transformation,
we felt that Sinkiang had suddenly become the front door of China.
With its vast fertile land and rich resources, with its deep evergreen forests and meadows in the South and
snow-capped lofty mountains in the North, with its great deserts and oases, with its strategic importance as both
the front and back door of China, Sinkiang had been able to live in peace and happiness before its occupation by
the Chinese Communists in 1950. In those days it was a lovely and proud province. Then tragedy befell our land,
as the Red flag flew over the Celestial Mountains and class struggles ripped the people asunder. The fall of
Sinkiang was echoed throughout the land by the laughter and the clink of glasses raised in toast at Communist
headquarters, while outside the bitter cries of the people living under Red oppression rent the air. But some day
the laughter may turn to mourning, while the bitter cries may turn to cheers.
*
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It is impossible to grasp the full impact of the past twenty years upon the peaceful, nomadic life of Sinkiang
without recalling the many troubles which plagued the province in previous decades. Before the uprising of April,
1933, Sinkiang was a land of stagnation, backwardness, and violence. Because of the ignorance and selfishness of
the Chinese governors Yang Tseng-hsin and Chin Shu-jen, the financial and economic situation was so pitiful that
the province was sarcastically called “the land of beggars who begged with gold rice-bowls.” This referred to the
abundance of rich mineral resources which lay untapped beneath our land, while starvation and misery crawled
over its surface. Maladministration and incompetency further depressed the economy with a burdensome
bureaucracy that was both corrupt and inefficient.
No less serious than the economic problem was the nationality issue. The peoples of Sinkiang are made up of
fourteen different nationalities: (1) Chinese, (2) Uighur, (3) Mongol, (4) Kazakh, (5) Moslem (Tungan) , (6) Sibo,
(7) Solon, (8) Manchu, (9) Kirghiz, (10) White Russian, (11) Taranchi, (12) Tadjik, (13) Tartar, and (14) Uzbek.
Indeed, so many races live in the province that it has been called “a living ethnological museum.” Because of the
failure of Yang and Chin to carry out a program of racial equality, the tribes suspected and hated one another.
Religious freedom was violated; differing beliefs divided the population along hostile lines.
This issue was one which repeatedly erupted in violent uprising, sometimes directed by the ruling authorities
against recalcitrant tribes, sometimes by frustrated minorities seeking vengeance against their oppressors.
Misgovernment and exploitation by the Chin Shu-jen administration finally provoked the Uighur rebellion of
1932-33, headed by Khodja Niaz, and the Moslem revolt, headed by Ma Chung-ying. Weak defenses and poor
generalship, stemming from the incompetence of the provincial authorities, permitted Ma to sweep across the vast
desert from his mountain stronghold in Kansu province. When Khodja Niaz joined hands with the famed Moslem
rebel, the entire province flamed in revolt. Although the rebellion was suppressed and Ma retreated to Kansu with
heavy wounds inflicted during the fighting, the provincial structure had been greatly weakened and the seeds of
the April, 1933, coup nourished in the hotbed of dissension and intrigue.
In addition to this internal threat, external dangers beset the province. Knowing that Sinkiang offered an
important gateway between China and the outside world, foreign imperialists, fascists, and Communists all
focused their covetous eyes on the province. They knew that racial tensions, cultural backwardness, and political
and military weaknesses made Sinkiang an easy target for imperialistic attack. By 1932 Japanese war lords plotted
with Ma Chung-ying, instigating his invasion with the aim of creating a Moslem state in Central Asia which
would lock China’s back door to outside help. Meanwhile., British imperialists incited the Uighurs to launch the
“Eastern Turkistan Republic” movement, with Khodja Niaz as “president” and Sarpiti as “premier.” Their hope
was to make Southern Sinkiang a sphere of exclusive British influence, profitable for extension of trade from
India. Last but not least, Soviet Russia began to fish in troubled waters. Moscow’s consulates throughout the
province served as bases for Russian underground agents plotting against the local government with the ultimate
object of creating a puppet regime that would pledge its allegiance to Moscow.
A signal difference set apart the Soviet imperialism from that of Japan or of Great Britain. Whereas the last
two forces could offer nothing to their local puppets but arms and money, Russia’s moral and ideological force
among the population as a whole gave it a definite advantage. Although Sinkiang seemed mired in a slough of
social stagnation, it had long since felt the repercussions of the Russian revolution. Geographical proximity to
Soviet republics on three sides permitted infiltration of ideas and interests which simultaneously served frustrated
nationalities in Sinkiang hoping to emulate the success of their formerly backward oppressed brethren across the
borders, and the plotters in the Kremlin who wished to make Sinkiang a faithful satellite.
In this sense, the ferment in Sinkiang remained ripe for exploitation by all three imperialist powers, and it
seemed inevitable the people would have to ally with one in order to defeat the other two. The question was:
which ally could provide the greatest help for Sinkiang itself?
Hope was slim that the central government could meet the pressing needs. The chaotic history of the Peking
and Nanking regimes since the revolution of 1911, the Japanese seizure of Manchuria in 1931, and the continuing
wars between Nationalist and Communist as well as among various Nationalist war lord factions augured ill for
Sinkiang’s future. At the same time the four million people in the province, particularly the sober, hardheaded
“Progressives” of the younger generation, began to realize the impossibility of living in a perpetual state of strife,
poverty, foreign encroachment, and domestic corruption.
Small wonder that the impulse toward revolution arose spontaneously. Little by little, a growing band of
persons became acutely conscious of the need for a new revolutionary administration which could replace the
decadent old regime. When the revolutionary mood of the people reached fever pitch, the Soviet Union exploited
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the delicate situation to accelerate the outbreak. The coup d’état of April 12, 1933, resulted, ousting Chin Shu-jen
and turning a momentous page in the history of Sinkiang.
On the night of April 12, while I was sleeping in my camp at Uraba, as commander of local forces against
marauding troops of Ma Chung-ying, I dreamed that I had returned to Hung Miao Tai (Red Temple) in the
southwest section of Tihua (Urumchi). Entering the temple gate, I saw Governor Chin Shu-jen standing before the
entrance with his back toward the idol. He wore a yellow garment, a yellow hat, and a pair of yellow shoes made
of woven grass. Beside him stood two other persons, also in yellow garments and hats. Although I honored him
with a proper military salute, he did not return it but merely beckoned me to walk into the hall of the temple. As
soon as I had done so he suddenly turned, closed the main gate, and departed with the two other persons. Left
alone in the temple, I awoke from the dream in fear and wonderment.
At breakfast the following morning I recounted my dream to several officers under my command and asked
whether they thought it an omen of good fortune. They all smiled but said nothing. Calling one to my side later, I
asked him,
“It seems curious I should be shut up in the temple by Governor Chin. Is this a premonition I will be made a
prisoner?” He, too, merely shook his head without reply.
A moment later we heard the drone of an airplane high overhead. It was a passenger flight from Tihua; on
board was Li Hsiao-t’ien, a leader in the coup. Jumping out of the plane a few seconds after it touched the ground,
he greeted me with a smile:
“A revolution took place yesterday afternoon at the capital! The kuei-hua army (White Russian mercenary
troops) mutinied and attacked the Governor’s headquarters. Governor Chin and his wife jumped over the wall of
their house and fled.”
With this good news, Li urged me to return to Tihua within a few days. In the meantime, representatives of the
various nationalities organized a caretaker regime to administer affairs of the province pending establishment of a
new government. Liu Wen-lung, former education commissioner of the provincial government, was elected
provisional provincial chairman, while General Cheng Jun-ch’eng, brigade commander of the Northeast National
Salvation Army in Manchuria, was named provisional chairman of the Sinkiang Military Affairs Commission.
General Cheng, however, refused to accept the post. On April 14 I returned from the front and upon my arrival
in Tihua was invited to attend the next meeting of the caretaker committee. It was resolved at this session to
abolish the Sinkiang Military Affairs Commission and to re-establish the Border Defense Commission. The group
unanimously elected me to be provisional commander of the border defense organization.
But the coup had not yet run its full course. Once again, with external and internal attacks, Sinkiang faced
chaos. On the outside Japanese fascists, taking advantage of the April uprising, again incited Ma Chung-ying and
Yu Hua-t’ing to attack the capital. Yu Hua-t’ing was actually a Japanese agent; his real name was Tadashi Onishi.
After occupying the strategic points of Hami, Kitai (Kuch’engtse), and towns east of Tihua, Ma’s forces seemed
ready to link up with Khodja Niaz in an attack upon the capital itself. Meanwhile, British activities among the
Uighurs in Southern Sinkiang added still another threat to our security.
Internally, the victors of the uprising planned one more stroke for power. This time I was their target. Ch’en
Chung, Chang Hsin, T’ao Ming-yüeh, and Li Hsiao-t’ien had successfully staged the coup under Russia’s
instigation. They did not yet have full control of the government and the army because Stalin regarded the
provisional provincial regime as only a transitory administration, similar to that of Kerensky after the Russian
revolution of March, 1917. Therefore, when I was in Kitai after Ma’s defeat at Tsenichuantze by the troops under
my command, the Ch’en-T’ao-Li clique hatched a plot against me.
According to their plot, a riot was to be staged at Tihua for the suppression of which I was to be called back to
the capital. On the way back my assassination was to take place.
Always on the alert for danger from any direction, I returned to Tihua under a cloak of secrecy. Through
careful questioning of reliable friends, I learned the details of the plot. Once the evidence was in my hands, justice
was swiftly meted out to the ringleaders, Ch’en, T’ao, and Li. They were sentenced to death and shot. All others
connected with the assassination attempt were pardoned, in order to demonstrate my leniency and to rebuild unity
in the shattered province. Only then could peace reign in the capital.
Thus ended the first chapter in the new history of Sinkiang, in the course of events which were to remove
forever the backward, stagnant, oppressed society that had existed for centuries. In its place was to grow a
progressive, united, prosperous province of four million souls, divided by nationality but united in peaceful
brotherhood.
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The Ch’en-T’ao-Li plot was not to be the last directed from within at the ruling power. Ever mindful of the fate
that befell former governors Yang Tseng-hsin, who was murdered, and Chin Shu-jen, who barely escaped with his
life, I had to cope with repeated threats to my family as well as to myself.
Furthermore, although I had defeated the internal attack, Sinkiang remained the prey of Japanese and British
imperialists, not to mention the growing threat of the Soviet Union against whom we were truly defenseless. I
resolved that one day we must become strong enough to oust all intervention. In the meantime, with a weak
cavalry and less than 10,000 infantry, it would be impossible for the new provincial government to extirpate the
alien forces which daily plunged deeper into the heart of Sinkiang. The central government of Nanking was then
concentrating its efforts in suppressing the Communist rebellion in southeastern China while maintaining an
uneasy policy of talk-but-retreat before the Japanese penetration of North China. No help could come from this
quarter. Under such circumstances, the only alternative to ensure Sinkiang’s security was to play one alien force
against another. If successful, this tactic would destroy the alien forces from the East and the South by the alien
force from the West. I therefore moved to the calculated risk of bringing in Soviet help to solve Sinkiang’s
growing crisis.
*
Mine was not the first regime to seek Soviet assistance. Governor Chin Shu-jen had negotiated for Russian
arms and munitions in exchange for which he had granted trading rights to Soviet representatives. My plan went
further, however, in that it sought to link a positive policy of friendship for Soviet Russia with substantial amounts
of military, economic, and technical assistance. To make clear the policy of the new Sinkiang, I sent Ch’en Te-li,
and Yao Hsiung to Moscow during 1933 to strengthen friendly relations and, at the same time, to press for early
delivery of the arms previously promised to Governor Chin.
Recognizing the new provincial government as substantively different from its predecessors and resting
content with a friendly but uncontrolled regime for the moment, Stalin began a change of tactics. Instead of trying
to oust me through a further coup, he appointed Garegin Apresoff, his close associate and a man well versed in
Central Asian affairs, to be the new Soviet consul general in Tihua. Apresoff accompanied Ch’en Te-li and Yao
Hsiung on their return from Moscow in December while I was still in Tapan City, midway between Tihua and
Turfan, directing operations against the continuing revolt of Ma Chung-ying.
After his initial courtesy call, Apresoff made a special visit to my headquarters to stress the fact that Russia
regarded our relations as something different from the standard setup of the past. Before leaving Moscow, he had
been summoned to the Kremlin for a personal conference with Stalin. According to Apresoff, the Soviet leader
had stated explicitly,
“When you see Commissioner Sheng in Sinkiang, tell him that it is the Soviet policy to extend aid and
assistance to him for suppression of all internal disturbances.”
Such an offer was indeed staggering in its implications, for we were still faced with dangerous revolts on all
sides, aided and abetted by rapacious imperialistic powers. But Stalin recognized that it was to the Soviet interest
as well as to the interest of Sinkiang that these imperialists be defeated, for what was the back door of China was
also the back door of Soviet Russia.
Furthermore, he knew that a new order was being built in Sinkiang which could provide strength and unity,
where only chaos had prevailed, provided it could gain respite from foreign intrigue and invasion. This new order
was founded on two related programs promulgated by my regime, the so-called “Eight Points” and “Six Great
Policies.” To understand their significance is to grasp the basic direction of my government for the subsequent
decade.
What the old regime left behind was a province torn by internal strife and external disturbances. The people
were suffering from poverty, fear, and hatred. Educational and economic programs were neglected. In the face of
this crisis, the first task of the new provincial government after the April coup was to win support among the
people so as to rally unity against those who would overthrow the regime. Restoration of peace demanded a
cessation of nationality tensions among the fourteen races of Sinkiang. Religious freedom must assure safety of
worship. Corruption could no longer plunder the provincial wealth, bandits must be exterminated, and the food
problem solved.
With these things in mind, the provincial government promulgated the “Eight Points for Sinkiang.” These
were: (1) equality between races, (2) religious freedom, (3) immediate rural relief, (4) financial reforms, (5)
administrative reforms, (6) extension of education, (7) realization of self-government, and (8) judicial reforms.
Although such pledges went to the core of the domestic problems, they failed to tackle the over-all internal and
external dangers threatening Sinkiang. For this reason we sought to develop a program which would protect the
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territorial integrity of Sinkiang, cope with the various aspects of the Soviet “border policy,” and accelerate the
building of a new Sinkiang.
Thus, the “Six Great Policies” were announced: (1) anti-imperialism, (2) kinship to Soviet Russia, (3) racial or
national equality, (4) clean government, (5) peace, and (6) reconstruction.
These six points were skillfully worded so as to meet all our objectives without sacrificing any of our
principles. They have been much misunderstood in some quarters, but viewed as an integral whole they reveal our
basic strategy. Anti-imperialism caused the people to fight imperialistic and fascist aggression with a growing
consciousness of nationalism. Kinship to Soviet Russia simultaneously lessened the people’s fear and hatred of
our mighty neighbor and served to win aid and assistance from Moscow. Racial or national equality demonstrated
to the fourteen tribes that Sinkiang belonged to themselves as well as to China and that not only Russia could
evolve a nationality policy of equality. Clean government instilled standards of efficiency and honesty among
public officials at all levels of the provincial administration, going hand-in-hand with the racial equality principle
to remove exploitation of one group by another. Without the restoration of peace, of course, none of the
reconstruction program could be carried out. On the other hand, only by carrying out the reconstruction program
could the province hope to be strong enough to maintain peace.
Such a program was ambitious, admittedly, but it was not impossible. The translation of word into deed
resulted in subsequent three-year reconstruction programs which improved the standard of living, raised the
cultural level of the various tribes, and placed the provincial government on the road to efficiency and democracy.
By carrying out the eight points and the six policies, Sinkiang changed as from night to day. Peace, prosperity,
unity, and happiness took the place of turmoil, terror, starvation, and enmity. The repeated plots of counterrevolutionary forces and alien aggressors were smashed. Democracy brought new voices to direct Sinkiang’s
government, typified by such meetings as the congress of Mongol-Kazakh-Kirghiz tribes, the provincial congress
of women of all nationalities, the congress of representatives of the Mongol groups, and others, all of which gave
their opinion and guidance to the various three-year projects.
Such was the new Sinkiang to which Stalin decided to grant assistance. That his efforts were justified was to
be shown by the resolute manner in which alien forces were destroyed, plots of conspirators suppressed, and
important Sino-Soviet routes of communication during the later years of war were safeguarded. That his efforts
were insufficient to assure him control of Sinkiang as a permanent possession became evident in the subsequent
moves made, first to dominate me, and later to kill me, which Stalin’s agents undertook in Sinkiang. Herein lay
our most difficult policy of all: kinship to Soviet Russia, while maintaining the territorial integrity of Sinkiang as
a province of China.
*
In order to comprehend the significance of subsequent Soviet moves in Sinkiang, it is necessary to analyze the
basic aims of the “border policy” of Soviet Russia. The strategy and tactics of this policy became clear to me only
in retrospect, only after I had suffered ten years of struggle with the Kremlin leaders and after my bitter
experience of what their aid was to accomplish for them. That policy is still operative, despite the death of its
architect, Stalin. Its consequences will be felt everywhere that Asian peoples fall for the siren song of the Soviet
leaders, in the Middle East and Southeast Asia no less than in my native land.
Essentially the “border policy” falls into three stages. During the first period, the aim of Soviet diplomacy is to
win the friendship of regimes existing on the periphery of Russia. This means supporting them in “antiimperialist” moves designed to exclude rival influence of other world powers. The reverse side of this coin is a
“pro-Soviet” orientation. In the second stage, the external pressure of Soviet diplomacy working in conjunction
with the internal pressure of Soviet subversion, whether through open Communist movements or through covert
“united front” tactics, seeks to impose an Iron Curtain around these neighboring countries. In fact, this marks their
transformation into Soviet satellites. Finally, incorporation of these bordering areas into the Soviet Union would
make them de facto and de jure Russian territory. Where local resistance is weak, as with Tanna Tuva, the policy
has moved through all three stages. Where local resistance or foreign pressure is stronger, as with Outer Mongolia
and Eastern Europe, the policy has perforce remained content with the first two stages.
In Sinkiang, Stalin knew that the first stage had been successful with the consummation of the Russianendorsed coup and the promulgation of the “Eight Points” and “Six Policies.” His problem was to move into the
second stage as smoothly as possible without arousing the combined antagonism of Britain, the United States, and
China. Once this was accomplished, it would be only a matter of time before Sinkiang would be directly absorbed
into the Soviet Union.
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That such absorption was always in the minds of the Russians is clear from their emphasis upon the unity of
the fourteen nationalities of Sinkiang with their fellow tribesmen in the various Soviet Republics. Soviet advisers
in my province repeatedly declared that
The peoples along the Sino-Soviet frontier are all brethren. The racially related populations will one day be united as
citizens of the same nation. This cleavage at present is like a watermelon cut into two halves which sooner or later will
again combine as a single entity.

Such words revealed the true purpose of Soviet aid and advice. It mattered little that the “watermelon”—
Sinkiang—originally belonged entirely to China. It was only because of the czarist occupation of part of Sinkiang
in the nineteenth century that the “watermelon” was cut into two halves! Stalin might better have compared it
with a snake which, having swallowed half of a fish, is determined to gorge itself upon the rest of the unfortunate
victim.
Another factor, however, made Sinkiang, together with its Chinese counterparts of Mongolia and Manchuria,
unique in the over-all “border policy” of Soviet Russia. This concerns the place of China in the world revolution.
As the first socialist country as well as “the fatherland of the world proletariat,” the Soviet Union considered its
obligation was to render aid to Communists in all other countries in their revolts against “feudal” or “capitalist”
oppressors. According to Moscow’s interpretation, China ranked high in the priority list of revolution because it
was in the throes of turmoil and faced a more immediate crisis than did other Asian countries. Furthermore, as a
neighbor of Russia it was in an advantageous position to receive socialist succor. Since Sinkiang is the bridge
between the two countries, seizure of that province was of strategic significance in Sovietizing all of China.
Herein lies a clue as to a fundamental source of tension between the Russian and Chinese Communists. While
they continually emphasize the “inevitable contradictions of the capitalist world,” their own sphere is threatened
with rupture because of inherent contradictions of aims. It is in my own experiences as the target of plots and
counterplots directed from Moscow and Yenan that this basic clash of policy receives full proof. Before
recounting such instances, however, we must look at the over-all structure of the Communist conspiracy as
organized through its headquarters in Moscow.
*
The co-ordinating center for all Communist parties was the Communist International, better known as the
Comintern. Conflicts of interest between the All-Union Communist Party (CPSU)\fn{ Communist Party of the Soviet
Union} and those of other countries were hammered out in stormy debate during the early period under Lenin.
When Georgi Dimitrov became secretary general of the Comintern’s executive committee, he tended at first to
treat the representatives of other countries with due respect, and listened to their views as the reflection of national
aspirations of their different homelands. Gradually, however, the CPSU became so dogmatic in its hierarchy that
the opinions of other representatives were often ignored. As Stalin increased his overt role, the democratic aspects
of Comintern membership became more and more of a fiction. Finally, conflicts of interest became inevitably
determined exclusively according to the interests of the Russians. This aroused a strong undercurrent of
opposition to the authoritarian role of the All-Union Communist Party, opposition which in some instances allied
with the Trotskyites and in other instances sought strength from fascist quarters. As we shall see later, this
Trotskyite-fascist opposition was to make its weight felt in Sinkiang.
In order to make the Communist parties of various countries bow to the will of the Soviet Union, the All-Union
Communist Party declared that since the USSR\fn{ Union of Soviet Socialist Republics; the official title of the fifteen
theoretically independent countries that together made up what was commonly referred to as “Soviet Russia” (though “Soviet Russia”—the
“Russian Soviet Federated Socialist Republic,” properly so-called and normally abbreviated “RSFSR”—was but one of them:H } was the

first socialist state and the fatherland of the international proletariat, its interests came before all others.
Specifically, this meant that should any clash arise between the Russian and the Chinese Communists over
Sinkiang, Soviet dictation would settle the issue.
But inherent in the “border policy” is conflict between the Russians and all national Communists on the
periphery of the Soviet Union. While the Soviet Union’s objective was to incorporate Sinkiang into the territory of
the USSR or to make it a satellite like Outer Mongolia, the aim of the Chinese Communists was to keep it under
China’s sovereignty and to make it a base of socialist industrialization. Of the various objectives of the “border
policy,” only the last one mentioned, Sovietization of Sinkiang as a prerequisite for the Sovietization of China,
was in accord with the aims of Yenan.
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This clash between two sections of the “international proletariat” who continually swore “unshakable unity”
remained submerged in the prolific resolutions and manifestos coming from the Comintern. Even someone as
involved in the relations of the two groups as myself found it difficult to grasp the essential nature of this
relationship. Yet its inherent tensions explain many of the contradictory and confusing elements in the struggle for
Sinkiang. In particular, it is revealed in the peculiar resolution of my application for membership in the Chinese
Communist Party. But that is a story for discussion at another point. Here I must complete the background of the
nature of the struggle among various groups in Sinkiang, so that the detailed account may appear in clear
perspective.
*
Another consequence of Soviet policy has been mentioned above but must be more fully explained, namely, the
Trotskyite opposition. After Lenin’s death, a triumvirate of Joseph Stalin, Nikolai Bukharin, and Leon Trotsky
won control of the party, government, and army in the Soviet Union. They differed radically from one another on
views of the state, on world revolution, and on interpretation of Marxist doctrine. Sharpest was the split between
Trotsky and Stalin. Trotsky pointed out the impossibility of building socialism successfully and completely in one
country while hostile capitalist powers surrounded it. Stalin held the view that an independent socialist society, or
“socialism in one country” was not only possible but necessary.
The conflict was an ideological one, but it soon developed into a factional struggle for power between
Trotskyites and Stalinists. The situation became acute as more and more power became concentrated in the hands
of Stalin who, by his aggressiveness and able maneuvering in the party, attempted to discredit and eliminate both
Trotsky and Bukharin as political opponents.
It was clear that Trotsky and Bukharin could not tolerate Stalin’s iron hand. In prestige, position, ability, and
experience, as well as in the field of learning, both men were more than a match for Stalin. In fact, they were
unrivaled in the study and interpretation of the Marxist doctrine. Trotsky, alone, by his eloquence and ability to
instigate mass enthusiasm, had thrown Stalin into the shade on more than one occasion. Under such
circumstances, politics in the Soviet Union revolved around the tripartite struggle for power for many years,
including the time when a new Sinkiang remained dependent upon Russia for so much help.
Because of the intimate connection between Russia and Communist parties throughout the world, the struggle
spilled over the Kremlin walls and seeped into debating halls and underground cells around the globe. Finally,
Stalin’s tactics won out; his theories were endorsed by both the All-Union Communist Party and the Comintern.
Trotsky, purged and discredited, first went into exile and then swung to counterattack by organizing underground
movements designed to overthrow the Stalin regime. Assisted by opposition Bukharinists, these movements won
support not only in Russia but in China, India, Spain, and other leading centers of revolutionary activity.
Although such plots were nipped in the bud because of poor co-ordination, the existence of opposition groups
posed a constant menace to the Stalin regime. Attempts on his life as well as successful assassinations of such
leading figures as Kirov and Gorky proved the need for ruthless vigilance. The confessions of Karl Radek, the
purge of leading Trotskyites, and, finally, the death of Bukharin and the murder of Trotsky himself in Mexico
demonstrated Stalin’s effective action against opposition. It might be noted in passing that the death of these
persons did not wipe out all Trotskyite activity. Activities aimed at weakening and destroying the Stalin regime
continued right down to his own death in 1953. For instance, in the first weeks of the German attack on Russia
during World War II, the Trotskyites instigated hundreds of thousands of the Red Army to lay down arms and to
go over to the side of the Nazis. Hitler’s personal ignorance of the Trotskyite influence and his merciless massacre
of Russian war prisoners caused him to meet the same fate as did Napoleon. The Trotskyite influence also
accounted for Tito’s defection from the Stalinist camp. While many factors lay behind the rupture between the two
leaders, it is undeniable that the most important one was the influence of the Trotskyites in the Communist
Information Bureau (Cominform) who painstakingly plotted to create cleavages within the Soviet world and to
isolate the Stalin regime.
Although the Trotskyites met defeat in the Soviet Union, they never abandoned their efforts. Meanwhile, the
German and Japanese fascist war lords, recognizing potential allies among such influential groups, pledged
support to the Trotskyite plot. Such support was more than welcome to the struggling opposition, which knew it
had little chance of victory without foreign assistance. For Sinkiang, this alliance promised fruitful rewards,
inasmuch as its pivotal position allowed the Trotskyites to link up with the German-Japanese drive and to outflank
the Soviet Union, penetrating its weakest areas. The final step would be a joint assault by the Axis and the antiStalinists to establish a new regime in Moscow.
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Although the Sinkiang authorities never allowed the Trotskyite-Nazi-Japanese fascist plot to overthrow the
government, constant efforts were made toward this end, first through political intrigues and mass riots, and then
through terrorism and assassination. Had these plots succeeded, the Trotskyites could have attacked Russia from
that province during World War II in a move paralleling the German invasion from Europe. They would then have
reorganized the vast Soviet armies who surrendered without opposition to the Nazis, rallied Trotsky’s followers
and the enemies of Stalin in the Soviet Union, and overthrown the Stalin regime by force. Had this come about,
the history of the last war would have been written somewhat differently! One item of proof of this plot is the fact
that Marshal Kutzumich of the Alma-Ata Military Zone and Marshal Bleucher (Galens) of the Far Eastern Red
Army at Chita both fell before Stalin’s purge in the late thirties as condemned Trotskyites. Sinkiang formed an
important part of their scheme, and we shall see how close they came to killing me and to opening China’s back
door to the world-wide fascist-imperialist plot.
*
So complex a network of intrigue can best be understood if we summarize the main factors responsible for the
riots and disturbances which threatened Sinkiang during the ten years of my administration:
(1) Sinkiang’s rich resources of tungsten, gold, oil, and coal, together with its possibilities for exploitation of
livestock production, made it the object of foreign attention by covetous aggressors.
(2) The province, with only a meager army of 10,000 troops, was too weak to defend itself and could expect
little military aid from the remote central government at Nanking, bogged down in anti-Communist and antiJapanese movements.
(3) Sinkiang’s socioeconomic backwardness and its racial problems made it an easy prey for both foreign
aggressors and Chinese traitors who wished to incite riots and create cleavages among the local population.
(4) Moslems, comprising the overwhelming majority of the population, were easily moved by appeals from
imperialists and fascists for creation of “an Islamic state” or “an Eastern Turkistan Republic.”
(5) After winning Outer Mongolia, Soviet Russia turned to Sinkiang as an object of expansion, since
Sovietization of Sinkiang was a prerequisite to Sovietization of the world. In order to win the world, the Soviet
Union and the Chinese Communists must first win Asia. In order to win Asia, they first had to win China, which
was considered to be the weakest link in the whole chain of the continent. To win China, however, they aimed
first at winning the nation’s weakest province, Sinkiang.
(6) Before India’s independence, Great Britain hoped to make southern Sinkiang a sphere of influence, which
would safeguard India against Russian or Japanese penetration.
(7) Japan hoped to cut China off from the rest of the world by an effective land and sea blockade. Thus, the
Japanese instigated Moslem uprisings and plotted in Sinkiang to sever the vital overland route between China and
her possible allies.
(8) The strategic importance of Sinkiang fitted neatly into the political schemes of the Trotskyites who
received succor from the German and Japanese imperialists.
Thus, for ten years I was faced with constant threats to my life and to my people. Yet, despite the combined
forces of aggression and subversion, Sinkiang was able not only to survive but to progress. That this was possible
was due to the loyal support of the four million inhabitants who saw in the “Eight Points” and “Six Policies” the
hope of a new Sinkiang. It is the great paradox of history that the very success of these programs was made
possible by the assistance of Soviet Russia who, at the same time, was plotting to seize the province.
To understand how such duplicity was possible, as well as to trace the way in which the forces outlined above
carried into effect their various plots, we must now turn to the tactics by which the imperialists, Trotskyites,
Soviet- and Chinese-Communists sought to overthrow the Sinkiang government and make it a victim of their
aggressive designs.
*
Not long after I was made responsible for Sinkiang's welfare, I soon realized that my countrymen and I were
the target of a far-reaching conspiracy extending from Tokyo to Berlin, linked by the international Trotskyite
movement. In their never-ending quest for power and their desperate search for means to overthrow Stalin, the
Trotskyites joined with the German and Japanese fascists in a plot to seize Sinkiang as a base for operations
against the Soviet Union.
Just as the Communist parties in all countries are the “younger brothers” of the All-Union Communist Party, so
the Trotskyites of all countries bowed to the wishes of the Russian Trotskyites. In carrying out their activities in
Sinkiang, the Chinese Trotskyites took orders from their Russian counterparts, and some of the Chinese
oppositionists had actually been sent into Sinkiang on orders from groups in the Russian underground.
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With the expulsion of Trotsky from Soviet Russia and the subsequent purge of his followers by Stalin, it
seemed this cause had suffered a crushing blow. However, Trotskyite remnants, potentially strong at home and
abroad thanks to a growing discontent with Stalin’s agricultural policies and the failure of the Red revolution to
spread, continued to plot against the Soviet elite. Obsessed with acquiring political and military bases either inside
or outside Russia, the Trotskyites infiltrated at all levels. Versed in clandestine activity, from many years of
struggle with Stalin’s secret police, the Trotskyites developed numerous conspiratorial tactics. According to the
confessions of Karl Radek, for instance, they planned to instigate the German Communists to assassinate Stalin.
Similarly, they planned to bribe Molotov’s\fn{Soviet Foreign Minister} chauffeur to overturn his automobile, thereby
killing Stalin’s close friend. Finally, they connived with Stalin’s personal doctor in efforts to poison the Soviet
premier, and actually succeeded in having lethal drugs administered to the famed writer, Maxim Gorky.
Disguised as members of the All-Union Communist Party or as Chinese Communists, the Trotskyites in
Sinkiang tried to create discord between my people and Soviet Russia and to undermine the prestige of Stalin. A
typical tactic was to talk against Trotsky and discredit his ideas but to attack anyone who took exception to
Trotskyism in practice. They pretended to give wholehearted support to Soviet Russia and to worship Stalin but
actually spared no effort in crushing Russian elements and Stalin’s followers at every turn. They seemed to give
every support to the policy of kinship to Sovietism but left no stone unturned to create dissension between
Sinkiang and Soviet Russia. They emphasized that whatever Stalin had said and done should be taken as truth, but
they objected to “idol worship” and asserted that revolutionary theories changed in accordance with the
revolutionary development. In short, the Trotskyites waged an unceasing campaign of dissimulation and intrigue
in Sinkiang.
*
The mastermind behind the Trotskyite plot was none other than the Soviet consul general in Tihua, Garegin
Apresoff. Under the guise of a loyal member of the All-Union Communist Party, Apresoff gradually worked his
conspiratorial colleagues into influential positions throughout the Soviet adviser corps as well as in the various
governmental bureaus of the capital. With the rapprochement evident between Russia and China in the spring of
1937 and the formidable opposition this would raise for Japan’s anticipated conquest of Asia, the FascistTrotskyite plotters sprang into action. Their goal was nothing less than assassination of Sinkiang’s political and
military leaders, overthrow of the provincial government, and armed uprising throughout the Soviet Union.
The uprising was planned for April 12,1937, the commemoration day of the famous April Uprising four years
earlier. According to the plot, a riot was to be staged in Tihua on that day, followed by a rebellion of the Kazakh
nomads in the Altai region. At the same time Divisional Commanders Ma Mu-ti and Ma Hu-shan were to trigger a
mutiny in Southern Sinkiang. According to the confession made by one of the conspirators, after seizing power
the Trotskyites planned to lay low for a while, continuing my basic policies of anti-imperialism and proRussianism on the one hand and the six great policies on the other. Should Stalin’s suspicions not be aroused and
this coup be explained as an “anti-Fascist uprising” they would then have purged the entire province, filling all
posts with loyal Trotskyites. At the same time German and Japanese advisers would be alerted to fly into Sinkiang
at the proper time, ousting all Stalinist Soviet military personnel, and turning the province into a base in the
vulnerable rear of both Russia and China.
Fortunately, the assassins hired to murder me were apprehended and arrested. In the course of their trial the
whole plot was exposed and nipped in the bud. The ringleaders were rounded up, while the less important
Trotskyites were subsequently caught and tried. With the threat to Northern Sinkiang quelled, the provincial
government decided to crush the rebels of the Altai region by force of arms. Meanwhile, the main power of the
provincial army moved southward to Karashar against the mutiny of Ma Mu-ti and Ma Hu-shan. Thanks to the
heroism of the officers and troops, the hearty support of the people in Southern Sinkiang, and the manpower and
material assistance from the Soviet Union, the mutineers were defeated.
Thus ended this international plot: Sinkiang remained unified.
The extent of the Trotskyite network is proved by the fact that 435 persons were convicted of conspiracy. Of
these only 33 were sentenced to death, following the wise policy of leniency to all who were mere followers as
distinguished from ringleaders or foreign spies. Important military and political figures of the various nationalities
in Sinkiang took part in the plot, including such high-ranking persons as the two former subordinates of Ma
Chung-ying, Divisional Commanders Ma Mu-ti (Uighur) and Ma Hu-shan (Moslem). Other military conspirators
included Chief Fan Liang (Chinese), of the Judge Advocate General’s Department in the Border Defense
Commission, and Major-General Polinoff (White Russian). On the political side, the more important persons
included Khodja Niaz (Uighur), Vice-Chairman of the Sinkiang Provincial Government; Chang Hsin (Chinese),
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Education Commissioner; Ma Chao-wu (Moslem), Civil Affairs Commissioner; Yu Wen-ping (Uighur),
Reconstruction Affairs Commissioner; Pa Yen (Kazakh), Deputy Commissioner of Reconstruction Affairs; Huang
Han-chang (Chinese), Secretary-General of the Sinkiang Provincial Government; Ch’en Te-li (Chinese),
Administrator of the Ili Region; Burhan (alias Pao Erh-han, a Tartar and at present Chairman of the Sinkiang
Uighur Autonomous Region under the Communists), General Manager of the Sinkiang Local Products Company;
and Kuang Lu, former Chinese consul general in Russia. Prince Silik of a Mongolian league was also one of the
supporters of the plot.
In addition, conspirators came in from both Russia and China proper in preparation for the uprising,
communicating through the Soviet mission under the direction of Apresoff who enjoyed diplomatic immunity.
Among the Russian Trotskyites, were Stakolytkov, Wan Hsien-t’ing, Liu Hsien-chen, Ch’eng Yi-chun, Wang
Shoo-chen, Yu Cheng-fa, Luan Pao-ting, Wang Pao-chien, and Chang Yi-wu. Chinese Trotskyites who came from
outside Sinkiang included Sung Fu-yao (alias Sung Nientzu), Ho Yu-chu (alias Ho Keng-kuang), Cheng Tungp’ai, Hsü Lien (alias Hsü Po-ta), Kuo Hsi-liang, Tu Ho-nien, Chang Ya-shao, Yang Po-tsing, Chou Chung-hui, Fu
Hsi-jo, Pien Hsieh-tsing, Chung Ching-t’i, Wang Nai-chung (alias Wang Li-shih), Wang Yen-lin, Tsui Chi-ming,
and Kang P’ing-ling.
It can readily be seen that unraveling such a plot required the utmost care and detection, so high had the
infiltrators reached within my government. To take a typical case, Chang Hsin had plotted as early as 1933 to
assassinate me, together with the other three plotters apprehended at that time, Ch’en Chung, T’ao Ming-yueh,
and Li Hsiao-t’ien. By simulating hatred of these men however, he had maintained the government’s confidence
and was esteemed as a person of merit throughout the original April Uprising.
Again in 1937, he participated in plotting an abortive coup. Once more he concealed his malicious intent by
displaying his “loyalty” to the government on every possible occasion. In his opening address at the celebration
meeting, he reaffirmed his pledge of support to the Sinkiang government and its leaders, declaring that he would
“fight mercilessly against all who betray the Revolution.” Fortunately I did not fall victim to his tactics because I
had always been on the alert against precisely such treachery. His part was later revealed in confessions by
captured conspirators.
*
Less easy to deal with were the insidious whisper campaign and rumor spreading initiated by Trotskyites
located throughout the Soviet consulates in Tihua, Karashar, Ili, Tacheng, and Altai. Just prior to the attempted
uprising, Sinkiang was swept with stories emanating from these sources to the effect that all the officials
appointed by former governors Yang Tseng-hsin and Chin Shu-jen would soon be arrested on various false
charges so that the vacancies left could be filled by my personal friends and relatives. This touched off a wave of
unrest among officials in all levels of administration. Many of those appointed by former governors submitted
their resignations in order to protect themselves against later retaliation as charged by the Trotskyite-inspired
rumors. Some of these misguided officials actually participated in the plot, probably out of resentment against an
action which had never been planned in the first place.
Another rumor started by oppositional elements charged that officials of the previous regime would be called
“corrupt” and their property confiscated unless they voluntarily contributed large sums of money to my
administration. Similarly Trotskyites tried to foment dissension among our many diverse nationalities by claiming
that my policy of kinship to Sovietism was antireligious, and therefore the religious tribes in particular should join
hands to overthrow my rule and the six policies. These rumors were purposely spread to sow suspicion and to
bring about mass hysteria so as to facilitate the activities of the Trotskyite elements of subversion. Unfortunately,
as the above list indicates, many representatives of the various national groups were tricked into plotting against
me through this tactic.
As we shall see shortly, these tactics were by no means confined to the Fascist and Trotskyite plotters. They
were duplicated and improved upon by Soviet and Chinese Communist conspirators. But the Sinkiang
government learned in 1937 how to deal with its enemies. Such expereience was to serve it well in the next years
of crisis.
*
As the Fascist-Trotskyite plot showed, I would have to find outside support if I were to defend Sinkiang
against foreign intrigue. With war clouds gathering ever more ominously over Nanking, I could expect little help
from the central government. My Marxist beliefs and my familiarity with the nationality program of the Soviet
Union inclined me toward Moscow as an avenue of assistance. Nevertheless I could not rest at night for the
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gnawing suspicion in my mind that neither the Russians nor the Chinese Communists could be fully trusted to
help Sinkiang unselfishly.
On the positive side of the ledger, it was clear by 1937 that Russia was willing to provide China with arms,
munitions, and even manpower in defense against the Japanese invaders. Within China itself the Communists had
a more forward-looking program in terms of China’s needs than did many groups within the Kuomintang.
Because of Sinkiang’s location it was logical to rely on the strong neighbor across the border for material support
and military assistance. Already in 1933, and in 1937, Moscow had proved it was ready to meet my needs for
pacifying the many turbulent elements within the province.
Against this, however, stood cause for concern. When the Chinese Communists were forced into the Southern
part of China after the disastrous Canton revolution in 1929, the central government opened up a series of
extermination campaigns and ringed the Red area with armed blockhouses. As Chiang Kai-shek’s troops won
repeated successes in their “anti-bandit” campaigns, it became evident that flight was the only alternative to
annihilation for Mao Tse-tung and his followers.
Accordingly, the Chinese Communists abandoned their celebrated capital of Juichin in Kiangsi province and
began the so-called “Long March” to escape Nationalist armies. After thousands of miles of wandering and
suffering, continually fighting rear-guard actions and plundering the countryside as they went, the Reds settled in
Shensi province, with their base at Yenan.
This was as close as they could get to an overland route to the Soviet Union, who it was hoped would render
them significant military and economic aid. But the supply lines through Outer Mongolia were long and arduous,
and the Japanese had penetrated Mongol groups throughout this area by promise for a pan-Mongol union and
cleverly placed bribes. If the CCP\fn{Chinese Communist Party} were to link up with Moscow, it would have been
more expedient to work through Sinkiang. Evidently Mao’s followers did not know that Moscow was already
supplying me with money, men, and munitions and that Sinkiang provided a safe refuge, for instead they
continued their journey to the Northwest at additional cost of lives and equipment.
*
Sinkiang did not offer an unmixed blessing for the Reds, however. On the one hand, seizure of the province
could give them a defensive-offensive base with proximity to the Russians. It might serve as an area for industrial
programs and progressive nationality policies, combining the rich raw materials and the diverse population in a
model Soviet province within China. With the lack of famine because of Sinkiang’s well-developed irrigation
system, the region could support the extra guerrilla forces necessary for raiding Nationalist-held territory. Finally,
it could serve as a springboard for Chinese Communist penetration of Moslem groups in Central and Southeast
Asia.
Against these attractions, however, Sinkiang posed a threat to Mao Tse-tung and his followers. While the Reds
had tried for more than ten years to win support for their policies in central and Southern China, my six great
policies had already unified the many nationalities of Sinkiang. The brutal Communist land reform policy
practiced in Kiangsi had to be abandoned in favor of more moderate measures. At the end of the Long March the
Reds knew that they were incapable of winning China by themselves. Only by abandoning the name and army
designations of the Red troops and joining with the Kuomintang against Japan could they win the support of the
Chinese people. Had Japan not struck China at this very time, forcing a national emergency which brought surface
unity within the country and between China and Russia as well, Mao Tse-tung might well have been summoned to
Moscow or purged from the Party, as had all his predecessors, so total appeared the failure of his policies.
Against this dark picture, Sinkiang shone like a rosy beacon, summoning hope to all the genuinely progressive
and liberal reform groups in China. It had routed the fascist-imperialist plotters. It had unified the many races. It
had begun programs of socialist construction and socialist welfare, together with assistance from the Soviet
Union. Small wonder that Yenan looked with mixed feelings upon my rule, recognizing the advantages of my
friendly co-operation and yet fearing the success of my rival power and prestige.
Stalin and Mao decided on a policy of winning my support in order to lull my suspicions and thereby to lay the
groundwork for eventual overthrow of my regime. At the same time, each of them plotted against the other, since
there can never be full agreement between any Russian and Chinese over who will control China’s borderlands.
From the past centuries of history these have been areas of conflict between the two peoples. Even while they
were singing the comradely strains of “The International,” the Russian and Chinese Communists looked at each
other with shining eyes, but suspicious hearts.
Since I had proved that the six great policies were the best answer to the needs of the Chinese people, Sinkiang
had become the focus of attention of many Communists from Yenan. This was particularly convenient, because
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Tihua lay on the route to Moscow and provided a convenient stopping-off place for those who made the journey
from Moscow to Yenan and return. Naturally, I was interested in what these travelers had to say, and finally I
decided to test the sincerity of Yenan by expressing my willingness to join the Chinese Communist Party.
This was not so radical a decision as might appear, for after the Japanese attack on July 7, 1937, all China
united under Chiang Kai-shek in defense of the homeland. As in 1924-27, the Chinese Communists joined with
the Nationalists in a common front, burying their long-standing feud and agreeing to merge forces against the
enemy. My membership in the Chinese Communist Party under these circumstances would in no way be disloyal
to the nation’s leader, Generalissimo Chiang, for the Communists themselves were pledged to his support.
It was during 1937 that Ch’en Shao-yü and K’ang Sheng, both high,.ranking Communists then on their way
back to Yenan after several years in Russia, stopped by to see me in Tihua. Ch’en made clear their interest in me
by remarking,
“When I bade Stalin farewell, he asked me to speak personally to Sheng Tupan (Commissioner Sheng).” I
interpreted this favorably and awaited a propitious moment just prior to their departure for raising the question of
my joining the CCP.
“Your joining the Chinese Communist Party would be a matter of pride for all of us,” Ch’en replied. He added
that as soon as he reached Yenan he and K’ang Sheng would take the matter up with “Comrade Mao.” I knew that
this interlude reflected favorably upon my prospects, since once Yenan was aware that I stood high in Stalin’s
eyes, my membership would be eagerly sought after.
I was justified in my feeling, for not long afterward another prominent member of the CCP, Jen Pi-shih, flew to
Sinkiang on his way to Moscow. I knew that Jen was a member of the Politburo and wondered whether he would
reveal any of the thinking at this top level of the CCP apparatus. Much to my pleasure and surprise, he greeted me
warmly and as soon as we were alone in my office, declared,
“Chairman Mao has put the matter before the Chinese Communist Politburo. All Politburo members, including
Chairman Mao, Chu Teh, Chou En-lai, Ch’en Shao-yü, K’ang Sheng, Ch’en Yün, and myself welcome your
joining the Party and look upon this with a feeling of pride and honor.”
At last I felt assured of the comradeship and sincerity of the CCP leaders, and a feeling of warm confidence
arose at Jen’s words. This was indeed recognition of the success of the six great policies and acknowledgment of
Sinkiang’s progressive place in the Chinese revolution. But my pleasure faded quickly, as Jen cautioned against
immediate consummation of my membership.
“Owing to the many years of close relations between Sinkiang and the Soviet Union,” he added, “and because
of the importance of your position, we will have to report this matter to the Comintern and to Stalin before we
initiate procedures for your joining the Party.”
I listened to him with mixed feelings. On the one hand, I knew that Stalin would have no objection to me
personally, and that any formality of this sort was merely a temporary delay in proceedings. On the other hand, I
wondered anew what precisely was the relationship between Moscow and Yenan? Were they plotting together to
keep me from having access to the secret meetings of the CCP? Or was Yenan so subservient to Moscow that so
simple a question as my Party membership had to be cleared with the Kremlin even though the entire Politburo of
the CCP had already expressed its enthusiastic agreement?
I awaited the return of Jen Pi-shih anxiously. This question of my relations with Yenan and Moscow was of no
small importance for the future of Sinkiang. My suspicions were not quieted by Jen’s message after his trip to
Russia.
“The Comintern and Stalin realize that you have acquired all the qualifications for Party membership,” he said,
“but they believe you should refrain temporarily from joining the Chinese Communist Party. The delicate role
Sinkiang now occupies in the international scene and the importance of your own political position in China
combine to make your present membership undesirable. Of course you must recognize that this is a decision in the
interests of all concerned and in no way reflects unfavorably upon you or the progressive policies which you have
followed in Sinkiang.”
His honeyed words aroused no suspicions on my face, and I replied diplomatically, but in my heart I was filled
with wonderment. Clearly there was more to this than met the eye. Perhaps there was disagreement between Mao
and Stalin, or perhaps Jen was testing my willingness to obey Party orders. I resolved that there was only one way
to settle things. I would go to Moscow and see Stalin personally.
Looking back on it now, I am not a little surprised at the ease with which I arrived at a decision to take my
personal and provincial problems before a man who was not only leader of a great power but the acknowledged
head of the greatest international revolutionary movement in history. Yet at the time the decision did not seem so
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momentous or hazardous. It was clear that Sinkiang occupied a pivotal position in both Soviet and Chinese
Communist strategy. It was the life line of supply to China, fighting Russia’s battles as well as her own against
Japan. It was also the line of communication for Yenan and the most auspicious place for the new socialist society
to emerge. As promulgator of the kinship to Soviet policy and of the reforms in Sinkiang, I was of key importance
to both Stalin and Mao. If there were any dispute as to my future relationship with these two men, it seemed only
natural that I should iron out the problem with Stalin himself.
*
Before I left for Moscow, I was to have one last reminder of the conspiratorial network which seems to enmesh
all “comradely” activities within the Communist movement. One of the emissaries from Yenan who had been
working in my provincial administration, Fang Lin, approached me upon learning that I was to visit the Kremlin.
“In case you meet Stalin or Molotov, or other Soviet dignitaries,” he said, “and in case they ask you about the
work of the Chinese Communist Party workers in Sinkiang, please tell them that I and the others are doing fine
here.”
I replied that I certainly would say something good about the work they had all been doing, since I was
genuinely pleased at the help and co-operation they had given me, particularly in propaganda and education. Fang
showed distinct pleasure at my reply and withdrew with a smile.
The episode was not ended, however, for, on the eve of my departure, Fang called on me again and said,
“In case you meet Stalin, Molotov, or other Soviet dignitaries in Moscow and in case they ask you about the
work of the Chinese Communist Party workers in Sinkiang, please do not make a great show of politeness to us.
You can criticize us if you like.” Astonished at his words, I replied,
“I suppose you are saying this out of politeness because your words are in direct contradiction of what you told
me last time.” To this Fang remonstrated,
“No, I am not saying this out of politeness. I am frank with you. The Party welcomes criticism because the
judgments and criticisms of others will help us to improve ourselves. Besides, this really is not contradictory to
what I said last time but only an addition to it.”
“Well, Mr. Fang,” I retorted, “we have been on intimate terms with each other and I think it is highly
unnecessary for us to talk in the usual ‘party line’ way. Several days ago you asked me to say something good
about you and your fellow workers in the presence of Stalin or Molotov. Today you tell me not to make a show of
politeness in Moscow and to criticize you if I like. I ask you: is this contradictory or not?”
Fang Lin made no answer but simply bowed briefly and left.
I was to have cause to recollect these two rather enigmatic conversations at a later date, when Fang Lin proved
that the line between comradeship and conspiratorial activity is a thin one among the Communists. At the time,
however, I simply chalked it up to the timidity of lower level Chinese Communists before the Kremlin and their
anxiety about the possible implications of criticism. I determined that I would speak frankly to Stalin about the
entire problem of Sinkiang, its need for Russian assistance, its future role in the Chinese revolution, and finally
about my own desire for membership in the Chinese Communist Party. Only in this manner could I truly
determine the sincerity of Soviet friendship and plan the future path of Sinkiang in terms of a new China. …
207.89 Interpretation Of The Ancient Chinese Civilization\fn{by Tung T’so (1895-1963)} Nanyang County,
southern Honan Province, China (M) 19
Today I am going to speak on a topic that involves so many obscurities that I am not sure whether I am equal
to the task. The subject is a weighty one and our knowledge of it is incomplete.
Personally I have always worked in very narrow fields, my interest being limited to some specific problems
related to the ancient Chinese history. If I have formed any conclusions as to the pattern of life of the ancient
Chinese people, I think at least some of them are not yet mature and ready for publication.
But during the recent twenty years, there has been a widespread interest in the ancient history: important
questions have been raised and important discoveries made. The studies of the Oracle Bone Inscriptions seem to
have produced the most remarkable results.
Time is perhaps ripe for a survey of the scholarly work done in the past years along these lines. The following
is an outline of some problems that have been studied and, with partial results, I hope. But I don’t think I can
present to you the complete and absolute truth. Mistakes and omissions are likely to occur; it is my sincere wish
that the audience will kindly point them out, in case I should make any.
*

859

What I mean by the “ancient Chinese civilization” is limited to the so-called Pre-Ch’in period. I shall say very
little about the pre-historic age as that would require a separate study. My lecture will be divided into three parts:
(1) Historical materials, old and new; (2) A bird’s-eye view of the Yin civilization; (3) The ancient Chinese
civilization as deduced from what we know about the Yin dynasty.
1
Historical materials, according to Wang Kuo-wei, great historian who died less than thirty years ago, may be
classified into two kinds, those “on the paper” and those “under the ground.” The former he called old materials,
the latter new materials because of the lateness of their discovery. In his book, New Evidences of Ancient History,
he gave the following list:
Old materials: Shu Ching, Shih Ching (Book of Poetry), I Ching (Book of Change), Ta Tai Li, Spring and
Autumn Annals, Tso Chuan, Kuo Yü, Shih Pen (the re-edited version), Chu-shu-chi-mien, Chan Kuo Ts’e, Shih
Chi (The Historical Chronicle) and various “Philosophers” written before the Ch’in dynasty.
New materials: Oracle Bone Inscriptions, Bronze Vessel Inscriptions.
Fossils belonging to the latter category such as Peking men and Upper cave men, stone implements, painted
pottery, black pottery, gray pottery and various geological and archaeological discoveries which, like the Oracle
Bones and Bronze Vessels, are no doubt of great help to the study of history. But for the present purpose, we shall
confine our discussion to the inscriptions on the bones and vessels.
*
It is very difficult to say which of the two kinds of materials is more important. Any study of the ancient
history must have recourse to both of them. But during the last thirty years, there has been a deplorable tendency;
ever since the so-called “May Fourth Movement”, among the historians that the old materials are cast aside in
favour of the new. Nay, they are not only discredited, but are subjected to a most sceptical examination and
bizarre interpretation that brings out results more often sensational than logically sound. It has been the attitude of
the sceptical school to discredit everything about the ancient history that has come to us through books. Their
source of knowledge is supposed to be npthing but the excavations.
Now, a reasonable, skeptical attitude should be the attitude of every seeker of truth. No historian should accept
as truth anything that is apparently open to question. Confucius said,
“A gentleman leaves off things that he does not know.” Again he said,
“I can say something about the rituals of the Hsia dynasty, but I cannot prove what is said in Ch’i; I can say
something about the rituals of the Yin, but I cannot prove what is said in Sung. The trouble is that there has not
been enough literature; otherwise I could prove them.”
“It would be better that people read no books,” said Mencius, “if they should believe in everything that is said
in the books.”
All historical knowledge is founded upon evidence. The question confronting every student of ancient Chinese
history is: to what extent should we trust the old books as historical evidence?
*
It is true that in these old books facts are too often mingled with fiction. It would require very careful study
before we can tell the truth from the legend, as they are both contained in the same books. They are valuable
historical evidence, though their value can be determined only after we are sure how much historical truth is in
them, or can be deduced from them. To believe in them unconditionally is surely unreasonable; but to take them
as sheer myths or even lies is also biased and unreasonable. They are clues to the knowledge of the ancient China
and a historian should be glad to have as many clues in his hand as he can.
The destructive work of the skeptical school is represented by the monumental Ku Shih Pien (Discussions of
the Ancient History); a work of ten thick volumes (Book III in two volumes, Book VII in three volumes) and
comprising over 2,800,000 words. It took about sixteen years to publish the whole series (Book I published in
1926, Book VII in 1941).Under the brilliant editorship of our old friend Mr. Ku Chieh Kang, Ku Shih Pien is a
collection of studies by some of our country’s best historians. All the legends about the so-called Three Monarchs
and Five Emperors were thoroughly exploded, and nothing of our traditional beliefs about the history of the
Hsia,\fn{Xia Dynasty, traditionally c.2205-1766BC in “Xia Dynasty,” WIKIPEDIA:H } Shang, and Chow\fn{traditionally 1046266BC in “Zhou Dynasty”, WIKIPEDIA} dynasties seemed to be tenable. Nothing trustworthy seemed to be found in the
Classics and Philosophers so far as materials of ancient history are concerned.
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The basic attitude of the ten volumes of Kze Shih Pien is utterly skeptical. The skeptics were guided by the
belief that the traditional version of our ancient history was nothing but the “accumulation of fictions”. They were
revolutionaries, destructive in their method and daring and rash in forming their jndgments. What little we knew
about our antiquity that was preserved in books was almost completely overthrown.
The result was that every student of Chinese history was left discomfited. What do we know of the ancient
Chinese civilization then? The Chinese history seems to begin with the Shang dynasty.\fn{ or Yin dyansty, c.1766c.1123BC:ENC,5,1966; according to traditional sources, the second Chinese dynasty after the Xia dynasty:H } More prudent scholars
would not even deal with times as antique as that: their knowledge of. the ancient, Chinese history was limited to
the time beginning with the period of Spring and Autumn.\fb{770-476BC: “Spring and Autumn Period” in WIKIPEDIA:H)
*
Amidst such a merciless attack upon the old historical materials, there was a general hope that something
definite could be reached through archaeological researches. Important materials seemed to be coming out of the
earth. Was it possible, then, that a new ancient history could be built entirely upon the Bronze Vessels and Oracle
Bones?
The story of Western Chow and Yin dynasties were surely to be re-written. Of the Early Shang and the times
before that, we know so little that their history cannot be written until new discoveries are made out of
excavations.
While with all their enthusiasm the skeptics were engaged in demolishing the traditional version of the ancient
history, experiments were made by some other scholars to rebuild the lineage of the ancient kings. But their
opinions seemed very often fantastic. Some held that the Hsia dynasty was identical with the Shang on the ground
that both dynasties were believed to consist of the same number of kings—fourteen. Since Yü, the legendary
founder of the Hsia dynasty, had been “proved” by Mr. Ku Chieh Kang to be no more than a reptile, it naturally
followed that there was no such a dynasty as the Hsia.
T’ang, the founder of the Shang dynasty, had a father whose name, according to the Oracle Bone Inscriptions,
was Shih Kuei. Now the legend had it that the last ruler of the Hsia dynasty, whom T’ang was believed to
overthrow with his revolutionary forces, was called Lü Kuei. (He was sometimes also called Chieh). 1t was the
work of some historians to prove that Shih Kuei was the same person as Lü Kuei. Then T’ang’s “revolution”
should have been little less than patricide.
Some other historians, arranging in sexagesimal order the names of all the persons that appeared on the Oracle
Bones as objects of worship, held that the Shang dynasty had a history of several thousand years.
Such fantastic new systems of ancient history are too numerous to mention, but the one that enjoyed the most
popularity in default of a more credible theory, was the system set up by what we shall call the “materialist”
school.
*
As everybody knows, the materialist school was started by Mr. Kuo Mo-jo, whose Studies of Ancient Chinese
Society sol 9,000 copies—an impressive figure for a scholarly work—within three years since its first publication
in November, 1929. He succeeded in fusing together the old and new materials and establishing a new system of
the ancient Chinese civilization that seemed to be rounded on the best evidence then available. With the MarxEngels historical materialism as his guiding principle, Mr. Kuo’s conclusions are:
Both stones and metals were used in the Shang dynasty. There was already a written language but it was still in the
formative stage. So it might read either from left to right or from right to left, and a character might be written in
dozens of forms, both in the right and the reverse way. Livestock made the chief means of subsistence while there were
already rudiments of agriculture. The society was made of matrilineal clans, practicing the primitive communism. That
explained the special customs of fraternal succession, deceased-mother-worsbip, plurality of fathers and plurality of
mothers. The Shang was the real beginning of the Chinese history. The society of matrilineal clans passed into that of
slavery in the Western Chow dynasty. Feudalism did not begin until it came to the period of Spring and Autumn.

As the materials Mr. Kuo used were the most reliable ones then, the conclusions he drew therefrom won
approval among a large circle of people. He got even many plagiarists. Books were written that seemed to be only
Mr. Kuo’s theory in a digested form, with many passages from Mr. Kuo’s book brazenly transplanted.
Though we could hardly deny the influence of Mr. Kuo’s book over the students of ancient history, we who
were also working on the Oracle Bone Inscriptions and Bronze Inscriptions did not think Mr. Kuo’s conclusions
quite convincing. But we were then unable to refute them, till some ten years later when we had got more
evidence and studied more intensively.
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In 1944, Mr. Hu Hou-hsuan published his Collected Papers of the Studies on the Shang History based on the
Oracle Bone Inscriptions. In 1945, my book Yinli P’u Studies on the Calendar of the Yin Dynasty was also
published. Both books offered a new approach to the historical study based on Oracle Bone Inscriptions, and
corrected many errors that were found in the earlier researches, including Mr. Kuo’s. Mr. Kuo also came to admit
his own mistakes. In the first chapter of his Ten Critiques, published in 1946, he said very candidly:
First of all I must be my own critic. My Studies of Ancient Chinese Society was made up of immature judgments and
rash conclusions though it has been accepted by a wide circle of readers. Many of the immature and even erroneous
ideas seem to have a persistent influence among the historical workers. My mistakes have been accepted as truths, and
from these mistakes have been derived more new mistakes. Therefore a great deal of confusions have been caused over
the study of the antiquity.

Another five years has passed; and it seems that his Studies of Ancient Chinese Society has not yet lost all of its
“persistent influence.” I have not had the opportunity to read the revised version of his Studies, published also in
1946, so I cannot say whether he has got rid of all his “erroneous ideas.” But in the same chapter of his Ten
Critiques which I have just quoted, Mr. Kuo still insists that the Yin and Western Chow societies belonged to the
so-called institution of “slavery.”
*
Now we should have a discussion of the “new” historical materials and see what value they possess.
Take the Oracle Bone Inscriptions first. They used to be thought of as invaluable direct historical materials.
Many people, including myself, used to think that a good, truthful history of the Yin dynasty could be written out
of the study of these inscribed bones and shells.
To say the truth, we expected too much of that bulky mass of disconnected, fragmentary oracles. Our more
earnest skeptic brethren pinned their hopes entirely on the research of these oracles for the ultimate compilation of
the Yin history. Similarly, it was also expected that the Bronze Vessel Inscriptions would furnish enough materials
for the writing of the Western Chow hisotry.
Now after ten years of studies, we are sure of at least one thing—that these inscriptions do not have a high
value as historical materials: they do not represent the whole of the civilization of their time. The Oracle Bone
Inscriptions may surely tell us something about the religious beliefs and practices of the royal house of the Yin
dynasty; but how can we say that these beliefs and practices constituted the whole, or even the most essential part,
of the kings’ private and public life? And where is the record of the life of the plebeians?
And not all the kings had the same degree of interest in the oracles. The things they asked the deities about and
the frequency of their using the oracle method seemed to depend on the whims of the individual kings. A
superstitious king, like Wu-ting, would order his priest to put such trivial questions to the deities as: Would his
queen bear him a prince or princess? What were the causes of the crown prince’s disease? What would be the best
crop of the year? Would the Heaven send down more rain to save the crop? The wrath of which of his ancestors
should he conciliate to cure his toothache? Questions were many and interesting, and perhaps more light could be
thrown on the political and social life under Wu ting’s reign.
Another king, like Tsu-chia, Wu-ting’s son, would care very little about the oracles. He did only what was
required by the custom. The divinations about the sacrifice, the military campaign, the hunting, the journey, the
decade of days, and the evening were all done as routine. He asked very few questions about his own royal person
or his family.
Since P’an-keng moved his capital to Anyang, Honan, where under the auspices of Academia Sinica we have
conducted very extensive excavations, no less than twelve kings ruled over that site. Since the kings differed from
each other in their tastes and temperaments, the oracles they left behind would also bear the stamp of their
character.
Thus, the things on which the king had the whim to consult the superhuman for wisdom, and which happened
to be recorded on the bones could hardly be an unbiased or complete representation of the civilization of his time.
The oracles could at best represent one tenth of the Yin civilization, and we can safely estimate that the amount of
the bones and shells excavated can only represent half of the total amount. And of the 100,000 pieces of oracles
(roughly estimated) that have come to light, we can understand and use only a small part—about 20%. Thus
according to our rough calculation, only one hundredth of the Yin civilization could be known through the Oracle
Bone Inscriptions.
How could we write a perfet history of the Yin civilization with such scanty material?
*
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As to the Bronze Vessel inscriptions, no doubt there are three to four thousand such vessels extant. But mast of
the inscriptions are only lists of persons’ names. Among the collections in Bronze Vessel Inscriptions of Western
and Eastern Chow Dynasties, only 323 pieces are comparatively long and read like literary compositions. The
majority are records of the honours conferred by the kings, or proclamations of the kings in connection with the
conferment, or records of the exploits of a knight. Others are simply wedding-greetings. The language is simple
and straight. It contains little more than its prima facie meaning.
As historical materials the Bronze Vessel Inscriptions have even less value than the Oracle Bone Inscriptions,
which are written in a more cryptic style and give more promise of bearing upon important historical questions.
So it seems that. the more we know about these inscriptions, the less we become sure of their historical value;
what they represent is only a tiny portion of the ancient civilization. But compared with the old books or materials
“on the paper,” they seem to contain more reliable informations. The old books can tell us even less than an
outline of our ancient civilization. Now with the help of these inscriptions; their insufficiencies can be
supplemented and their errors can be rectified. What little we know of the ancient civilization is largely derived
from the studies of these inscribed vessels or bones or tortoise shells.
2a
From the scanty materials and our rudimentary studies, we can draw a sketch of the Yin civilization as follows:
*
As we have said, divination by oracle bones was a practise used only in the royal house. It was one of the royal
privileges. So the inscriptions contain little that concern the life of the people. Anything we know of the social life
of the Yin dynasty is through indirect inference.
*
Names of feudal lords appear often in the oracle bone inscriptions. They are called fang-po. Sometimes the
fang-po is also called [simply] po, or hou. All the above inscriptions—[four of them are spelled out in romanized
Chinese characters: Yin-hsu wen-tzu hou-pien (in vol. I.1.8.6); [the second inscription in the order is simply labled
“Memzies’ collections”; then follows:]; Yinhsu wen-tzu ch’ien-pien (in vol I.5.11.6); Yin-hsu wen-tzu ch’ien-pien
(vol. I. plate 53); Yin hsu wentzu hou-pien (vol. II. 37.5); [the last one noted as part of the “Conling-Chalfant
Collection of Inscribed Oracle Bone, no. 20”]—are about punitive expeditions, the ordering of captives, or
conditions of health of the lords. Many more of such instances can be given.
Meanwhile, I want to call your attention to the reading of this inscriptions the character following the title X or
X or X is usually the personal name of the lord and the character preceding it is the name of his feudal state. The
recent researches show that there were at least 26 fang, 15 po (earldoms), 27 hou (marquisates), 4 tsu
(viscountcies, 2 nan (baronages), and one t’en, whose proper names were mentiond in the inscriptions made under
the reigns of Wu-ting (1339-1281 BC) and Ti-hsin (1174- 1111 BC).
Under Wu-ting, we know three of king’s wives, and five generals also had their fiefs. In the oracles about
military expeditions under Ti-hs-in, the wording was often like this:
the king, leading the troops of “numerous t’ien and numerous po”, was launching an expedition against a certain
rebellious fang.

So the names we find today in the oracles represent only a small part of the numerous marquisates, earldoms,
vicountcies and baronages that flourished in the Yin dynasty. In the Yin Chronicle in Shih Chi (The Historical
Chronicle), it is said that
Ch’i made his son the lord over the territory of Shang.

The place-names of Ta-i-Shang and Chung-Shang, that appear in the oracles mean the same land as the territory
alloted to Chi’s son. In the same book we, find the sentences:
T’eng, Hsüeh, and Tsou were feudal states throughout the dynasties of Hsia, Yin and Chow.

Hsia-hou was the state alloted to the great Yü’s descendants. In the Yin dynasty, they were sometimes stripped
of the land but sometimes the same was returned to them.\fn{ In the Chronicle of Ch’en and Ch’i}
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So it seems that the feudal lords of the Yin dynasty could sometimes be traced back to a remote ancestry. They
got their land even before the king of Shang mounted the throne. So far as the evidence furnished by the books is
concerned, we can believe that feudalism in China started even before the Shang dynasty.
The feudal lords owed to the crown the obligations of suppressing rebellions and garrisoning the frontiers
against the barbarians, of paying tributes and conscripting soldiers for the king. There is much evidence in the
oracles. For instance, Fu-hao and Fu-ping were king’s wives that held their own land and they were recorded to
lead expeditions against Ch’iang and Lung-fang, respectively. Min-chu was another royal wife whose land lay in
the northwestern frontier. Once she reported to the king:
The tribesmen of Tu-fang came to hunt in our land and held ten of our people as captives.

Ch’iao was a marquisate in the west which once made a present of two hundred and fifty tortoises to the
crown, the event being recorded on the plastron of one of them. Prince Hwa, a feudal lord in the east, was said to
offer cattle to the king for sacrificial uses. Various oracles also show how the vassal states of Fu-hao and Kê
conscripted soldiers to be put at the service of the king.
It is not easy, with our limited knowledge, to fix the boundaries of the land under the rule of the royal house of
Yin. We can read more than five hundred place-names that appear In the Oracle Bone Inscriptions. Of these only a
few of the places we can locate, because the same place may be called different names at different times. Shangchiu, in the present province of Honan, was then considered as the center of China and was called either ChungShang (the Central Shang) or Ta-i-Shang (the Big City Shang).
The rest of the country was divided into Tung T’u (East Land), Nan T’u (South Land), Hsi T’u (West Land),
and Pei T’u (North Land). Altogether they made the Sze Fang (Four Directions), or, if including the Central
Shang, the Wu Fang (Five Directions).
Fang is a denomination used not only for the vassal states, but also for the barbarian tribes: such as Tu-fang,
Len-fang, Ch’iang-fang, Yu-fang, Ma-fang and dozens of others. We also find in the oracles places named after
rivers, such as the Ho (the Yellow River), the Lo (near Loyang), etc.
Place names can be classified into certain categories: those with the suffix -shan (Hill), such as Ch’iang-shan,
Chu-shan, etc.; with the suffix -lu (Slope), such as Mai-lu (Wheat slope), Chung-lu, etc.; with the suffix -ching
(Borough), such as I-ching, Ch’in-ching, etc. The qther common suffixes are -fu (Mound), -tu (Earth), -men
(Door), -in (Wood), etc.
Some place-names are made with prefixes, such as East, West, South, North, Upper and Lower. Putting these
names together, we can say that with the area around Shangchiu as the center of the kingdom, where was also the
seat of the Central Government, the kingdom reached the sea in Shantung (Ch’i) to the east; its western frontier
went as far as Shensi where we saw the rise of the Chow dynasty; in the north it perhaps embraced the provinces
of Hopei and Shansi; in the south it might reach the Yangtze river.
Communications must have attained to an advanced stage in the Yin dynasty; otherwise it would be hard for us
to explain certain relics discovered together with the oracle bones. The bronze vessels were made of an alloy that
contains 20% of tin. We know now copper is produced in Yunnan, Kweichow, Szechwan, and Hunan; tin is
produced in Yunnan, Kwangtung, Kwangsi, Kiangsi, and Hunan. Neither of these metals is produced in any
appreciable quantities north of the Yangtze. How could the people of Yin have used them and turned them into
vessels unless they were brought to the North China through adequate means of communication?
The coins of the Yin dynasty were sea-shells—products of the South Seas. The very oracles were inscribed on
the shells of tortoises produced in the south. In the chapter Y u-kung of Shu Ching, it is said,
Big tortoises came from Kiukiang, as tribute.

Chu-shu-chi-nien has it recorded:
In the first year of Chow-li-wang, the people of Ch’u offered the tribute of tortoises and shells.

In Lu-sung of the Book of Odes, it is said the barbarians of the Hwai tribe living near the Hwai river offered the
tribute of jade, tortoises, ivory, shells, and precious metals. In the oracles themselves, records can be found about
the tortoises sent from the south: the largest tortoise-shell ever disovered belonged to the period of Wu-ting: its
plastron is forty-four cm. long and thirty-five cm. wide. It might be used 204 times for divination purposes, as
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compared with the plastron of an ordinary tortoise that could be used for only twenty to sixty times. It is the
zoologists’ opinion that such a tortoise is found only in the Malay Peninsula.
In the tombs of the Yin kings, skeletons of rare animals are often found. These animals were buried to
accompany the dead king in the shades, the custom being based upon the superstition the dead would like to be
surrounded by the things they loved in this life. A survey of these skeletons convinces us the Yin kings must
possess a zoological garden in the capital where rare animals coming from distant places were kept.
We can mention a part of the mammals whose skeletons we have found: they are the Chu-shu, “Bamboo-rat,”
a rodent produced in the South; the elephant of the India type; the antelope with convolued horns that lives in an
altitude 3,000 feet above sea level, generally in the Tai-pai mountains in Shensi; the tapir of Malaya, the bear of
the Usuri valley, the badger of North Asia. Together with the oracle bones, we have also found whale bones,
turquoise and gold, none of which is produced in North China. It seems the influence of the Yin kingdom had
already reached very far so that the kings could bring such rarities over from the distant parts of the world to their
capital.
*
From the oracle bones, which are mainly concerning the public and private life of the royal house, we can see
(a) the absolute authority of the king; (b) the strictness of political organization;(c) the military might of the
kingdom. King of Yin was the universally recognized overlord of all the feudal lords. As the saying goes,
“In the sky there is only one sun, on the earth there is only one king.”
He was the only king of that part of the earth known then to the Chiriese. When he was the crown prince he
was called the minor kipg “who became the king” when be ascended the throne. After his death he was called by a
certain symbol in the sexagesimal cycle—his name being considered as sacred and forbidden to the vu]gar breath.
That started the custom of taking the royal name as a taboo, practised throughout Chinese history. The routine
oracles of divination—for decade-or-days and divination-for-the-evening—were all meant for the personal safety
of the king. So such questions were asked: “No harm to the king for the decade?”; “No harm to tbe king for the
evening?”
The policies of the state were all determined by the king himself. The national affairs were called the “king’s
affairs”. When. any person was appointed to a government post, the court historian would record that so-and-so
was “to assist the king’s, affairs” and the king would say that that man was “to assist my affairs”.
The king called himself “the Single Man I” An oracle made under the reign of Tsu-chia says, “No harm to the
Single Man me!” Such a title we find also often used in the Shu Ching: from T’ang, founder of the Yin dynasty,
who called himself thus in T’ang Shih and T’ang Kail through P’an-keng (in the chapter Pan-keng) down to
Chow-wu-wang (in his declaration of war against the overlord of Yin in T’ai Shih). The same title is found in the
inscription on the Duke of Mao’s Tripod. Yen Shih-ku, commentator of the Han Shu (History of the Han
Dynasty), said,
The king’s title for himself was the Single Man I
It was an expression of modesty on the part of the king himself,

explains Pai- hu-t’ung, a historical work written in the Eastern Han dynasty,
it meant that he had no more capacity than that of a single man. But it was a title of honour when he was called thus by
his courtiers and servants. It meant that vast as the earth is, there was only one single man to be revered and
worshipped, that is, the king.

When Confucius died; Lu-ai-kung, the Marquis of Lu, came to mourn. By a slip of the tongue he referred to
himself as “the Single Man I.” Then immediately he was corrected by Tsu-kung, one of the Master’s famous
disciples. Though the power of the royal house of Chow was then on the decline, it was still considered as grossly
improper for a feudal lord to usurp the title reserved specially for the king. And already in the Yin dynasty; the
king enjoyed every privilege that was associated with an absolute monarch.
*
As for the government organization, names of various government offices are found in the oralces, such as
[there follows the names of 17 such offices in Chinese characters], etc. The same offices we find also in the books
and bronze vessel inscriptions written in the Chow dynasty. It seems that the government organizations of both the
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Yin and Chow dynasties were on the similar pattern. If we think the government system of Chow as highly
developed, we should believe also that the government system of Yin was not much inferior to it:
The army of Yin was equipped with sharp bronze weapons, such as swords, arrows, halberds and spears. The
helmets were made of bronze, too. Not only the troops were well equipped but also organized according to a
certain pattern. Both the infantry and chivalry were grouped into three divisions: the left, the right and the centre.
(There are oracles that furnish the evidence.)
In the tombs of the Yin kings, there have been found skeletons of armed, able-bodied young men. They were
buried alive, like the rare animals we have just discussed, to accompany the dead king. They were perhaps meant
to serve as guards to the dead king, who, when alive; must be usually thus protected.
When war broke out in the form of punitive expeditions against a disobedient lord or an insurgent tribe,
soldiers were conscripted to the number of one thousand, three thousand, or five thousand. There is an oracle.
according to which as many as thirty thousand men were conscripted at one time. Conscription was called tengjen or teng-chung-jen in the oracles.
The jen people and chung masses were by no means referred to as slaves. (The same character chung appears
twelve times in P’an-keng, a chapter of the Shu-ching.) At that time, soldiers were conscripted from various
vassal states. They were good respectable citizens, tilling their ground in time of peace and joining the military
service in time of war. We cannot find any trace that they were slaves.
As to the theory that the character min (people) meant a slave, one of whose eyes was made blind, and the
character ch’en servants of the king, meant a slave lying prostrate, we are not sure whether such an interpretation
is right. Even if it is right, yet we know a word may mean an entirely different thing in its orignial, as compared
with its derivative meaning. We should not confuse the two. These characters were invented long before the Yin
dynasty and when they came to appear on the oracle bones, they may have already lost their original meanings.
The only slaves we know of in the Yin dynasty are hsi, male slave with shaven head; pi female slave to be thrown
into the river to pacify its god, and chih, handcuffed slave. But they were only convicts and captives, a very small
portion of the whole population.
2b
As little is known about the family life of the common people, we can only hope that the system of the royal
house, of which an outline can be made out of the data furnished by the oracles, could typify the family system
prevailing in the Yin dynasty.
What role did ancestor-worship play in the religious life of that time we shall see later. But ancestor worship
was derived from the patrilineal system. The patriarchs that were revered when they were alive became objects of
worship when they were dead. Ancestors were of two kinds, so far as we can see from the oracles: those of the
“lineal” and those of the “collateral”. The two kinds of ancestors were worshipped separately.
The lineal ancestors were called Ta Tsung; the collateral ancesters were called Hsiao Tsung. Tsung means
“temple”, and ta and hsiao mean “large” and “small” respectively. The eldest brother that had inherited the throne
or been made the heir apparent normally became Ta Tsung, but if he had no son, then his brother next in order that
had a son would become Ta Tsung, and he himself would become Hsiao Tsung. For each generation, only one
ancestor was worshipped as Ta Tsung together with his spouse. His brother or brothers that had inherited the
throne or been made the heir or heirs apparent were worshipped as Hsiao Tsung , but the wives of Hsiao Tsung
were not worshipped. The name-tablet for a Ta Tsung ancestor was called Ta Shih, and that for a Hsiao Tsung
ancestor was called Hsiao Shih.
For the succession of the throne, we may cite Wu-ting’s sons as an example. The king as a rule made the eldest
son borne by the queen (his legitimate wife) the heir apparent, who was called either the “minor king” ( Hsiao
Wang) or the “crown prince” (Ta Tze)
Now Wu-ting’s first queen was Pi-hsin, and her son Tsu-chi was made the heir apparent.
Pi-hsin died, and Pi-kuei became the queen and her Son Tsu-keng becarme the heir apparent.
Then Pi-kuei died, and Pi-wu became the queen and her son Tsu-chia, the heir apparent.
Wu-ting had three queens; and he had also three heirs apparent. All of the three were entitled to the throne, the
younger brother succeeding the elder.
Now Tsu-chi died young, so Tsu-keng inherited his father’s throne, which was in turn succeeded to by his halfbrother Tsu-chia. Tsu-keng had no son, so after Tsu-chia, the kingship passed to Tsu-chia’s two sons: Ling-hsin
and K’ang-ting. Ling-hsin had no son, so K’ang-ting’s successor was his son Wu-i. Tsu-chia and K’ang-ting were
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counted as belonging to the lineal, with their wives also worshipped in the ancestral temple, while Tsu-chi, who
died before he could ascend the throne, Tsu-keng and Ling-hsin were counted as belonging to the collateral. Wu
ting’s father was also a younger brother, but hebelonged to the Ta Tsung because he had a son to succeed him.
There is a story in Lu-shih chun chiu which may throw light upon the succession of the Yin kings:
Chou’s mother had three sons, Chou being the youngest. The first son was named Wei-tze-ch’i, the second, Chungyen, and the third Shou-te who was named Chou eventually. The two elder brothers were born when their mother was
still a concubine. Then she was promoted to be the queen, and soon afterwards Chou was born. The king and the queen
would makeWei-tze-ch’i, their eldest son, the heir apparent. But the Court Historian objected in accordance with the
law. He said, “There is the Queen’s son, and you should not make the concubine’s son the heir apparent.” So Chou was
made the king’s successor.

Now the same Chou was the last king of the Yin dynasty. It was his mis-government, as is believed by many,
that caused the overthrow of his dynasty. He is known as Ti’hsin in the oralces.
*
The family system at the time of Yin was patrilineal. Men enjoyed a more privileged position than women. For
the oracles about the childbirth of the royal family considered it “propitious” to have a boy and “unpropitious” to
have a girl. Clan exogamy was practised. The king’s wives were all called fu, women who retained their family
names. More than sixty of such fus under the reign of Wu-ting can be identified, e.g. Fu-hao, Fu-ping, Fu-p’ang,
Fu-ch’u, etc. The one made the legitimate queen and who was the mother of the heir apparent, was to have her
own shrine in the family temple after her death, and to be worshipped as one of the ancestors. The king could
have only one queen at a time, but he might have dozens of concubines who were all called fus. In Ch’u Li a
chapter of Li Chi, there is a list of the king’s wives and concubines arranged according to their rank. The kings of
Yin may have already adopted that ltind of system.
Names of noble families also appear in the oracles. They were perhaps related to the royal house. It is recorded
in Tso Chuan Fourth year of Lu-ting-kung, that “Six clans of Yin people were alloted under the rule of Duke qf
Lu”; “Seven clans of Yin people were alloted under the rule of Duke of K’ang.” Such clans were perhaps noble
families closely related to the royal house of Yin by blood.
3
What little we know of the agriculture of the Yin dynasty is all due to the superstitious habits of Wu-ting who
asked so often about the crop. The old belief that the Yin people largley lived on cattle-breeding has been refuted
by the recent discoveries. We know now that agriculture formed the essential part of the economic life of the Yin
people. Cattle were bred mainly for sacrificia! purposes. There was little record about fishery. Hunting seemed to
be only a form of sport for the royal house, a training of the hunter’s courage and strength. Neither cattlebreeding, nor fishery, or hunting had much to do with the food problem. The food of the Yin people was largely
provided by the yields of the earth.
From the oracles about the time, for seeding, we know that rice and millet were sown in the second moon of
the Yin calendar in the spring. In another oracle, it is thus recorded:
Kuei-ch’ou day. The question: What about this year’s rice crop? Answer: Greatly favorable. (The oracle made in)
the eighth moon of the eighth year.\fn{Pu-t’zu Tsui-pien no. 896}

Other oracles record questions 1ike this: “Would there be reports about the wheat crop?” The questions were
said to be made in the eighth moon. Wheat was generally harvested about the time of summer solstice, in the sixth
or seventh moon of the Yin calendar. So in the eighth moon, reports about the wheat crop ought to be coming in.
The staple food of the Yin people was rice, millet, wheat and sorghum. Alcoholic drink was made of millet.
Whenever there was an offering made to the ancestors, (male or female) it must include wine. Not simply wine,
but there were also li (wine with dregs) and ch’ang (scented drink). If the ghosts seemed to appreciate the drink so
much, they must have indulged in the habit while living. In Wei-tzu (a chapter of the Shu Ching), we see how the
royal house of Yin were giving themselves to drink. In Wu-yi (another chapter of the Shu Ching), we see that even
the downfall of the dynasty was attributed to the habit of excessive drinking of Ti-hsin. The Yin dynasty must
have produced some of the worst drunkards.
*
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The clothing of the Yin people can be seen in some of the characters we have deciphered in the oracles. These
characters are: I (dress), chin (shawl), ch’iu (fur), po (cloth), Ts’an (silkworm), sze (silk), ang (mulberry), etc.
Among the things excavated at Anyang was the half of a stone statue of a man’s figure. From that statue, we
can see how a man was dressed then. The tunic was girdled at the waist, with a separate skirt, the neckband
crossing under the throat, the larger left breast of the dress covering the smaller right breast in the front. The shoes
had their lips pointed upward.
How the woman was dressed may be seen in the figure carved on a piece of jade; other relics have also been
discovered that once formed a part of the woman’s dress. The lady of the Yin dynasty wore a high hat, adorned
with a kind of ornament bejewelled with turquoise which also covered the temples. On her forehead was a piece
of jade, with patterned opening spaces in it. The hair was tied round a thick pin made of bone and supported with
many smaller pins made of bone or ivory. Sometimes the addition of a well-carved ivory comb would give a
finishing touch to the hairdress. Gewgaws made of jade and in various shapes—such as the face of a man or a
beast, a tiger, an elephant, a rabbit, a swallow, a pigeon, a fish, a cicada, a bat, etc.—would hang tinkling on the
girdle of the man’s or woman’s dress. Some traces of fabric have also been preserved, owing to the chemical
reaction of the bronze-rust upon the fabric. The Yin people seem to have had rather good materials to make their
clothes from.
*
As to the housing of the Yin people, we know from our excavations that most of them lived a semiunderground life. They lived in a sort of pit, about twelve feet deep and twelve feet in diameter, covered at top by
the thatched roof. Only the royal family had houses built on the ground. This also applied to the building of
ancestral temples.
Ten years of excavation have convinced us of the magnificence of these royal houses. The earth wall and
thatch roof are all gone, but the foundation made of earth is in many cases still well kept. The ruins of a terrace
made of loess, with several steps of once a long stairway, are still preserved in good condition. In the south are the
traces of a gateway, with apparently three entrances facing the terrace. The remarkable fact is that the terrace and
the gateway lie exactly on the north-south line of the magnetic meridian. We have made twelve excavations
around that site, and no less than fifty-six sites with earth foundations have been found. It seems that the capital of
Yin was not wanting in buildings above the ground.
The foundation-laying of the ancestral temples was a horrible ceremony, for together with the stone plates were
deposited into the earth carriages, horses. living men, etc., a sort of sacrifice.\fn{ See also the article on the subject
published in the Continent Magazine, Vol. 1. No. 10}
The architectural terms that appear in the oracles are: (a) relating to palaces: ta-shih (big room), nan-shih
(south room), tung-shih (east room), tung-chin (east bed-room), nan-men (south gate), kung-kung (public palace),
etc.; (b) relating to ancestral temples: ta-Tsung (The Big Temple), hsiao-Tsung (The Small Temple), pei-Tsung
(The North Temple) yu-Tsung (The Right Temple), etc.
Tsung means “temple”, and there were special temples dedicated to individual ancestors, for instance: suTsung, Tsu-hsin Tsung, Tsu-ting Tsung, Wu-i Tsung, Wen-wu Tsung. Tsung is also called chia, (e.g Shang-chia
chia), or men, (e.g. Tsu-ting men). or ya, (e.g. Fu-chia ya).
The last designation may have had special significance, for it was a traditional belief that the ground plan of
the ancient royal palace was like the Chinese character ya. The middle part of the pictogram was believed to be
the so-called la-shih. Unfortunately, the ruins we have excavated are in too disordered a condition for us to see the
design. Moreover, our work of excavation was suspended in 1937 because of the war and we have never been
able to resume it.
But we have already discovered six hundred seventeen sites of pit-like buildings which served as residences
and working places for the king’s servants, together with round or square well-like cellars presumably for the
purpose of storing the grain and other commodites.\fn{ See also the article on Houses and Tombs of the Yin, published in the
Continent Magazine, Vol. 1, No.9}
*
As for travelling, characters for both the boat and the vehicle are found in the oracles. In one of the ruins we
found a man and a horse lying together. Does it mean that horse-riding was already known then? War-chariots
pulled by four horses were also discovered in the royal tombs. In one large tomb, as many as six chariots were
buried to “accompany” the dead king.
The relics we have excavated also show what a high degree of perfection the Yin people reached in
manufacturing the bronze implements. Sacrificial utensils, eating and drinking vessels, weapons and ornaments
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were all made of bronze. So large is the number excavated, and so fine is the artistry of the design and
workmanship that we cannot but admit that the bronze age attained to its zenith in the Yin dynasty. Complete sets
of bronze vessels have been discovered in the royal tombs. For instance, there is one set that contains two chueh,
one ku, two chih, one chiao, two chia, one yu, and one yi: all drinking vessels. Another set contains one tripod
ting and one kue, both eating vessels. Another set contains two bowls with dragon designs them, one plain bowl,
three pots, three shovels, three pairs of chopsticks, one perforated spoon, and one round dish that looks like a
plate. Very large tripods square or round in shape have also been discoverd. They were used for cooking.
*
As to the weapons, we have discovered arrows, halberds, swords, spears, battle-axes, hatchets, chin and ch’i.
The bronze helmets look very much like the steel helmets of today, but they have a cavity on the top, to
accomodate plume or other ornaments.
Bronze ornaments are of many kinds, mostly without names. Perhaps they were originally fixed on the wooden
or leather trappings of the horses or carriages. Ornaments are also made of jade, stone, mother-of-pearl, turquoise,
ivory, bone, or horn.
A marble tiger and a marble owl, are two very fine specimens of sculpture. Earthenwares have been discovered
in large quantities and various kinds, all of a very fine quality. The fine jade ornaments, from small trinkets to
processional halberds and axes, all show that an admirable handicraft industry was flourishing in the Yin dynasty.
*
Economically, the kingdom of Yin had outgrown the trade by barter, and money was widely in use. Many seashells with holes in them were discovered in our excavations; these we know to be the coins. In one oracle, it is
recorded that King Wu-ting gave to each of his daughters a p’eng of sea shells. P’eng. which, according to Wang
Kuo-wei’s interpretation, means ten sea-shells, seemed to be a unit in the monetary system. This character appears
several times in the oracles in connection with sums of money. Ten pei made a p’eng, and ten p’eng made a
hundred; similarly ten days made a hsun and ten hsun made a hundred.
Decimal system was perhaps already known and practised in the Yin dynasty. On a Yin bronze vessel is
recorded the king’s gift of certain amount of p’eng to a certain nobleman. Similar records ars also found on the
Chow vessels. It shows that the same monetary system was used at the beginning of the Chow dynasty.
4
The Yin dynasty was a period when ancestor-worship was carried to the extreme. But the religion prevalent at
that time had a wider scope than mere ancestor worship. Besides the ghosts of ancestors, there seemed to be other
supernatural beings that were also worshipped.
First of all, there was the Supreme God, the highest of all deities, that was called Ti. The position of Ti in
Heaven was somewhat like that of the king on the earth. Ti was also called Shang Tt.The omnipotent one
dominated over the human lives in at least the following five ways: (a) He sent the rain down to the earth. An
agricultural society depends for its food on the timely rain more than anything else. To send down the rain means
almost to send down the food. So in the oracles we often find questions about the rain made by the anxious king.
(b) He might hold the rain in check and send down famine instead. In the oracles, we find desperate questions and
exclamations like these: “Would God send down famine?” “No more rain and God would starve us!” (c) He
brought victory to the army. For instance, there was a prayer for victory to Ti in an oracle about the king’s
expeditions against the tribe Kung-fang. (d) He brought fortune to the world. (e) He also brought misfortune to the
world.
It was also a popular belief that the ancestors of the living men, believed to be in Heaven, were in a position to
sit near the Supreme One. In an oracle it is said that “Hsia-i paid homage to Ti". Hsia-i was an ancestor of the
royal house, known better as Tsu-i. Since it was up to Ti to decide to send down the rain or not, the ancestors
might use their influence to prevail upon Ti not to send down the rain as a measure of punishment against the
sinful sons. Wu-ting, in consulting the oracle, is found to ask on several occasions such questions: “Is it true that
Wang-hai prevents the rain?” “Is it true that Shang-chia prevents the rain?” Both Wang-hai and Shang-chia were
remote ancestors of the royal house of the Yin.
There were also God of wind, called “Ti‘s Messenger”, and God of Cloud, called “Six Clouds”—meaning the
clouds in the East, West. South, North, above the earth and below the earth. The God of Sun was worshipped at
sunrise and sunset. There was God of Moon; and the lunar eclipse was considered as a portent of evil. Some of the
conspicuous stars and constellations were also worshipped, for instance, Aldebaran or alpha of the Hyades.
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In many of the oracles, worship of Yüeh and Ho was mentioned. Thugh the two characters have been
interpreted as names of ancestors, yet the reading of the contexts convinces us that we should take them at their
literal meaning: i.e. Yüeh means the mountain and Ho means the Yellow River.
There were gods fer the four directions of the compass, as the worship of them is mentioned in the oralces.
Gods of different localities and gods of certain big rivers, for instance; the Hwan, near the capital were constant
objects of worship.
*
But it was still ancestor-worship that held the most important position in the religious life of the Yin people.
“To serve the dead as if they were living”—we can say that the piety of the Yin people did reach that degree. The
one hundred thousand pieces of oracle bones and shells contain little but the questions the reverential Yin kings
put to their ancestors and the answers in the forms of cracks which the bones and shells produced when they were
scorched. Such questions were asked and such answers received, we can believe, when a solemn ceremony of
worship was performed. It was once thought that worship and war were two most important affairs of the state,
and worship of the ancestors was set even above war as a determinant factor of the fate of a nation. Ghosts were
diligently worshipped and reverentially feared. Their favor must be won, and their anger propitiated. Ancestorworship is the traditional religion of China that has come down from the Yin dynasty to the present. We should
consider this as a special feature of the Chinese civilization.
But the rites of ancestor-worship were a very complicated affair. I have studied the subject for over twenty
years but there are still many things about it that are beyond my comprehension. The only thing I have achieved is
a mere outline of the worship rites performed under the reigns of Tsu-chia, Ti’-i, and Ti-hsin. (Please see Yin-li
P’u; On Worship Rites.)
But the outline is already complicated enough to be of a surprising nature. The kings of Yin regarded their
ancestors (as well as the great ministers in their ancestors’ government, such as I-yin and Hsien-wu) as still living
in their spirit. They retained the same rank and authority, possessed the same emotions, and would enjoy the same
good things as they used to enjoy when alive. The only difference seemed to be that the disembodied spirits were
endowed with supernatural powers: their power to grant favours or to inflict punishment was greatly increased
after their death.
Funeral service was shockingly lavish, for it was thought as a means to win the favour of the dead. Their tombs
were considered to play the same role in their life after death as their palaces, and the temples erected in their
honour were meant to be their office buildings where they would hold their court. So in the building of both the
tombs and temples, a large number of living persons and horses, carriages and vessels were to be buried in the
ground, for it was believed that the dead would need them. Sacrifices were constantly offered to them; and various
worship rites were performed from time to time.
After the performance of every rite, the question must be put on the oracle bone: “nothing wrong?” The dutiful
son was anxious to know whether he was all rightin doing the service, whether anything had been neglected,
which might displease his jealous fathers. That question, of course, also implied the prayer that no harm would
fall on him and his country because of his possible negligence in serving the dead. Under the reign of Ti-i, at the
beginning of each of the five kinds of rites, the prayer must be repeated: “No harms, no misfortunes, no
calamities.”
Indeed, the wishes were always being expressed that the sons needed their ancestors’ protection. In a foregoing
paragraph, we have seen how the ancestors Wang-hai and Shang-chia were believed to have the power over the
rain. When Wu-ting was ill, he would think it was his deceased father or grandfather or grandmother who caused
his disease. When the crop failed, the question would be put to the oracle: “Is it Kao who blights our rice?” Now
this Kao has been proved by Wang Kuo-wei to be the same person as the legendary emperor K’u, the first
ancestor of the kings of Yin.
If such harms could be done by the spirits of the ancestors, they would also enjoy the offerings, listen to the
prayers, and send down their blessings. Prayers were often made to Ku, Wang-hai, or Shang-chia to send down
the rain or to bless the crop. Often the kings would report their disease to the ancestors, with no other purpose, we
can believe, than that health might be soon restored to them through the blessing of the supernatural beings.
Three of the ancestresses were believed to be tutelary goddesses of childbirth. They were Pi-keng, queen of
Shih-jen; Pi-ping, queen of Ta-i; and Pi-chi, queen of Tsu-ting. Prayers were invariably made to them when one of
the king’s wives was known to be pregnant. It was not so much for the safety of the expectant mother as for the
production of a male child that the king prayed.. If none of his wives showed any sign of pregnancy, the

870

grandmothers in heaven would also be appealed to. They were indeed the Yin version of the stork as the
superstitious Europeans knew it.
Victories on the battlefield were also blieved to be gifts of the ancestors. So whenever a war broke out, it must.
be reported at the temple to pray for the supernatural aid and guidance.
It is very curious to note that no records are available about the worship rites of Ti, the Supreme God, in the
oracles. It seems that the ancestors were expected to intercede for the descendants with the Highest in Heaven. So
almost all the elaborate religious rituals of the Yin dynasty were meant for the ancestors.
But as we have seen, the temprainents of kings may differ. While Wu-ting bothered his ancestors with endless
questions and prayers, the more rational Tsu-chia paid little heed to the traditional belief and led a more or less
enlightened life.
5
From the names of the stars that appear in the oracles, we have reason to believe that not only the conspicuous
constellations of the zodiac (for instance, Alpha of the Scorpion, traditionally known to the Chinese as the Fire
Star) but also some planets might have been known to the Yin people. The character sui in the oracles perhaps
means the planet Jupiter which is called “Star Sui” in Chinese. Lunar eclipses were believed to be portentous
omens, but some of the eclipses in record on the oracle bones were observable not in Ariyang but in some remote
feudal states. The eclipses were reported to the capital, where they were recorded on the bones or shells. It seems
that observations of astronomical phenomena were performed not only in the capital but also in the feudal states.
Besides astronomy, it is calendar that is remarkable as a highly developed science. For a detailed study of the
Yin calendar, readers are referred to A Symposium on the World Calendar, Chinese Association for the United
Nations Publications, Series I.6. Today I am only going to give a summary of it.
5a
The day was divided into seven sections under the reign of Wu-ting: ming, ta-ts’ai, ta-shih, chung-jih (midday)
tsê, hsiao’shih, hsiao-ts’ai. That was the old method. The new method, adopted under the reign of Tsu-chia, was to
divide the day into ten sections: mei (twilight), hsi (dawn), ming (brightness), chao (morning), ta-shih (dinner
time), chung-jih (mid-day), tsê (declining day), hsiao-shih (supper time), mu (late afternoon), and hun (dusk). The
same day and night bore the same number in the sexagesimal cycle; for instance, the night of a chia-tsu day was
chia-tsu nigbt.
5b
The Sexagesimal Cycle must have been established in the remote past, for the system was already in wide use
in the Yin dynasty. By this system, days can be numbered independently of either the solar year or the lunar
month. Under the reign of Wu-ting, the day was designated by a number in the cycle, followed, but not always, by
the number of tbe month. The unit of measuring the time above the day was the hsun or decade. To count a certain
number of days, the number of days would be given first, to be followed by the designation of last day in that
series. For instance, “three days ping-shen” means these three days: chia-wu, i-ssu, and ping-shen. “Five decade
three days keng-shen” means fifty three days, from wu-chen to ken-shen. Five hundred four decade seven days
ting-hai” means 547 days, from hsin-ssu to ting-hai.
Under the reign of Tsu-chia, certain improvements were made on the calendar. For the designation of days, he
seemed to emphasize the subordination of the day to the month. For instance, “kuei-hai, in the fifth moon” and
“ping-wu in the prime moon.” To make tbe designation clear, the preposition tsai (in) was seldom omitted.
5c
The long month had thirty days and the short month had twenty nine days. There were instances of two
consecutive long months. My study of the calendar of a period of 152 years (from 1313 to 1161 BC) shows that
the mean length of a lunar month in the Yin calendar was 29.53085106 days, identical with the traditional “Szefen” figure.
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5d
Based upon tlie same calculations over the above-mentioned period of 152 years, the mean length of a solar
year was 365.25 days, also identical with the traditional “Sze-fen” figure.
There is a record about the taking over of a farm that happened under the reign of Wen-wu-ting (1222-1210
BC). In that record, a period of 547 days is mentioned. That figure should equal to one year and a half.
5e
To adapt the synodical months to a solar year has always been a serious problem to the users of a luni-solar
calendar like the Chinese. The conceptions of the Metonic cycle (seven intercalary\fn{ Inserted:WEB,1934} months
in nineteen years and of the period of Calippus (27,759 days for 76 years) are the best solutions yet known to
humanity. There is ample evidence for us to believe that such conceptions were already known to the Chinese in
the Yin dynasty. The intercalary month was put at the end of the year and called the “thirteenth moon” under the
reign of Wu-ting. The reform made by Tsu-chia was to place the intercalary month immediately after any month
when the difference between the solar year and the lunar year amounts to a substantial number of days. And it was
called not the thirteenth moon, but the same as the month preceding it (For details, please read Yin-li P’u, Part I,
Chapter 1.)
Some other features of the Yin calendar are: (a) The solar year was divided into 24 sections, and every two
sections made an “astronomical month”. The beginning of each astronomical month is called a “limit point” or
chieh ch’i, and the middle point of it is called a chung ch’i. But as a lunar month is not equivalent to one twelfth
of the solar year, it may sometimes contain only one of the two points of the “astronomical month” and miss the
other. According to the Yin system, a month that contained only chung ch’i but no chieh ch’i was regarded as the
intercalary month. (b) The first or “prime” moon was a month of ch’ou that contained the chu ch’i Hsiao Han and
the chieh ch’i Ta Han. That agrees with the traditional description of the Yin calendar. (c) The Sexagesimal cycle
is an extremely valuable means of numbering the days. This system has been employed up to the present for more
than 3,200 years without a day amiss.
6
On all the 100,000 pieces of Oracle Bones, no more than 2,000 different characters were used. Of them we can
identify about 1,300 and [or] 1,400. But don’t think the vocabulary used in the Yin dynasty was so limited.
Obviously, the terse and dignified style of the oracles would not permit the use of an extensive vocabulary.
Among the characters we know, we find their formation is sufficiently complex; in them we find all the “six
types” of Chinese characters as propounded in Shuo Wen, the classical work on the morphology of the Chinese
language. In the Yin dynasty, we see that the Chinese language had passed the stage of pictography\fn{ The attempt
to represent by a literal drawing of the thing named:H } and that an intricate writing system with graceful lines and curves
had come into use.
Those characters for animals, for instance, were transformed to such a degree that the reader may not
recognize at first sight what they represent. The legs of the animal that ought to touch the ground were raised in
the air. The arrangement of the characters into vertical lines in writing would require such a transformation.
Reviewing what is inscribed on the Oracle Bones, a connoisseur cannot but admire the structure and force
exhibited in the calligraphy.
Indeed, calligraphy was already an independent art in the Yin dynasty. To trace the origin of the Chinese
language from the Oracle Bone Inscriptions, we may make the following suggestions: (a) Two scripts may have
been in use in the Yin dynasty: one as represented by the Oracle Bone Inscriptions, simple and more restrained in
style; the other as represented by the Bronze Vessel Inscriptions, more ornamental and picturesque, possibly a
more ancient style. In the latter we have reasons to suspect a greater affinity to the original Chinese pictography.
(b) The Chinese language has its independent origin. A comparative study of the Egyptian hieroglyphics, the
Moso pictograms\fn{A system of written communication devised by one of the minority peoples, living in northwest Yunnan
Province:H} and the Chinese characters as represented by the Oracle Bones has convinced us of the possibility of
the invention of the same symbol for the same meaning by three different peoples at three different times and in
three different places. When different peoples happened to think in the same way about the same object, they
might get the same sign to express their idea. But more often, because of the difference in geographical
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surroundings, social background, and ways of thinking, different peoples must have different languages. (See my
paper Moso and Oracle Bone Inscriptions, Continent Magazine vol. III, nos. 1-3. Prof. Ignatius C. L. Ying has
written a paper on the same subject in English: Moso—The Most Picturesque Writing System in the World, Free
China Review, Taipei vol. I, no.9. My study on the Egyptian hieroglyphics has not yet been published.)
There are two erroneous conceptions about the written language in the Yin dyansty that must be corrected: (a)
It was a belief universally accepted twenty years ago that except [for] the Oracle Bone Inscriptions, there was no
written language for the Yin dynasty. But as more relics were found, we came to know how the language was
widely used then. On ox skulls, deer skulls, human skulls, white earthenwares, gray earthenwares, jade utensils,
stone implements, etc, words were either inscribed or written. In the oracles, the characters for “slats” (chien,
serving the same purpose as paper) and “books” (ch’e) are sometimes found. Such things must have been in
existence then. The Oracle Bones are interesting not only for the inscriptions, but also for the words which the
priests in charge of divination would sometimes insert by writing with a brush among the inscriptions. (b) Once it
was held that since the Oracle Bone Inscriptions are read sometimes from right to left and sometimes from left to
right and since the character may be also written in the reverse way, such a waywardness only shows that the
Chinese language was still in a primitive stage. But now we know it was not the fact. Oracles were a special kind
of inscriptions which must be so arranged as to suit, the positions of their respective “oracular signs” and also to
bring out the symmetry of design on the bones or shells. But the other inscriptions we have found (on skulls,
bones, and jade, but not for oracles) all show a fixed way of writing: the lines run from top to bottom and from
right to left—in the same way as a piece of Chinese writing is usually arranged. Not a single character is found to
be written reversely. And there are also so many Bronze Inscriptions to confirm our point, that the irregularity in
the Oracle Bone Inscriptions is only an exception.
*
Besides calligraphy, engraving and sculpture were two highly developed arts in the Yin dynasty.
The engravings on the bronze vessels exhibit such a richness of designs and such fine touches of artistic
imagination that today they are still universally admired. I saw in Chicago a Yin vessel engraved with designs of
twenty different animals. This, I believe, must be a masterpiece of the Yin art.
For sculpture, we have the statues of tiger, owl, elephant, hog, etc., found in the royal tombs.
Paintings have not been preserved in large quantity. Some traces of pictures of a dragon or a tiger are found in
the royal tombs. On the Oracle Bones, occasionally we can find small sketches, made no doubt by the diviners to
amuse themselves with. We have found a picture of two monkeys, one male and the other female. Another picture
shows a pregnant big elephant. The embryo elephant represented is well-built in its anatomy but eyeless. Nearby
is a deer, added, we can presume, to show in proportion the size of the. elephant. Another picture is an ingenious
sketch of a partridge, complete in only three strokes. It seems the calligraphists of the Yin dynasty were
sometimes also painters.
In the Oracle Bone Inscriptions music knowledge can be inferred from the characters for music. The character
yo is a combination of silk and wood, signifying the string and body of the instrument. The character yao is an
imitation of a picture of a wind-instrument. The instruments we have excavated include: (a) ch’ing, (a bell-like
instrument)—a special kind, made of stone; (b) jao,—four pieces in one set of three different sizes; (c) hsun, (a
wind-instrument shaped like the ocarina)—of different sizes and made either of stone or bone, but the shape, the
design, and the position of the holes are the same; (d) drum—covered with finely-designed crocodile skin. The
design soon vanished after leaving the earth,\fn{ I.e., upon excavation:H} but we have kept its facsimile, by both
photography and drawing.
The description above is a summary of the Yin civilization as I understand it. Incomplete as the picture is, it
represents the research work of more than twenty years.
7
So far we have discussed the Chinese, civilization during that period of history known as the Yin dynasty.
What, then, shall we say of the ancient Chinese civilization as a whole, dating from the dawn of history to the
downfall of the Chow dynasty?
As I have pointed out in the beginning, the ancient Chinese civilization is a subject which so many are eager to
understand but about which so little can be said definitely and conclusively. There is a general expectation that a
valid and comprehensive history of the ancient Chinese civilization would some day be written based on the new
materials that are coming out of the earth. But most historians of today are contented with a sceptical attitude:
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they will not commit themslves to anything that goes beyond their limited field of research, anything that sounds
like theorization.
Historians of the classical school, profoundly learned in the old books, are left in a bewildered position to see
their old beliefs shattered before the advance of the new methods and new theories; but they seem to think
themselves too old to learn the new things. They would not take the trouble to seek fresh evidence to defend their
cherished old system. The younger generation, out of their love for novelty, are largely for the materialist school.
The cheap and ready-made solutions offered by that ochooI to every known problem must prove to be very
palatable to the lazy minds.
And there are the retired skeptics who have done so much to demolish the old system but who are now calmly
waiting for other people to erect a new system in the place of the old.
But how can the new system be erected?
To sort out and give a significance to the confused masses of underground materials; to refer constantly to the
old materials on the paper as honorable attempts at a system of the ancient history made by people one or two
thousand years ago or as repertory of legends more or less grounded on facts; to adopt the best methods and at the
same time to be free from all biases, preconceived ideas, and wishful thinking—such a work is no doubt urgently
needed, but alas, it is a work most unjustifiably neglected.
Personally I don’t think I meet all the requirements for such a task; but to erect a new system of the ancient
Chinese history has been the aim of my life. I don’t know whether the goal can be reached, but surely it will lead
us on. Little though we know today on this topic, it is our hope that more materials will be unearthed and better
results achieved if we should persistently exert our efforts.
Now we have at least made our stand on a promontory in the vast, unmapped land of the ancient Chinese
civilization. The promontory is our limited knowledge of the Yin dynasty. We can in this station look forward and
backward. If our view is not distorted, we can trust [that] an outline of the strange territory may be made through
vigilent observations and careful reasoning.
The following may be deemed as the report of such a survey.
*
Chronology of the Ancient History as Deduced From Oracle Bone Inscriptions and Astronomical Records: The
study of the ancient civilization is historical in nature. As historical events are hinged upon dates and as no dates
can be fixed except by a definite system of calendar, so a study of the ancient calendar ought to be regarded as a
clue to the understanding of the ancient history.
Calendars are all established according to certain astronomical phenomena. It is the rising and setting of the
sun, the phases of the moon, the alternation of the seasons that manifest the periodicity of days, months, and
years. Calendar is the product of natural studies—something independent of history, but rather on which history
depends. If we are guided by the belief that our ancestors, like the civilized peoples all over the world, were ever
cognizant and observant of the motions of sun and moon, and that the wisest among them would “study the
astronomical phenomena and bestow the correct time” on the less enlightened of their brethren, then it is perhaps
right to suggest that the dates given in all the historical materials must have an astronomical significance; they
must correspond with the positions of the earth or the moon on their orbits.
By comparing the recorded dates with our knowledge of the astronomical phenomena, we can compile a
correct chronology of ancient China. With that chronology all the dates can be given and ancient history will
become credible because it is based upon the indubitable truths of astronomy.
Column 5 of our diagram shows the chronology of the ancient Chinese history compiled from the most reliable
sources available. It is based on the correct calendar. I cannot give all my proofs today; but will only mention
some important points.
8a
The first known date of the Chinese history used to be the first year of the Kung Ho or the Regency Period of
the Chow dynasty, i.e. 841 BC. the year of hsin-yu. The Chow dynasty was overthrown in 256 BC, the year of issu.
These dates are verified and unquestionable. Our problem is rather: in what year did Chow Wu-wang start his
military operations to oust the Yin king?
I Hsing (a monk of the T’ang dynasty) compiled the Ta Yen Calendar and found out the said event happened in
1111 BC, the year of kengyin. We have found out the dates in the chapter Wu ch’eng of the Shu Ching (the so-
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called “authentic” Ku Wen edition) correspond entirely with the dates in the chapter Shih-fu-chieh of I-chow-shu.
So we accept Monk I Hsing’s date as correct.
That year was the eleventh year of Chow Wu-wang’s reign as a vassal under Yin. It means that eleven years
earlier, 1122 BC, the year of chi-mao, Chow Wu-wang succeeded his father Chow Wen-wang as the lord over his
principality. That year is usually called the Ordination Year of the Chow dynasty, as the beginning of that dynasty.
But as we know, for eleven years after that date, Ti-hsin still ruled as the king, so actual1y, the Chow dynasty
lasted 856 years, ending in 256 BC. Other dates that are recorded in I-chow-shu show that the people of Chow, as
the people of a vassal state, were using the Yin system of counting the months until the Yin dynasty was
overthrown. For instance, in Hsiao-k’ai-chieh it is said,
In the 35th year and the prime moon and on the day of ping-tsu, a sacrifice was held, for the eclipse happened not on
the right day.

The “prime moon” of that year was a ch’ou month on the Yin calendar.
8b
The Shang Dynasty, ought to be said to end in 1112 BC. But by the usual practice of the historians, 1123 BC,
or the year before Chow Wu-wang’s succession is recognized as the last year of the dynasty. T’ang mounted the
throne by exiling the last king of the Hsia dynasty in 1751 BC, the year of keng-hsu. That year was the beginning
of the Shang dynasty, which lasted 629 years (actual1y 640 years).
T’ang’s reign lasted thirteen years. He was succeeded by T’ai-chia. The chapter I-hsün of the Shu Ching
contains that date:
The twelfth moon, the day i-ch’ou New Moon.

That date fell in year 1738 BC, the year of kuei-hai.
After P’an-keng moved the capital to Yin, innumerable dates are preserved in the Oracles which we have the
good luck to have unearthed. As to the significance of these dates in the calendar, the readers are referred to Yin-li
P’u. Here we may mention that these dates agree entirely with our correct calendar.
8c
So far we have excavated nothing that bears upon the history of the Hsia dynasty. Materials that have been
kept on the paper are also very scanty. One key date we can secure is the solar eclipse in the first year of the reign
of Chung-k’ang. That eclipse happened on jen-shen, the first day (New Moon) of the ninth moon (Hsia calendar,
2137 BC, the year of chia-shen. The eclipse was seen at its maximum at 11:30 in An-i. capital of Hsia. Then the
sun’s position in the zodiac was near the constellation Fang in the east.
Such facts agree entirely with the records in the Shu Ching (chapter Yin-cheng, “Chin Wen” edition).
According to Tii-wang-shih-chi, before Chung-k’ang ruled T’ai-kang (duration of the reign: 29 years); before
T’ai-k’ang, were Ch’i (duration of the reign: ten years), and Yu (duration of the reign: seven years). So the first
year of the reign of Yu—recognized to be the beginning of the Hsia dynasty—was 2183 BC, the year of wu-hsu.
The Hsia dynasty lasted 432 years, ending in the year when it was superseded by the Shang.
The lengths of the three dynasties—Hsia, Shang, and Chow—agree with the figures in Shih Ching.
8d
The first year of the reign of Yao was perhaps 150 years earlier than Yu, 2333 BC, the year of wu-ch’en. The
only reliable data are the records of astronomical phenomena in the chapter Yao-tien of the Shu Ching.
These obscure passages have long been a puzzle to the historians. An interesting interpretation is made by Mr.
Lu Ching-kuei in his Advanced Astronomy. He said that the first year of the reign of Yao was the year 2357 BC, or
chia-ch’en (the same as is fixed by Hwang-chi-ching-shih, a book written by the Sung scholar Shao K’angchieh). Mr. Lu maintained that as the celestial longitude then was about sixty degrees less than now (he wrote the
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book in 1926), so the sun’s positions in the zodiac on the two solstices and two equinoxes, which we can arrive at
by calculation, agree with the records in the Shu Ching.
For instance, at sunset of winter solstice at the time of Yao, the constellation Pleiades would shine just in the
south. And in the Shu Ching, we found such sentences:
The day was the shortest, and there was the constellation Mao (Pleiades). So winter solstice can be fixed.

Mr. Lu also calculated that by midnight of winter solstice at that time, the seven constellations under the sign
of the Blue Dragon were just in the east, the seven constellations under the sign of the Red Bird were just in the
south, the seven constellations under the sign of the White Tiger were just in the West, the seven constellations
under the sign of the Black Tortoise were just in the North.
The division into four groups of the twenty eight zodiacal constellations was perhaps first made at that time. In
the same chapter of the Shu Ching, it is said that the length of a year was put at 366 days and that the system of
intercalation set the rotation of seasons in right order.
It seems that the astronomical knowledge we attribute to the Yin people must have had a still earlier origin.
The Yin calendar has the month of ch’ou as the first month of a year, and the Hsia calendar has the month of yin
as the first month of a year. But in the right order of the Twelve Earthly Branches, it is the month tzu, or the month
that contains winter solstice, that should be the first month.
So we have good reasons to believe that the calendar as practised in the Hsia and Yin dynasties could be traced
back to earlier times.
*
Another study on Yao-tien was made by Mr. Chu Ke-chen, but we think his method is too complicated and too
modern to be applicable to the simple phenomena observed at such an early period of history.
But there are some other phrases in Yao-tien that even remind us of the similar phrases found in the Oracles.
(a) For instance, the Fire Star, the Bird Star (Aldebaran, or Alpha of the Hyades) and the worship of sun at sunrise
and sunset are mentioned in Yao-tien as well as in the Oracles. (b) In Yao-tien, it is said that the great Yao ordered,
on vernal equinox, the people to work on the farm in the east and thereupon, the people got from the place where
they sheltered themselves for the winter and “dispersed” themselves in the fields. A similar passage including the
two key characters—tung (“east”) and hsi (“disperse”) is found in the Oracles.
Mr. Ku Chieh-kang has said Yao-tien was a forgery. But these things could not have been known, not to say
written about, in the Han dynasty.
*
Then how about Hwang Ti or the Yellow Emperor?\fn{ Traditionally regarded as the founder of Chinese civilization and
said to have reigned from 2697-2597BC: “Yellow Emperor,” in WIKIPEDIA }
Nothing definite can we say about the chronology of the reign of this king of the remote past. There is a bronze
vessel, the inscriptions on which give an account of the lineage of a certain Marquis of Chen. It says that the
Marquis’s earliest ancestor was Hwang Ti.
The Marquis was a descendant of Shun,\fn{ Traditionally 2797-2697BC, the last leader of ancient China from the time known
as the Three Sovereigns and Five Emperors, and the leader who surrendered power, after 50 years of rule beginning in his 53 rd year, to the
founder of the Xia dynasty: “Shun (Chinese leader” in WIKIPEDIA } and Shun, as has been pointed out by Mr. Ting Shan,

was Hwang Ti’s descendant of the eighth generation. So no doubt the Marquis of Chen called Hwang Ti his
earliest ancestor.
Hwang Ti has been described in many ancient classics as the first king of China. It seems that we cannot
dismiss him as a sheer legendary hero.
9
It was once erroneously held that Yin and Chow represented two types of civilization. But a close study of all
the available materials relating to the two dynasties will show that there were many customs and institutions
common to both.
The relation between the two civilizations, if we are allowed to make such a differentiation for convenience’s
sake, seems to be that of continuation. Confucius said,
The rituals of the Yin are based upon those of the Hsia: the improvements and revisions are easy to see.
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So in Confucius’ view, there are more similarities than differences between the rituals of Yin and Chow (The
Confucian term li stands for more than rituals; it includes customs and institutions.) We can illustrate with
thefollowing examples:
9a
The designation of days by the Sexagesimal Cycle was a very early practice. But it is interesting to note the
development of the forms of these twenty-two characters (Ten Heavenly Stems and Twelve Earthly Branches).
The Oracle Bone Inscriptions show that they were rather simple in the early periods of the Yin dynasty, but
became complex as the Yin dynasty drew to the close. But in the Bronze Vessel Inscriptions of the Chow dynasty
such characters were also written in the complex forms as we find on the Oracle Bones. The Bronze Vessel
Inscriptions also contain many other characters that reveal a striking similitude with those used in the Oracle Bone
Inscriptions.
It seems that in the evolution of the script of the Chinese language, we do not see a break, a sudden turn, or a
deviation when the Chow dynasty succeeded the Yin. The change was simply a dynastic one: whatever else the
old dynasty left the new would take up. So the Chow people would write almost the same kind of characters as
the Yin people had done before.
9b
Besides certain verbs, adjectives, adverbs, and pronouns that appear frequently in the inscriptions of both
dynasties, there seemed to be certain common phrases in the language of ancient China. “SIngle Man I”, as we
have seen, is a notable example. “Thus ordereth the king” is another. They appear in the Oracle Bone Inscriptions,
Bronze Vessel Inscriptions, I-chow-shu, Tso-chuan and Shu Ching. The phrases ta-ts’ai and hsiao-ts’ai were used
to denote certain hours in the morning and afternoon in the Oracle Bone Inscriptions; they also appear in Lu-yu of
Kuo-yu. The same phrases about the solar and lunar eclipse, as we find in the Oracle Bone Inscriptions, are also
used even after the Spring and Autumn period.
Innumerable such instances can be given.
9c
Royal edicts in the Yin as well as in the Chow dynasty begin with the phrase: “Thus ordereth the king.”
Various rites of sacrifice and worship are common to both dynasties. Various ranks of nobility and offices; levels
of military command, the system of ta-tsung and hsiao-tsung in the family genealogy, and even the names and
shapes of sacrificial vessels—all these that made China at the time of Chow a civilized and well-organized
country were inherited from the Yin dynasty.
But as Confucius said, there were also improvements and revisions. The Chow people did not accept
everything of the preceding dynasty: most customs they adopted, some others they discarded. They invented the
terms chi ssu pa, chi sheng pa, and chi wang, to give a more exact description of the phases of the moon in a lunar
month. (They are fixed days in the lunar months.) At the same time, they seemed to have abolished the system of
the division of the da,y as used in the Yin dynasty. Such changes, of course, do not affect our statements about the
general relationship between the two dynasties.
10
The genealogy of the Shang dynasty as seen in the Oracle Bone Inscriptions can be traced to a time earlier than
Yao’s reign, since the first ancestor of the Shang kings, Nao, has been proved to be the same person as Ku. Six
generations before Shih Kwe, T’ang’s father, was Shang-chia, who according to Chu-shu-chi-nien, was a feudal
lord under the king of Hsia. Other ancestors can also be identified in Chu-shu-chi-nien as persons belonging to the
Hsia dynasty.
Though we cannot prove the history of the Hsia dynasty by the Oracle Bone Inscriptions, yet the ancestors
whom the Yin kings worshipped must have lived under some kind of rulers who may have been the Hsia kings.
11
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Chu-shu-chi-nien, as we generally have on the library shelf, is the so-called “new edition” which contains,
together with many well-grounded informations, also many errors in the chronology. It is an edition apparently
prepared by a compiler of a very late period. Then there is the “old edition” which was compiled out of the
passages of the original book that are quoted and therefore preserved in other books. The date of 1111 BC, as the
year when Chow Wu-wang started the revolution, was found in the original book, which was still available in the
T’ang dynasty but which has since been lost to us except for the disconnected passages hidden in other books.
But the chronology of the Shang and Hsia dynasties contained even in the “old edition” is not entirely reliable.
But still we give it a column in our diagram for it is the first book about ancient Chinese history that is arranged in
the chronological order, and that starts from Huang Ti.
12
Important archaeological discoveries have been made in the recent years. From the famous “Peking Man” to
the stone implements and potteries belonging to the Palaeolithic and Neolithic Age, we have now at our disposal a
vast store of historical materials that will surely throw much light on the studies of the “prehistorical age”.
But the dates of these relics are not easy to fix; nor can we easily find their relations with the “recorded”
ancient history.
The interpretation that the Neolithic Age should immediately precede the Yin dynasty is entirely groundless.
So we give them separate columns in our diagram to show that no definite relation has been found between these
discoveries and the recorded history. At Hou-kang, An-yang, we discovered three layers of different kinds of
potteries: the first layer is the gray pottery (that belonged to the Yin dynasty), the second layer is the black pottery,
the third, the painted pottery. These three layers must represent three different periods of time; but by how many
years is the one separated from the other layer, we have so far been unable to find out.
At the village of Hsiao-tun, over the Yin ruins, we found the tombs of Sui and T’ang dynasties. The difference
between the two layers is about two thousand years. At Hou-chia-chuang, the Han tombs lay over the Yin tombs.
with a difference of one thousand years between them. Of these we are sure.
But how can we estimate the age of the black potteries and painted potteries that lie beneath the layer of gray
potteries?

A cat dealer during the Qing Dynasty
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China 1.140 Excerpt from Guangdong Wen Xian Cong Tan (Studies Of Written Material Relating To
Guangdong)\fn{by Xian Yuqing (1895-1965)} Macao, Macao Special Administrative Region, China (F) 28
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192.73 & 197.19 1. Excerpt from Shanghai Express 2. Excerpt from Fate In Tears And Laughter\fn{by Chang
[Zhang] Hen-shui aka Zhang Xinyuan (1895-1967)} Nanchang, Jiangsi Province, China (M) 24
1
If you were ever to work in a train station and had a bit of slack time, then when you saw a train pull into the
station, you’d be bound to wonder,
Where are all these people coming from?” And if you saw one packed with passengers leave the station, you’d
wonder,
“Where are all these people going to?” What's more, there never seems to be any end to the coming and going
of the trains and no end to the stream of passengers crowding in and out of them either.
Now, this is a curious state of affairs because if you think back to the days when there were no trains, weren’t
there just as many people who wanted to go on long trips? This isn’t just some off-the-wall idea that I came up

907

with out of the blue either, for even as I speak there are some people out there on the platform discussing this very
issue!
It is 3 January 1935, 2:40 P.M.—twenty-five minutes before the scheduled departure of the Shanghai Express.
We are in Peking. This is the East Station. You know, the one by the Chengyang City Gate. Passengers are pouring
in. From the shish-shish and chish-chish made by every imaginable kind of shoe and boot scraping against the
station platform, you can tell what a great swarm of people must be there. Yet even all the din raised by so much
hustle and bustle doesn’t lessen the overwhelming feeling of cold that hangs in the air. There isn’t much snow—
there is only whatever hasn’t been swept clean from the tracks, plus the little that still nestles in the cracks
between the bricks of the city wall just to the north of the station. Be that as it may, in the eyes of those passengers
who look at it, it’s more than enough to magnify the general impression of cold. It’s a clear day, too. But once the
sun is no longer directly overhead, it hides itself away in the afternoon sky, leaving the world below all the more
drab and dreary.
With a great whoosh, a cold wind rises up, grabs the dry snow from the cracks in the city wall, and hurls it like
so much sand against the faces of the people on the platform. Even wealthy passengers in bulky overcoats with
fur collars turtle their necks in and wrap their collars tight. Even so, their noses turn red as turnips in the frigid air.
Hot white vapor spews from the great steam pistons on the locomotive, while moisture condenses on the axles and
drips down into thick icicles. In similar fashion, the hot breath of the porters steams ftom their mouths into the
cold air, while clear mucus drips nonstop ftom their crimson noses. People in short jackets slip their hands
underneath them to keep their fingers warm; they protect their ears by pulling the flaps of their rabbit-fur caps
down over them, but their unprotected faces turn blue in the cold.
Yes, it’s cold out there on the platform, but on the train itself, in the first-class section, things were far
different. Three men who had come to see off one of the passengers were crowded together with him in a small
compartment. Although they had all taken off their fur overcoats and fur hats, they were still sweating.
Hu Ziyun, whose compartment this was, was a second- or perhaps third-rate figure in government circles.
Clear-complected, round face; small moustache. Add a pair of horn-rim glasses to complete the effect, and you
end up with something resembling an official. He wore a camel-hair gown lined with fine blue silk. The sleeves
were rolled up, revealing a white silk shirt underneath. Mr. Hu held the bowl of a pipe in one hand and
gesticulated with the stem as he spoke. As the three companions who came to see him off spoke, there was not a
single serious comment in anything they said. Their coming to see him off was a formality, pure and simple.
Besides, if you’ve got anything serious to say, you say it long before getting on a train. Mr. Hu stopped speaking
now and, other than smoking, seemed to do nothing but smile. Since three people had come to see him off, he
couldn’t decide which one to speak to first and so simply smiled at them all.
“Porter, don’t you have even one empty berth?” It was a woman’s voice, gentle and feminine.
“No, not a single one,” replied the porter. “Now, if you were a man, I might be able to work something out on
the way, but I certainly can’t arrange anything for a woman. Go to the dining car, if you please, and take a seat
there.”
“How can you be so unreasonable? How is it that you can work something out for a man but not for a woman?
You’re quite obviously bent on insulting me to my face!”
“Now don’t get upset, Miss,” replied the porter. “Listen while I explain. According to railroad regulations, we
are only permitted to put men into compartments with other men and women into compartments with other
women. At this moment, all the compartments in this coach are full. Every one of our compartments has two
berths. If there was a woman in one of the compartments and the other berth was empty, I could let you have it.
But if there’s a man in a compartment with an empty berth, I can’t very well put you in with him.”
These negotiations between the female passenger and the porter had long since disquieted the entire coach.
Even Hu Ziyun stuck his head out of his compartment door to see what the commotion was all about. He saw a
young woman of about twenty wearing a fur coat with a high collar. In the midst of that collar there appeared a
pretty, powdered face. A pair of jade earrings dangling from her lobes swung continuously back and forth with the
movements of her head. Those flashing, deep black eyes and fluffy black hair were enough to captivate any man.
As she raised her hand to smooth her hair, one could see a diamond ring as large as a good-sized bean on her ring
finger. But how could a young woman so à la moderne fail to be familiar with railroad regulations? Conscious of
so many people staring at her, the young woman said,
“In that case, for the time being I’ll go sit in the dining car, but if a vacancy does occur, make sure to let me
know.”
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As she said this, she picked up two suitcases and, with a walk well calculated to show her figure to full
advantage, made her way to the dining car. Talking to himself as much as anyone else, the porter said,
“If you get on the train without a berth reservation, you ought to take it up with the trainmaster. What good
does it do to talk with the likes of us porters? Do you mean to tell me that a young woman as modern as all that
has never been on a train before?”
Just as Hu Ziyun was on the verge of asking the porter something or other, an electric bell started to ding-dingding: the train was about to get under way. In a great flurry of activity, those who had come to see people off got
down from the train, while the passengers remaining aboard went to the windows to wave their good-byes.
In the course of so much activity, all that had previously transpired was quickly forgotten. Hu Ziyun was now
alone in his compartment. He had reserved the lower berth; the top one remained empty. After the train got under
way, he drew the door closed and quickly found that the compartment was even more unbearably hot than before.
At this point, he took off even his robe and sat there wearing only a pair of shorts and a shirt. Looking outside, he
enjoyed the passing scenery.
*
Hu Ziyun hadn’t set foot outside of Peiping since arriving two years ago. Glad to be on the move again after
such a long period of physical inertia, he was just in the mood for such sight-seeing. As soon as the train got past
the Yungting City Gate and into the countryside, everywhere you looked you could see the accumulation of
several days of snowfall. Against all that white, peasant homes with a few bare trees around them seemed to have
shrunk in size. No one was to be seen walking in the fields. This, of course, presented a desolate prospect, but at
least it was one that you would not be able to enjoy within the confines of the city. How pleasant it was to sit there
wearing only shorts and a shirt while enjoying this panorama of white, a panorama he continued to enjoy until the
train pulled into the station at Fengt’ai.
Peddlers rushed back and forth on the platform outside the train. Two things were worth noting: the hawkers of
winter plum blossoms who held bouquets on high and the vendors of cucumbers that were thin as your finger and
tied with dried reeds into little bundles of four each and arranged in flat baskets. Just as Hu Ziyun opened the
window and stuck his head out, ready to ask the price, a man with two bunches of these minicumbers in his hand
nodded in his direction. Ziyun said,
“Well I’ll be! If it isn’t Mr. Li! So you're on this train too. Hurry up and come aboard so we can visit. You’re
just in the nick of time. I was so lonely in here all by myself that I couldn’t take it much longer.”
Mr. Li was also all by himself and felt just as lonely as Mr, Hu and so, on running into this old acquaintance,
quite readily hopped up on the train and hurried to Ziyun’s compartment. The latter shook his hand and said,
“Chengfu, how did you manage to get away from work at this time of year?”
Chengfu smiled and put the minicumbers down on the tea stand in front of the window.
“Have some fresh vegetables. These minicumbers are a specialty along this stretch of track. They raise them in
underground hothouses.” Only after he had sat down did he answer Mr. Hu’s question.
“The school wants to make a few purchases in Shanghai, and they’re sending me to take care of it.”
“What number is your compartment?” Ziyun asked. Chengfu laughed and replied,
“Pauper professors like me can’t be compared to a man of substance like yourself. I’m in the second-class
coach.”
Ziyun objected,
“You must be using public funds, so what’s the point in saving such a little bit of money?” Chengfu said,
“Well, that’s the regulation. It’s not permitted for me to make up the difference myself and go first class either.
The compartment I’m in has four berths, but since I’m the only one in it, my situation isn’t too different from
yours up here in first class.” He frowned and continued,
“It certainly is hot enough up here in first class.”
“The equipment that we Chinese use in our daily lives isn’t scientificized yet,” explained Ziyun. “We have
steam heat, but once the steam arrives it’s free to get as hot as it wants to, with no limitation whatsoever. If we
were abroad, it wouldn’t be that way. There you just set the temperature for whatever you want.”
At this juncture the porter came in with a pot of tea. You could tell from the thin uniform he wore that he too
found the overheating very annoying. Ziyun queried him,
“Since you are obviously aware of the overheating problem, why don’t you make some improvements in the
steam pipes?” The porter smiled and answered in a thick Tientsin accent,
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“You’re something else! Let me tell you how things are for other people. In a westward-bound uncovered car
two people froze to death at T’angku.\fn{ A port city about 30 miles east of Tientsin} To be sure, it’s uncomfortably hot in
here, but we ought to make the best of it.” Nodding in agreement, Chengfu smiled cheerfully and said,
“He’s got a point there. We really ought to make the best of it.”
“Make the best of it—that reminds me of something that happened when the train started out from Peking,”
said Ziyun. “A young woman got on and couldn’t find a first-class compartment. Had to go sit in the dining car.
But according to you the second-class coach is not at all crowded. Why didn’t she go there? She’d have a place to
sleep and save a little money in the bargain.”
“But a lot of people getting on in Tientsin have reserved second-class berths,” replied Chengfu. “Probably sold
out. My good brother, Ziyun, has always had a strong chivalric streak in him that makes him look out for the
welfare of pretty young women,” he continued lightheartedly.
“No, that’s not it. It’s just that what you said rang a bell with what happened in Peking. After all, Chengfu, I
already have three wives; why would I keep an eye out for another?” Chengfu smiled and observed,
“But a bigwig in the Tax Bureau like yourself has money to burn. You could easily afford four or even five for
that matter.”
“Well, I suppose I could afford it, but I wonder whether my body could?”
Ziyun guffawed at his own humor. Chengfu picked up the teapot from the stand in front of the window, poured
himself a cup, and was just about to put it to his lips when Ziyun stopped him with a wave of his hand.
“Train tea is awful. Let’s go to the dining car and have a cup of coffee.” While saying this he stood up and
donned his gown.
*
Also bothered by the overheating in the compartment, Chengfu stepped out into the corridor to wait for his
friend. He hadn’t noticed that the door of the compartment next to Ziyun’s was half open. Suddenly he felt
something soft and cool against his hand. He looked down. Seeing the head of a gray Russian wolfhound
protruding from the partially closed door, Ziyun stepped back in alarm. Glancing into the compartment, Chengfu
saw two young men dressed in Western suits. One of them was dark complected and fat, and it was he who was
holding the leash.
“You have to buy a half ticket to take your dog on the train,” Chengfu reflected to himself. Anyone who could
afford to take his dog in a first-class sleeper must have a lot of money. Initially, Chengfu had thought of telling the
man to keep his dog on a tighter leash, but then he thought that since he wasn’t staying in that particular
compartment anyway, it really had nothing to do with him. What’s more, since rich people like to get up on their
high horses at the drop of a hat, Chengfu didn’t feel like giving the dark fat man an excuse to jump down his
throat over something that really wasn’t any of his business to begin with. With this thought in mind, he drew
back yet another step.
As Ziyun came out, he saw his friend draw back but didn’t ask why he had done so. Seeing that he had gotten
away with it the first time, the wolfhound stepped even further into the passageway, thrust his pointed muzzle in
the direction of Ziyun, and began sniffing him all over with that strange-looking snout of his. Just as Chengfu had
done, Ziyun stepped back with a start.
Now, this passageway was no more than two feet wide to begin with, and so as Ziyun and Chengfu
maneuvered in it they couldn’t avoid bumping into each other. Not only did that fat, dark-complected young man
not leash in his dog, he even squinted his chubby little eyes into an amused smile. Ziyun didn’t say anything, but
he did give him a dirty look before turning around and making his way into the dining car, which was right next to
the first-class sleeper. Since it was much too early to eat, most of the tables were empty. A foreigner sat at one of
the middle tables whiling away the time by dealing himself poker hands; a bottle of beer and a glass were set on
the table before him. At the far end of the car, a group of dining-car stewards in white uniforms, some standing
and some sitting, were passing their time in idle chatter.
*
As Ziyun entered the dining car, he put the tin of cigarettes he was carrying down on the first table. It wasn’t
until he turned to sit down that he noticed that a young woman was already seated at that table by the window, the
same one who had earlier been looking for an empty berth. A foreign book in her hand, she was scrunched up in
the corner chair by the window reading. Disturbed by the clang of the cigarette tin on the table, she looked up to
find the source of the disturbance and found herself face to face with Ziyun.
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From his point of view, Ziyun thought he had been somewhat rash and impolite in tossing the can down
without first looking, and so he couldn’t help but blush. She, on the other hand, didn’t seem to mind in the least
and simply went back to her reading.
“Excuse me,” said Ziyun in a low voice as he backed down the car to the next table and sat down facing in her
direction. Chengfu took the seat across from him. A steward came over, and as Ziyun ordered two cups of coffee
he couldn’t help but glance in the direction of the young woman.
By now she had taken off the dark fur coat with the high collar and sat there wearing a purplish red
cheongsam. The sleeve openings and borders were decorated with white trim, the sleeves were cut high, the waist
was form-fitting, and beneath the front one could make out the clear outlines of full breasts. Although this
cheongsam wasn’t in the latest style, its color and the feminine figure it enclosed combined to lend it a
provocative air. Holding that foreign book in her pale, smooth hands, the young woman sat there in the most
artless of poses and continued to read. Ziyun wondered to himself,
“What kind of woman is she exactly? She’s a little too old for a student, and that kind of clothing is a bit
extravagant for someone who’s still in school. Could she be a social butterfly of the kind who’s someone’s
concubine? No, that doesn’t make any sense either. If you just look at the refined impression she gives sitting
there reading—a foreign book at that—you can tell she’s got some education behind her. Can’t be a concubine.”
As these thoughts went through his head, he sat there with his eyes fixed steadily on this young woman.
When the steward set the coffee cups down on the table, Ziyun dragged his over to him with his left hand, all
the while continuing to stare at the young woman; with his right hand he felt for a spoon, picked it up, and started
stirring.
“Don’t you take sugar in it?” asked Chengfu.
It would seem that Ziyun didn’t hear him for he simply kept on stirring his coffee and staring. Though she was
seated somewhat farther away, the young woman heard Chengfu’s words very clearly. Slowly she lowered the
foreign book and looked out over top of it in the direction of the two men; even if you didn’t see her lips, from the
expression in those lively eyes alone you could tell that she was highly amused. It was only for a second or so that
she looked before raising the book again to eye level to resume her reading.
At this point, Ziyun took a spoonful of the coffee and put it in his mouth. It was so bitter that it curled his
tongue. As he lowered his head, he discovered that the sugar bowl was still in the middle of the table. So that was
it! It was bitter because he hadn’t put any sugar in it yet! Noticing that Chengfu was also observing him with an
amused eye, he couldn’t help but feel embarrassed. He smiled and said,
“I like strong tea too. That’s why the bitterness of coffee doesn’t bother me in the least. Ordinarily, I never put
sugar into normally brewed coffee, but this stuff is so strong that I’ll just have to add a little sugar. Coffee isn’t
like tea. When you drink tea, all that you ask is that it be hot and fragrant. You’re not concerned with flavor. You
know, this is really wicked!”
He put two lumps of sugar into his cup. Just then, Chengfu bent his head down to light a cigarette. As Chengfu
struck a match, Ziyun took advantage of the opporrunity afforded to toss a third cube into his cup. Ziyun began to
feel that he wasn’t quite himself today and now no longer dared stare at the young woman all that much. Had she
noticed his odd behavior? He had no way of telling. But now it was the young woman who was talking.
“Steward, is the coffee freshly brewed?”
“Yes, it is.”
“All right, I’ll take a cup as well.”
As the steward brought her coffee to her, he picked up the sugar bowl from Ziyun’s table on the way and
moved it over to her table. She took a small spoon and, stirring the coffee as she spoke, said to the steward,
“Coffee has to be piping hot to be good.”
“We’d never serve anything second rate in this dining car,” the steward responded. “Our coffee has aroma.”
“It’s aroma that makes coffee enjoyable.”
Overhearing this, Ziyun couldn’t help but be strock by the fact that the tenor of the young woman’s
observation was the same as his own. How could such a thing be entirely a matter of chance? And so he raised his
head and looked in her direction again. Putting her book down, she held it open with her right hand, placed her
left elbow next to it, and cupped her chin in her hand. She seemed to be looking half at the book and half in the
direction of Ziyun’s table.
As Ziyun saw it, you could say that she was so modern and uninhibited that she acted this way because she
didn’t care about appearances, or you could say that she actually was peeking at him. How Ziyun longed to peek
right back at her! She was so modern and sophisticated, however, that he didn’t dare. A woman as modern as all
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that wouldn’t be intimidated by anyone. Who’s to say she wouldn’t come straight out and ask him what he
thought he was looking at? On the other hand, how could a young woman who kept glancing about so boldly be
annoyed by his attention? And so it was that as Ziyun conversed with Chengfu, from time to time he also looked
in her direction. Furthermore, he made so bold as to talk in a good, loud voice.
“Even though we’re in a recession right now,” he told Chengfu, “you still see crowds of people traveling back
and forth from north to south. Why just this morning I saw someone with a first-class ticket who couldn’t find an
empty berth in the first-class sleeper. Now wouldn’t you call that strange?”
At this point, the young woman was looking straight at their table and seemed on the verge of speaking.
Initially, Chengfu had wondered why his friend was behaving so absentmindedly, but hearing Ziyun say this he
now began to realize what was going on. How could Ziyun be talking about anyone else save the young woman
sitting over there in the corner? This must be the person he was talking about when he had earlier told Chengfu
that there was someone in the dining car who couldn’t get a sleeper in first class.
Chengfu couldn’t resist turning around in his seat to take a look. She held a teaspoon in her right hand and was
stirring her coffee. She held the spoon between her thumb and first two fingers and had her pinky and ring finger
cocked up in the air. Her ring finger sported a sparkling diamond. Since she quite obviously came from a wealthy
family, why was she traveling alone? Now that really was strange. Chengfu couldn’t very well continue to stare at
her indefinitely, and so after a glance or two he turned back and faced Ziyun, who suggested,
“Why don’t you move in with me? It only amounts to thirty or forty dollars more anyway.” Chengfu laughed
and replied,
“Didn’t you just say we’re in a recession? In that case, we ought to cut back on expenses, right? Besides, as I
said before, people like me who make our living on blackboards and chalk can’t be compared to important people
like yourself.”
Ziyun gave a cold smile.
“You think too much of me. How can I be counted as a bigwig? I’ve got enough to get by on, to be sure, but
that’s about it. My monthly expenses alone must run to fourteen or fifteen hundred dollars. Just thinking about it
scares even me.”
“You spend that much every month?” asked Chengfu in surprise.
“Sure do. Can’t figure it out myself. How can I possibly manage to run through all that money every month?
And that’s just household expenses—doesn’t even include what I spend on social activities outside the home.”
Just as Ziyun was hitting his stride in this exchange with Chengfu, the young woman called loudly for the
steward. When he arrived at her table, she asked,
“I’d like some cigarettes. Do you have Garricks?”
“We only have Three Castles.” The young woman pursed her lips in the direction of Ziyun's table and said,
“Aren’t those Garricks they’re smoking over there?” The steward gave her a slight bow and replied,
“They brought them with them when they boarded in Peking. We don’t carry Garricks on the train.”
“You people in the dining car are stick-in-the-muds, every one of you! Never want to try anything even slightly
different. All right then, go!”
The steward had no choice but to smile and walk away. Now, since Ziyun was not deaf, how could he have
failed to hear all this, especially since he had his eye on that young woman to begin with? Each and every word
she said bored deep into his ears. As the steward passed his table, Ziyun stopped him and asked in a low voice,
“Did that young lady say she wanted Garricks?”
“Sure did, but we don’t carry them on the train. Apparently, she thought you’d bought this tin after boarding.”
Ziyun smiled and quoted an old saw, “Tobacco and tea belong neither to you nor to me—they’re the kind of
thing you can offer to share with anyone.\fn{ Apparently an adaptation of the more commonly heard expression—tobacco and
wine are neither yours nor mine—that such trifles are really public property, at least in 1935 when this book was first published } Why
not just take this tin of mine and give it to her? All alone on a train ride, she’s got to have something to relieve the
boredom, right?” Say-ng this, he handed the tin of cigarettes to the steward.
The steward felt that Ziyun was making a bit too free in offering his cigarettes to a young woman he didn’t
know. Chengfu, too, was anxious about the reception such an offer would meet. After all, according to commonly
accepted rules of propriety, when two people meet by chance, they must rigorously respect the division that
properly exists between the sexes. How then does it do to offer cigarettes to an absolute stranger of the opposite
sex? However, cigarettes in hand, the steward took a distant peek at the young woman and discovered that she
was still wearing a pleased expression, even though she must have heard Ziyun’s comments. Since she had heard
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and didn’t seem to mind, that meant she wouldn’t refuse. And so the steward deliberately raised the tin on high,
marched over to her table, and set them down. He smiled and said,
“These belong to the passenger there at the next table. He says that since tobacco and tea belong neither to you
nor to me, he’d like you to have these. The young woman first looked at the tin of cigarettes and then, laughing
lightly, stood up, nodded politely at Ziyun, and said,
“Thank you.”
“Think nothing of it.” Ziyun also stood as he spoke. “Since they don’t carry this brand on the train, take as
many as you please.”
“In that case, thank you again.”
Smiling, she fished out four or five cigarettes, gave the tin back to the steward, and told him to return it to
Ziyun. Ziyun, who was still standing, saw what was going on and waved his hand vigorously back and forth in her
direction.
“Doesn’t matter. Keep the whole tin. I’ve got lots more in my traveling bag back in the compartment.” She
smiled at him again.
“In that case then, I’ll just hold on to these. Thanks again.”
Having said this, she sat down quite naturally, lit a cigarette, and went back to her reading. Ziyun thought to
himself,
“You could say she’s fairly uninhibited. A slightly more proper woman would never accept a gift from a
stranger. Wonder if she could be a dance-hall girl? No, you’d never catch a dance-hall girl sitting there well
behaved as all that and reading.” Just as he had decided that that riddle wasn’t all that easy to solve, the young
woman hailed the steward again.
“When does this train get to Tientsin?”
“Six o’clock,” answered the steward. “Are you getting off at Tientsin?”
“Well, what do you expect? Do you think I’m going to sit here in the dining car for two days and two nights
until we get to Shanghai? I’ll have to get off in Tientsin and work it out with the stationmaster so that I can change
to another train.”
“As long as you have a round-trip ticket, there’s no problem,” explained the steward. “There’s no need to take
it up with the stationmaster. Peiping-Shanghai round-trip tickets are good for forty days. The only requirement is
that you get back to your starting point within forty days. Along the way you can get off anywhere you want to,
doesn’t matter a bit.”
“There are a number of stations in Tientsin. If I want to find a good hotel, which one should I get off at?” she
asked.
“Get off at the old station.”
“Which is the old station?”
“It’s the main station.” The young woman put one hand across the cover of her book and, lifting her head,
turned her eyes away for a moment in thought.
“Oh, you mean Central Station,” she said with a smile, giving the name of the station in English.
In general, people who don’t have all that good a command of English like to say one or two words in it to
show off. People who really know the language well consider that sort of thing tacky, but it’s usually enough to
fool the average person. And so when Ziyun heard her use two English words, he immediately decided that his
latest guess as to her background—dance-hall girl—was also mistaken. As she spoke, she opened the small purse
at her side, took out a five-dollar bill, handed it to the steward, and said,
“I’ll pay whatever bill those two gentlemen have incurred. Just take it out of this.”
In his wildest dreams, Ziyun had never expected this young woman to be so generous. He immediately stood
up and politely declined her offer; even Li Chengfu got up and said there was no need for her to pay. She smiled
at the two men and replied,
“Didn’t I just hear this gentleman quote the old saw that tobacco and tea belong neither to you nor to me?”
It was such an apt comment that Ziyun could find no comeback to it and simply let her pay the bill.
*
When a man and woman eat, drink, or go sight-seeing together, it’s always the man who pays the bill. This
seems to have become a basic and unalterable principle. If it’s reversed and the woman offers to pay, then the man
will be in one of those binds expressed in the saying, Refuse and you’ll be downright rude; accept and you’ll be
in a guilty mood. And so it was that when the young woman insisted on payng the bill for Ziyun and his friend’s
coffee, Ziyun didn’t know what to do.
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Ordinarily, of course, he could have repaid the favor and relieved that “guilty mood” by inviting her to dinner.
The trouble was that she had just said that since there were no berths in the first-class sleeping car, there was no
way she was going to sit there in the dining car for two days and two nights until the train arrived in Shanghai.
She had decided to get off the train when it reached Tientsin. That would be six, a: full hour before the dining car
opened for dinner.
Ziyun sat lost in thought as he tried to work things out. When the steward brought three dollars in change back
to the young woman, she asked him if there were ever any no-shows among the people who had reserved berths
from Tientsin to Shanghai. He smiled and responded,
“Whether they show up or not is up to them; how are we supposed to know?”
“This couldn’t have happened at a worse time,” she said somewhat hesitantly. “If I get off and waste a day in
Tientsin, I’m afraid that’ll botch up what I have to do in Shanghai. On the other hand, if I stay on the train waiting
for a vacant berth, it could well turn out that there just won’t be one.”
“If the young miss,” began Ziyun rather boldly, “is willing to put up with the dining car until dawn, then the
problem will solve itself because somewhere along the way—maybe in Tsinan or Taian—someone’s bound to get
off and free up a berth.”
“Well, I do have two books that make excellent traveling companions,” she said smiling, “and with a little
coffee to keep me alert, I think I ought to be able to cope for a night. I still haven’t had the honor of hearing the
gentleman’s name.”
Ziyun had been itching to introduce himself to the young woman, and now she had asked him to do precisely
that—just what the doctor ordered!
“It’s no particular honor for you to know it, but my humble surname is Hu.”
As he spoke, he stood and made a slight bow in her direction. At the same time, he drew his business card from
his pocket and, holding it respectfully between the thumbs and first fingers of both hands, approached her. He
intended to place it on her table, thus avoiding any unseemly direct contact between a man and a woman.
Unexpectedly, however, she stood, walked toward him, and, inclining her body in a slight bow, smiled and
received his card respectfully in both hands.
“Oh my!” she said in obvious surprise when she saw his name. Still holding the card in both hands, she raised
it in front of her lips and gently laughed. Then she took another step toward him and gave him a deeper bow.
“So it’s Uncle Hu.\fn{“Uncle” is a term of respect for friends of one’s father and does not necessarily signal an actual family
relationship}
Ziyun was somewhat shocked to hear her suddenly start calling him “Uncle,” but he was after all a man widely
experienced in all manner of social situations, and so he calmly returned her bow and said,
“I’m flattered that you should so address me. Flattered. But exactly how is it that the young lady calls me
‘Uncle’?”
“Well, my own uncle,” she replied, “is Yang Zilin.”
“Oh!” exclaimed Ziyun. “So you’re Zilin’s niece.”
“No, not exactly,” she replied. “I married his nephew. I’m his niece by marriage. My own surname is Liu.”
“Oh, now 1 get it. But Yang Zilin has four brothers. Which of them is your father-in-law?”
“I believe he’s the eldest. You know him fairly well, too, don’t you?”
“Ten years ago we were together quite a bit, but then he went back down south, and we lost track of each other
after that. Didn’t even correspond. But occasionally I get some news of him from Yang Zilin. How is he anyway?”
“Still hale and hearty; thanks for your kind concern.” As she spoke, she made her way over to Ziyun’s table.
Ziyun sat next to Li Chengfu and invited the young woman to sit down across from them. Ziyun smiled at her.
“Aren’t all your people down south now?” he inquired. “What was the young Mrs. Yang doing up in Peking?
She put her small purse down on the table and placed both hands over it. Blushing, she lowered her head and
gazed down into the gap formed by her arms and bosom. She said with a forced smile,
“I’ll be frank with you, Uncle. It makes me feel ashamed to hear anyone call me ‘the young Mrs. Yang.’”
Admiring the two lush and fair-skinned hands resting on her purse, Ziyun was excited to begin with, and now
he was even more intrigued by her words. There must be something to what she said; otherwise, she wouldn’t
object to being called “the young missus.” Without thinking, he looked directly at her eyes. Though not looking at
him, she seemed conscious of his stare and defensively drew her purse in closer to her bosom. She heaved a long
sigh and said,
“I’m ashamed to even talk about it. In sum, in this transitional age we live in, many are sacrificed.”
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Hearing her say this, Ziyun began to understand her a bit more. Something had probably gone amiss with her
marriage. Of course, he couldn’t very well come straight out and ask her if that were the case, so he decided to
feel out her attitude cautiously from the flank.
“Where is young Mr. Yang working these days?”
“Working? How could such a word possibly be associated with him? If you’re talking about play, on the other
hand, he’s thoroughly at home there-ice skating, swimming, dancing, the opera, you name it. He has lots of other
pastimes as well, but since there are strangers around us, it won’t do to name them all.”
Her eyes stopped moving for a moment as she said this and filled with tears. She lowered her head, opened her
purse, and drew forth a prettily designed silk handkerchief. Rolling it up into a small ball, she gently dabbed the
corners of her eyes. When she was done, she returned the handkerchief to her purse. It was a simple action, but
she performed it so slowly that it gave her ten seconds or so to compose herself before she had to raise her head.
Ziyun had previously heard that among Yang Zilin’s nephews there was one who didn’t amount to much, but
since it had nothing to do with him he hadn’t bothered to ask which one it was. From the looks of things, however,
it was this young woman’s husband. Since this was the first time that he had met her, Ziyun was in no position to
offer her any comfort even though he realized that she was depressed. And so in order to keep the conversation
going and simultaneously save her any embarrassment, he changed the subject.
“Young Mrs. Yang hasn’t, I daresay, been south for quite some time.” This was a question that caused her no
embarrassment at all, and so she answered with a smile,
“I thought I’d already announced that I really don’t deserve that term of address.” She took the fountain pen
clipped above the top button where her dress came together, flipped over the card that Ziyun had given her, and
wrote down three words:
Liu Xi Chun.\fn{Liu is her family name. The two characters of her given name (Xi and Chun) can suggest something like “tethered
to” (Xi) “spring/romance” (Chun)—and Ziyun probably interprets them this way} The rapid calligraphy was both practiced and
graceful. She handed him the card and said,
“Uncle Hu, this is my surname and given name. Why don’t you just use my given name? But please, I don’t
want to hear anything more that has to do with the Yang family.”
From the very beginning of this conversation, Li Chengfu had been sitting off to one side and had not once
interrupted. But he couldn’t help wondering,
“Since you don’t want anything said about your relationship to the Yangs, how do you get off calling Hu Ziyun
‘Uncle’ if not on the basis of that very relationship?”
As this thought occurred to him, he couldn’t help but turn to look directly at her. Now, Xichun must have been
one of those people with the proverbial ability to hear with their eyes and talk with their eyebrows, for as soon as
she saw him staring, she smiled and addressed him directly:
“To tell the truth, good sir, 1 feel that there’s a contradiction at work here, for although I’d just as soon be free
of the Yang connection, I still retain feelings of affection and respect for the elders of the family. By the way, are
you and Uncle Hu in the same compartment?” Chengfu laughed and said,
“You flatter me. I’m in the second-class sleeper, but ever since we left Fengt’ai, I've been sitting here in the
dining car. Actually, I’d better be going back now to see how things are going in my compartment.”
He stood and prepared to leave.
It was now Ziyun’s place to ask him to tarry longer, though that’s not at all what he wanted to do. On the other
hand, if he just let him go, that would be rude and certainly no way to treat a friend. He stood, smiled, and took
Chengfu by the hand.
“You’re in number 8, isn’t it? I’ll be by a little later.”
Chengfu nodded, said that he was in fact in number 8, and then left.
*
Xichun also stood and accompanied him a few steps down the car. When he had gone, instead of going back to
her original seat, she resumed her place at Ziyun’s table. Ziyun sat down and said with a smile,
“I never expected to run into a relative on the train. Here you were, all alone in the dining car, and there I was,
all alone in my compartment—a bleak situation for both of us. Now that we’ve found each other, wouldn’t do any
harm to stay here in the dining car and chat a bit longer.”
“It would be an honor to sit here and benefit from Uncle Hu’s wisdom.”
At this point, Ziyun called the steward and ordered two teas with lemon. Sitting across from each other, they
continued their conversation, but now it was stiff and unnatural, for whenever they touched on anything remotely
connected with the Yangs, her expression turned cold. It always seemed that there was much she could say, but
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that she couldn’t bring herself to talk about it. Nor did Ziyun particularly feel like investigating the affairs of the
Yang family. Besides, since she wanted to avoid the subject, he didn’t press it.
What Xichun did talk about was Peking’s opera houses, movies, and restaurants—in general, she was able to
say something expert about all of Ziyun’s favorite pastimes. Now they began chatting with something like
enthusiasm, and before they knew it, they had arrived in Yang Village. Although express trains don’t stop there, it
is a comparatively large station, and they are required to slow down. As they approached the station, Xichun
looked out the window to see what she could see—nothing save the platform lights and above them two words:
YANG VILLAGE.
Supporting herself on the table, she stood up with a cry of surprise. Ziyun could easily tell by her reaction that
she was surprised they had already arrived at Yang Village and was worried that she hadn’t yet made up her mind
as to whether or not to get off in Tientsin. Pretending to be unaware of all that, Ziyun asked,
“Has Miss Liu lost something?”
“No, that’s not it. It’s just that we’re going to be in Tientsin very soon now, and I still haven’t found out if
there’s any likelihood of anyone getting off anywhere to free up a berth.”
By now, Ziyun felt he knew her well enough not to stand on ceremony.
"Miss Liu, you’ve no reason to worry. I’ve already got it all worked out. If there’s still no free berth when we
pull out of Tientsin, I can double up with some other man on the first-class sleeper. In the first-class sleeper,
nobody wants an upper berth, and that’s why all the lower-berth tickets get sold out while the upper berths stay
vacant. The result is that anyone who buys a lower berth has the whole compartment to himself. In other words, it
shouldn’t be too difficult for me to find an upper in another compartment. That would leave my compartment
vacant, and you could move in.”
“That, of course, would be ideal,” said Xichun smiling, “but I’d feel bad about crowding you out of your own
compartment.” Ziyun raised both hands, palms out, in front of him and assured her that it wouldn’t matter a bit.
“It’s nothing more than a matter of moving from a lower berth to an upper. Supposing I’d been in a hurry to get
to Shanghai and hadn’t been able to get a lower berth, I’d have had to take an upper anyway, right?”
Hands on her empty cup of tea, Xichun turned her eyes away and thought things over for a bit. Finally, she
said,
“Of course I’d love to take you up on your offer, but the train is pretty crowded today. Suppose you can’t find
an empty upper.”
“Way I see it, that’s highly unlikely. Look at the situation in my own compartment—upper berth’s empty. If I
were a female passenger or you were a male, we wouldn’t even have a problem.”
“If I were a man, the problem would never have arisen in the first place. I’d have had a berth as soon as I
boarded at Cherigyang Gate. The trouble is my gender, pure and simple.”
“Well,” responded Ziyun, “there’s no real problem with my suggestion. On the off chance that I can’t find an
upper, I can sit it out tonight in the sleeping car, and you can have my compartment, and then tomorrow morning
you can take my place in the dining car and I can go sleep my shift in the compartment. We can switch back and
forth like that quite comfortably all the way to Shanghai.”
Smiling, Xichun shook her head in negation, and as she did so her earrings swung back and forth against her
cheeks, heightening her allure.
“You belong to my parents’ generation. Think how awful I’d feel depriving you of your berth.” She paused for
a moment in thought.
“On the other hand, think of how lucky I was to run into a relative on board in the first place, one who helps
me out with everything. All right then, I’ve made up my mind: I will not get off this train. Besides, when I get to
Shanghai, there are quite a few things I’d like to have my uncle help out with there as well.”
“Well, you and I do, after all, have old family ties. As long as there’s the slightest thing I can do to help out, I
certainly won’t sit idly by. As soon as we get to Shanghai, I’ll give you an address where you can always reach
me.”
Ziyun was overjoyed to hear that she wasn’t getting off the train, especially since her decision apparently had
something to do with him personally. …
2
… We have heard how General Liu forced Feng-hsi to sing one song after another, until finally he forced out of
her the one song she had not wanted to sing\fn{ because Chia-shu had taught it to her } Feng-hsi could endure it no longer
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and fell to the ground in a faint. When Hsiu-ku saw her fall, she hurried forward and raised her. Feng-hsi’s face
was ashen, her two hands icy cold; all her strength had gone, and she was quite unable to keep on her feet. Hsiuku carried her cradled in her anns to a long sofa where she put her down gently. General Liu had put down his
opium pipe and stood up on the floor. When he saw how effortlessly Hsiu-ku carried Feng-hsi, he said smilingly,
“For someone your size, you have great strength.” As he spoke, he stretched out his hand and grasped Hsiuku’s right arm.
“Good solid flesh, no two ways about it.” Hsiu-ku drew back her hand and said stiffly,
“Here she is on the verge of death, and you still have the heart to play jokes.” General Liu laughed.
“She’s only fainted, she’ll be all right after lying down for a while.” As he was speaking, he felt Feng-hsi’s
hand and let out a cry,
“This child’s really sick, quick, get a doctor!”
Pressing the bell for an attendant, he ordered the man to telephone for the doctor; he himself stroked Feng-hsi
for a while, saying to himself,
“Liu Te-chu! You acted too violently. How could you have beaten her till she was a mass of welts and bruises?
And to want her to sing in that condition—no wonder she couldn’t take it.” As he spoke he pressed his face to
Feng-his’s arm and kissed it repeatedly.
By this time the room was thronged with people come to wait on their mistress. Then a doctor of Western
medicine came in; one look at Feng-his’s wounds told him most of the story. After he had examined her
symptoms he said,
“This is not a serious illness, she is simply rather over-stimulated. All she needs is a couple of days’ good rest.
But all these people here aren’t helping.” As he spoke, he looked round the room. General Liu dismissed
everybody with a wave of his hand:
“Who asked you here? If you all knew medicine I could have saved myself some money and not called a
doctor. Out, out, out!”
Pushing and kicking, he drove out all the male and female servants. Hsiu-ku, who had been kept back by
General Liu and was unable to get away, took this opportunity of leaving the room and slipped away when
everybody else was driven out. She had originally thought of slipping home that night, but if she went she
couldn’t come back again; then how could she get news of what happened to Feng-hsi, who was hanging between
life and death? So she went upstairs quietly and telephoned Chia-shu to say that something very important had
happened here and she would have to stay on the watch another night; could he give her father the message? She
hung up the phone without waiting for Chia-shu to ask questions.
That night Feng-hsi was indeed very ill. They moved her into a bedroom upstairs. For the first half of the night
she remamed unconscious. General Liu did as the doctor ordered and let her rest quietly; he himself reserved a
room at a hotel and asked a few friends over for a good time.
By two o’clock all the maidservants had gone off to bed and only Hsiu-ku and an old amah named Yang were
left in the room together to wait on Feng-hsi and pour her tea. Hsiu-ku had nothing to do and was talking to Mrs.
Yang to pass the time. When she mentioned Feng-his’s injuries, Mrs. Yang leaned forward and said softly,
“You think this is bad? You’ve seen nothing. Before, we had both his wife and a concubine here. The wife was
getting on in years, of course; she couldn’t take his constant bullying, and went home to her family. Not long after
she died there. With the wife dead, the concubine was in clover; out in the car all day, going to the opera, strolling
in the park. People said she’d acquired a boyfriend outside. One night she didn’t get back from a night opera
performance till after twelve. As it happened, our general hadn’t gone out that particular day; he was smoking
opium and waiting: looking at his watch, then pulling on his pipe; pulling on his pipe, then sitting up again. When
twelve had struck, he called for a glass of brandy and drank it down, just him in the room, jumping up and down
and swearing to himself.
“In a little while, the concubine returned. She had just come up the stairs when the general came forward and
knocked her to the ground with a single kick. Grabbing her hair with his left hand, he pulled a pistol from his vest
pocket with his right and, holding the pistol to her face, interrogated her on where she’d been. The concubine was
frightened and said in tears, begging for pardon: ‘All I did was have a couple of meals out with my cousin; I lied
about going to the opera.’ We were standing far off, not daring to come forward. We heard two pistol shots, and
then the general picked her up and threw her over the banisters.”
Mrs. Yang had not finished talking when they heard a cry from the bed. When they looked round, they saw that
Feng-hsi had rolled over in bed and fallen on to the floor. Hsiu-ku and old Mrs. Yang got quite a fright; they
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hurried forward and helped her back into bed. She hadn’t been asleep after all. Holding on to Hsiu-ku’s dress, she
said tearfully,
“I’m frightened to death, you must save me!”
Old Mrs. Yang seemed to have lost her wits. She stood stock-still staring at the girl and not making a sound.
But Hsiu-ku patted Feng-hsi and told her,
“Don’t be afraid. Mrs. Yang thought you were asleep, she was just having a little joke with me. Of course there
was no such thing.” Feng-hsi said,
“Yes there was. I’m not frightened—what good would it do me if I were?”
She gave a sigh. Hsiu-ku was about to try and comfort her again when they heard a din downstairs; General
Liu must have returned. Shaking all over, old Mrs. Yang said to Feng-hsi,
“Mistress, whatever you do, don’t let out a word of our conversation just now. If you do, my life’s in danger.”
Feng-hsi said,
“Don’t worry, I won’t say a word.”
At that moment they heard General Liu shouting, “How is she now? Better than before?” outside the window.
Feng-hsi rolled over and faced the wall, while Hsiu-ku and old Mrs. Yang turned quickly and went to the door to
meet him. General Liu came into the room and said smilingly to Hsiu-ku,
“How is she?” Hsiu-ku said,
“Asleep and hasn’t woken. Let’s go away so that we don’t disturb her.” With these words, she hurried away.
Hsiu-ku had not brought any baggage or any of her things with her, but General Liu had very thoughtfully
provided her with a little iron bed and a set of bedding. Moreover she didn’t have to sleep with the old amahs, but
had a very clean room off the corridor downstairs in the western wing.
As Hsiu-ku came downstairs, old Mrs. Yang seemed to have forgotten her fear, and smiled at her under the
electric light. As she smiled, she looked towards the room Hsiu-ku was in. Hsiu-ku knew what the old woman was
getting at. She snorted and gave a short laugh, then crept noiselessly into her room, shut the door tight, put out the
light, and went to sleep in her clothes.
When she awoke, the sun shining in beneath the eaves had already lit up a large square of white light. She
heard General Liu swearing in the corridor,
“The hell with it, she carried on so that I didn’t get to sleep all night. She can’t stay at home, better send her to
hospital.”
When Hsiu-ku heard this, she feared that Feng-hsi was no better. Opening the door, she hurried straight
upstairs. Feng-his’s hair hung matted over her face. She wore a little pink jacket which did up down the front; she
had misfastened two of the buttons, so that the jacket was awry. She was sitting up straight on a hard wooden
chair, not uttering a sound, with her two eyes peering through her disheveled hair. Only her legs, bare below her
knee-length trousers, swung to and fro as though she were on a swing. When she saw Hsiu-ku come in, she
showed her white teeth in a smile which had something unnerving about it. Hsiu-ku hesitated at the door, then
went in and asked,
“Mistress, what’s the matter with you?” Feng-hsi smiled.
“He says I’m mad, he threatened me with a pistol and wouldn’t let me talk, so I didn’t talk. I haven’t
committed any great crime to be shot for. Isn’t that so? I haven’t gone out to the opera with anyone, I don’t have a
cousin, he can’t shoot me and throw me downstairs. I still have fifty thousand dollars in the bank, and my
jewellery’s worth several thousand—and I’m so young, I don’t want to die yet. Aren’t I right, elder sister?”
Hsiu-ku put one hand over Feng-his’s mouth and clasped her hand in the other, then shook her finger at the
girl. Just then two bodyguards entered and said to Feng-hsi,
“Madam, you’re not well, please—”
They hadn’t finished speaking when Feng-hsi burst into loud sobs and springing up in her bare feet threw her
arms around Hsiu-ku’s neck. She clung to Hsiu-ku and screamed,
“It’s awful, it’s awful! They want to drag me away and shoot me.” The bodyguards said,
“Madam, don’t be so suspicious, we’re here to accompany you to hospital.” Feng-hsi stamped her foot and
said,
“I’m not going, I’m not going, you’re tricking me.”
When the two bodyguards saw the state she was in they stared at her dumbfounded, at a loss for what to do.
General Liu was waiting for her in the corridor. When he saw how unwilling she was to leave, he stamped in:
“You two good-for-nothings! You’re going to do what she says? Why not drag her out?”
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The bodyguards were afraid of General Liu’s anger; there was nothing for it but to go forward bravely and
drag Feng-hsi off, one to each arm. Of course Feng-hsi didn’t want to go: she cried and screamed, kicked and fell
about, and fmally fell writhing on the floor. Hsiu-ku’s heart ached at the sight; she wanted to suggest to General
Liu that Feng-hsi need not go to hospital right away, but just then two more bodyguards came in and the four of
them carried Feng-hsi downstairs by main force. Feng-hsi stretched one hand through the knot of people and
waved frantically behind her, crying out non-stop,
“Hsiu-ku, save me!” Her cries could still be heard as she was carried out of the inner courtyard.
Hsiu-ku had been angry with Feng-hsi ever since the girl broke faith with Chia-shu, but now, seeing her
possessed by insanity, she felt it was a shame; Feng-hsi was so young, she had been deceived, she had been illtreated. Leaning on the banister, Hsiu-ku shed a few tears. General Liu, who was standing behind her, laughed,
“What’s up with you? Women’s hearts are always so soft! Look, I’m not crying, and you are.” Hsiu-ku took
advantage of this opportunity to dry her tears and say to General Liu with a smile,
“True enough, I always cry easily. Which hospital is the mistress in? Could I go and see her later on?” General
Liu smiled.
“Of course—that’s a kind thought, why shouldn’t you go? If you always take such good care of each other, and
don’t get jealous, things will be easy. I didn’t know which hospital would be best, so I sent her to the Salvationfor-All Hospital. It’s very expensive, so it can’t be too bad. I’ll have the car take you later. This morning, how
about having a meal with me?” Hsiu-ku said,
“That wouldn’t do at all. For one of the servants to sit down with the general—it would be ridiculous.” General
Liu smiled and said,
“What’s ridiculous about it? I choose to raise you up, and I’ll do as I please. Your mistress herself started off
even lower than you.” Hsiu-ku said,
“It really isn’t convenient, let’s talk about it another time.”
With these words, she went downstairs. General Liu was very pleased with her modest demeanour; he slapped
the railings with his hand and laughed heartily.
When lunch-time came, General Liu ate by himself, but the table was laden with food. He drove all the serving
men and amahs out of the dining-room and kept only Hsiu-ku to wait on him. All the servants were on
tenterhooks for her, but she took the whole thing calmly. After helping the general to rice and placing it on the
table, she took two steps back and said with a serious expression,
“General, I know why you are treating me with such generosity. Who wouldn’t want to marry a general? But
there is something I want to say first. If you do as I wish, I’d be quite happy to be your third or fourth concubine;
but if you don’t, I wouldn’t venture even to work here.”
General Liu stared at Hsiu-ku with his bowl and chopsticks in his hand. He laughed and said,
“This girl goes straight to the point, and that’s to my liking.”
Hsiu-ku stood still with her arms clasped in front of her and half-averted face. She said,
“Although I’m a servant, I’m still a young girl; to play around with you heedlessly would ruin me for life. If
you were to overlook my humble background and make me your second concubine, I would still want to have a
proper wedding. For one thing, I still have parents at home; for another, you have a wife, and all your household
—they would look down on me. I’m more than willing, but I don’t know whether you really like me or are just
pretending. If you really like me, I’m sure you’ll understand why I’m going to such trouble.” As she spoke, she
dropped her hands and lowered her head; her voice fell, and she looked a picture of unease.
General Liu put down his chopsticks and stroked his face. He gave a hesitating laugh.
“You’re right, but you’d better not be deceiving me!” Hsiu-ku said,
“Certainly not. I’m the child of poor people; if I turned down someone like you, who would be left? Do I look
like the kind of girl who would trick someone?” General Liu laughed.
“Enough! We’ll do it this way. But make it as soon as possible.” Hsiu-ku said,
“As long as it isn’t today, and you can manage it in time, tomorrow would be fine. But you’d better not fool
around with me before then, or the household would see it and say I wasn’t respectable.” General Liu smiled and
said,
“Allowing that what you say is right, tomorrow would be rather a rush—let’s make it the day after, that’s a
lucky day. Aren’t you going to the hospital today? Call in at home on the way and let your parents know—I don’t
suppose they’ll have any objections.” Hsiu-ku said,
“This is my decision, they don’t have any say in it. Anyway, this is something they never dreamed of, how
could they possibly object?”
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This speech tickled the general pink. He said,
“Don’t eat with the amahs; I’m going out when I’ve finished, you can eat at this table.”
Hsiu-ku giggled and nodded her head in agreement. The general thought: there’s not a woman who doesn’t
love flattery. Look how pleased this girl is at my little mark of favour. The thought put him in high spirits, and he
laughed too. But he had wasted the whole morning on Feng-hsi, so now he went out in his car on business.
When Hsiu-ku knew he was far away, she called several of the old amahs to the table with her and they all had
a hearty meal. When she’d had enough, she got into the household car, saying it was at the general’s orders, and
went to the Salvation-for-All hospital to see Feng-hsi.
*
Feng-hsi was in the first class ward, and had a very elegant, clean room to herself. She was lying on an iron
bedstead, wrapped round with white sheets; only a head of dishevelled hair showed above them, deep in a soft
pillow. As she entered the room, Hsiu-ku heard her murmuring on and on: something about being struck with a
pistol, and he’ll throw me downstairs. Her words were sometimes very clear, sometimes a mere babble. But one
name she called ceaselessly: Master Fan. There was a low sofa in front of the bed, and on it sat her mother, Aunt
Shen, crying with her face averted. When she raised her head and saw Hsiu-ku, she stood up and said with a nod,
“Look, elder sister, what will be the end of it?”
With this one sentence, two rows of tears gushed from her eyes as though she’d had sand thrown in them.
Hsiu-ku looked at Feng-hsi lying on the bed. Her cheeks were a deep red, her eyes tight shut, and she was
mumbling confusedly,
“Thrown downstairs, thrown downstairs.” Hsiu.ku said,
“She seems to be delirious—what does the doctor say?” Aunt Shen said,
“When I first came, it was really alarming. She had the strength to cry and scream. Now I suppose she’s tired,
she’s been lying like that for two hours. I think she’s done for.” As she spoke, she leaned on the back of the sofa
and sobbed, her shoulders heaving.
Hsiu.ku was about to give her a few words of encouragement when Feng-hsi twisted round on the bed and
burst into a gurgling laugh. She laughed louder and louder, saying with her eyes shut.
“You are lying! You’ll give me more than a million dollars worth of things all for myself? It’ll be enough if
you don’t beat me again. Look, I’m bruised and sore all over!”
With these words she started crying again. Aunt Shen wrung her hands.
“That’s the way she is, a fit of laughing then a fit of crying, what do you think will become of her?” Feng-hsi
answered from the bed,
“You’d better not let people know about this; if Master Fan got to hear of it, you’d be in a pickle.”
Saying this, she opened her eyes. When she saw Hsiu-ku, she stretched out one hand from the bedclothes and
shook it at Hsiu-ku, saying with a smile,
“Aren’t you elder sister? When you see Master Fan, give him my regards. Tell him I’m sorry. I shall die soon.
Ask him to forgive my youth and foolishness.”
With these words, she burst into loud sobs. Hsiu-ku hurried forward and clasped her hand; Feng-hsi then
rubbed her tears dry on the back of Hsiu-ku’s hand. With her other hand, Hsiu-ku patted her back through the
bedclothes, saying only,
“I’m sure Master Fan will forgive you, maybe he’ll come to see you.” Feng-his’s burst of crying had aroused
the hospital nurse, who hurried in and said,
“Young lady, please leave quickly, visitors make the patient over-excited.”
Hsiu-ku knew that one of the rules of the hospital was not to disobey the nurses, so she left the room. This visit
had moved her deeply. She felt that people’s relationships were indeed fixed by destiny; although Feng-hsi and
Chia-shu had been sundered so completely, a thread still connected them. It could be seen in Feng-his’s ceaseless
repetition of “Master Fan” as she lay on the bed.
Master Fan can’t know of this, she thought, I’ll pass the news on. So she rang Chia-shu from the hospital and
asked him to go to Central Park as she had something to tell him. Chia-shu was delighted by her call and agreed to
meet her immediately.
Hsiu-ku at once ordered the car to go back to the general’s mansion and herself hired a rickshaw to take her to
the park. When she reached the entrance, she suddenly remembered something: while she had been looking after
her father in hospital, she’d had a dream in which she and Chia-shu were strolling through the park together arm
in arm. Who would have thought that today she would indeed have the opportunity to stroll round with him? That
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was how things were in this world: reality seemed like a dream, and dreams could come true some day; wasn’t
this an example?
But my telephone call was made in too much of a hurry, she thought. I said we’d meet in the park, but forgot to
say where in the park. Deep in thought, she stepped into the gallery inside the main gate, when suddenly the
puzzle was solved: Chia-shu was sitting on a low railing at the gallery’s main entrance, and had been waiting for
her all along. When he saw her he came up and smiled:
“I took a rickshaw and hurried over immediately I got your call. I guessed that you couldn’t have arrived yet,
so I sat and waited for you here. Otherwise the park’s so large, we’d never find each other. You’ve had to put up
with a lot because of me; I must apologize. You must be my guest, so I can show my thanks.” Hsiu-ku said,
“To be frank with you, my father and I have the same disposition: we’re always poking our noses into other
people’s business. As long as we enjoy it, we don’t care whether we’re thanked or not.”
As they talked, they walked eastward along the gallery. They passed the Lai-chin-yü Pavilion, then went along
the outer wall of the old imperial palace—a secluded spot where few people walked. It was the first time in her
life that Hsiu-ku had walked alone with a young man. In front of crowds of people, she unconsciously hung her
head; where there were no people, she hung it even lower. She, who had never before hesitated to meet people’s
eyes, was today inexplicably ill-at-ease. They walked together to a thicket of cypress trees at the back of the park
and Chia-shu said,
“Shall we sit down somewhere here and look at the lotuses?” Hsiu-ku agreed.
At the western corner of the cypresses was a row of teahouse seats, with the expanse of the imperial moat
beyond them. On the other side of the moat, a thin row of palace willows half concealed the wall of the imperial
city; it was like a picture, especially to the west where the wall turned a comer and four or five tall willows
clustered around a watch-tower beneath it. But Chia-shu had asked Hsiu-ku to look at the lotuses, not at the tower.
She found a place, sat down, and looked at the lotus leaves in the moat. Half of them were brown; their stalks
were all bent, and they lay flat on the surface of the water. A few lotus stalks rose up above the lotus leaves; there
wasn’t a lotus flower in sight.
Chia-shu sat opposite her. The teahouse attendant brought over tea and melon seeds. Chia-shu poured out the
tea and offered her the melon seeds, then, not knowing what she wanted to discuss and not liking to question her,
gave a laugh. Hsiu-ku looked around and said with a smile,
“The view here is lovely.” Chia-shu said,
“It is lovely.” Hsiu-ku said,
“A few days earlier when we were at Shih-cha Lake, the lotus leaves were still green. In just a few days, the
leaves have withered.”
In the midst of speaking, Hsiu-ku’s heart contracted; this was just small talk, I hope he didn’t think I meant
anything by it. Looking serious, she said,
“Mr. Fan, my phone call to you today was not because I have anything to discuss with you myself; it’s about
the Shen lass, she’s in a wretched state.” Chia-shu laughed out loud.
“My dear young woman, why bring her up? It’s nothing to do with me what state she’s in.” Hsiu-ku said,
“What she did earlier on was certainly not quite right, but—” Chia-shu shook his fmger at her.
“It’s enough that you know she did wrong. After our parting that day at the Temple of Agriculture, I made up
my mind not to mention her name again. Each to his own—why fight over it? You’re a very direct person, I don’t
need to go on about it. In a word, while I draw breath I don’t wish to hear her name again.”
When Hsiu-ku heard the note of determination in his voice, she realized it was the wrong time to tell him about
Feng-hsi. But how he felt about Feng-hsi was one thing, and whether he should know about her present miserable
state was another; so she smiled and said,
“If she were to die now, Mr. Fan, what would your feelings be?” Chia-shu gave a cold laugh.
“She brought it on herself, why should I feel anything? You’d better not mention her, it upsets me.” Hsiu-ku
said,
“Since you feel that way about it, I’ll drop the subject for the present; let’s bring it up again later.” Chia-shu
said,
“‘Bringing it up again later’ is something I’m all in favour of. No matter what’s involved, we never really
appreciate a thing when it’s right in front of us. The old saying goes, ‘Gold is tried in the furnace,’ and it’s only in
a crisis that the good stand out. But it’s too late then to recognize their merit. And the truly good will certainly not
wish disaster on others just in order to show their true colors. Take your revered father, for example—he’s a
believer in the long tradition of knight-errants. But the task of knight-errants is to right wrongs and avenge
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injustice. When there are no oppressors and no injustice, there is no need for knight-errants. One would hardly
expect knight-errants to wish for injustices just to display their valor. So now I’ve learned a lesson, and know
more than I did before. I realize now that previously I did not recognize good when I saw it.”
It was clear to Hsiu-ku from Chia-shu’s tone that he was referring to her. She recalled how ever since she had
met Chia-shu, her heart had belonged to him. But whether she had been attentive or aloof, he had always been
completely indifferent, so she had bowed out and become a disinterested third party. Who would have thought that
after she bowed out there would come this sudden and unprecedented avowal—this was something she had never
imagined. So she smiled and said,
“That is a very penetrating observation, Mr. Fan. Even a completely uneducated person like myself can see
that.”
Chia-shu smiled and went on cracking melon seeds. He poured himself another cup of tea, drank it, and asked,
“Your father used to have great faith in me, but I suppose he knows now that I’ve played the fool a bit.” Hsiuku said,
“No. Whatever he has to say, he’ll say to your face.” Chia-shu said,
“Of course, the old gentleman is very direct. But one thing has been weighing on my mind. Two months ago, it
seemed as though he wanted to raise something with—me, but didn’t know how to go about it. I didn’t like to ask,
and so I never found out what it was.”
Hsiu-ku was looking at the lotus leaves in the moat. A large red dragon-fly was hovering near a small leaf,
dipping and raising his tail over the surface of the water; a long time passed, and he was still there. Her mind
wandered as she gazed, and Chia-shu couldn’t tell whether she had not caught what he’d been saying, or whether
she’d heard perfectly clearly but had been reluctant to answer. One thing follows another; there was no point in
repeating himself, so he fell silent. Hsiu-ku looked at the palace wall and said,
“Part of the wall goes past the mouth of the lane where we live. It blocks the way when we want to go out, so
we think it’s a real nuisance. There’s a wall here too, but we think of it only as part of a beautiful scene.” Chia-shu
said,
“Quite right. I find this wall intriguing too.”
The two of them went on talking, but always about the view. The conversation was just getting animated when
suddenly a waiter called from the thicket of trees,
“Is there a Mr Fan here?” Chia-shu nodded and asked,
“Who wants me?” A waiter came up and handed a namecard to Hsiu-ku saying,
“Excuse me, is your name Fan? I’m the waiter from the Lai-chin-yii Pavilion; a Miss Ho would like to have a
word with you.” Hsiu-ku looked at the inscription on the card: Li-na Ho. She said hesitantly,
“I don’t know this person. Is she a friend of yours, Mr Fan?” Chia-shu said,
“Yes, she is—you must meet her. I’ll introduce you soon.” To the waiter he said,
“Tell Miss Ho we’ll be over in a minute.” The waiter went off with the message. Chia.shu said,
“Let’s go and sit in the Lai-chin-yü Pavilion for a while. That Miss Ho is a friend of my cousin’s wife; she’s
very easy to get on with.” Hsiu.ku smiled and said,
“If I sat with the young lady looking like this I’d feel very embarrassed and so would she.” Chia-shu smiled.
“Surely someone as straightforward as yourself doesn’t feel bound by these commonplace formalities?” Hsiuku hated to be thought narrow-minded so she nodded and said:
“Very well, I’ll meet her, but I won’t stay for long.” Chia-shu said,
“That’s up to you. I just want you to meet her.”
So Chia.shu paid the bill and went with Hsiu-ku to Lai-chih-yü Pavilion. Chia-shu led Hsiu-ku to the railings
round the open stand. A fashionably dressed young woman with a wide smile got up from one of the teahouse
seats and nodded in their direction. When Hsiu-ku caught sight of her she gave an involuntary start. Feng-hsi was
definitely ill in hospital, so how did she get here? She stood staring at a distance. Chia-shu realized what had
happened and stepped in with a hurried introduction.
“Miss Ho,” he explained, “Miss Kuan.” Li-na saw that Hsiu-ku was just dressed in a loose-fitting blue cotton
gown; she had not cut her hair short,\fn{As was fashionable among Westernized young women} but wore her
plait in an S-shaped bun. With her well-proportioned body and her round face, she seemed a simple, healthy, oldfashioned girl. Stretching out her hand to shake Hsiu-ku’s, Li-na smiled and said,
“Please, sit down, sit down. I’ve heard Mr. Fan speak of Miss Kuan before as a very forthright person. I’m
pleased to meet you.”
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It was only when Li-na had spoken that Hsiu-ku was convinced that she was not indeed Feng-hsi. Chia-shu
had never mentioned that he knew a Miss Ho, so how could he have talked about me to her? They must be more
than casual acquaintances. Since she’s been so cordial, Hsiu-ku thought, I should be polite; so she smiled and
said,
“When you invited Mr. Fan over just now I didn’t feel easy about venturing to make your acquaintance. Mr.
Fan insisted on introducing us, so I had no choice but to come.” Li-na smiled and said,
“Don’t be so formal. The important thing about making friends is whether people get on well; one shouldn’t
observe formal distinctions.”
She pulled out a chair and made Hsiu-ku sit down. Chia-shu also sat down opposite Li-na.
Hsiu-ku looked Li-na up and down carefully. Her face was basically very like Feng-his’s, but a little plumper;
and there was a restraint in her voice and manner lacking in Feng-his’s wilful ways. If the two of them had been
out walking together, everyone would have taken them for sisters. Li-na certainly looked attractive, her social
position went without saying, and she was doubtless well-educated; apart from age, Feng-hsi fell behind her on
every point. Chia-shu evidently felt no regrets over having lost a Feng-hsi and gained a Miss Ho—it was no
wonder he had been so indifferent to Feng-his’s affairs. Lost in her own thoughts, she paid no heed to Miss Ho’s
beaming hospitality, and replied to her remarks with an abstracted air and faint smile. Li-na said,
“I have been sitting here for a while. When I saw Miss Kuan and Mr. Fan go by, I guessed the half of it.” Chiashu said,
“Oh, you saw us walk past. And did you also guess that we’d be drinking tea there?” Li-na said,
“Not that. Just now I was taking a turn around the grounds and I saw the two of you beyond the thicket.”
Chia-shu listened in silence. Li-na said,
“Meeting Miss Kuan is a rare opportunity; might I ask you to have a drink with me?” Hsiu-ku said,
“Today I really do have things to do, I can’t accept your hospitality. If you would like to make it another day, I
would certainly come.” Li-na laughed and said,
“Perhaps Miss Kuan is put off by our high society ways. If you are really busy, how do you have time to come
to the park today?” Chia-shu said,
“She really does have things to do. If I hadn’t said I wanted to introduce her to you, she would have left long
ago.” Li-na looked at them both and smiled, then said,
“If that’s the case I don’t need to look for a place to eat outside the park. But the Western food here is really
not bad, why not have a bite to eat here?”
Hsiu-ku began to feel restless. She didn’t feel like eating, so pushed her chair back, stood up, and said with a
smile,
“You must excuse me, I have to go.” Li-na and Chia-shu rose and urged her to stay for a while longer even if
she didn’t want a meal. Hsiu-ku smiled and said,
“It’s not that I don’t want to. To tell the truth, I came to the park today to discuss an important matter with Mr.
Fan. Although nothing was decided, I must bear a message back to the person concerned.”
With these words she left the teahouse. When Li-na saw that Hsiu-ku didn’t wish to stay, she did not detain her,
but took her by the hand and accompanied her to the path. With a light laugh she said,
“You must excuse me today; I will certainly seek the pleasure of your company another time. Mr. Fan and I
meet almost every day, so if you have any messages for me please ask him to pass them on.”
As she spoke she clasped Hsiu-ku’s hand and shook it several times, then said good-bye and went back to her
seat. Hsiu-ku walked along the path with lowered head, thinking,
“She noticed us when we passed the Lai-chin-yü Pavilion: while we were drinking tea by the cypresses, she
watched us from behind the trees. She seems to be very suspicious of me. In reality I came today because of Fenghsi; it was nothing to do with me personally. She said she saw Mr. Fan every day. She was telling the truth, and
moreover, when Mr. Fan got to the Lai-chin-yü Pavilion, he didn’t have to look for her among all those tables and
chairs, but found her immediately; they must meet there often. Feng-hsi is just water under the bridge; he has
another sweetheart, so why pine over him? As for me, I have even less reason to worry about other people’s
problems.”
Deep in thought, she wandered she knew not where. Seeing a bench, she sat down quietly by herself. Suddenly
she thought,
“Chia-shu must have had some reason for talking about true gold being tried by the fire and so on; perhaps I’ve
drawn the wrong conclusions.”
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She lay back against the park bench, thinking to herself and watching the people in the gallery walking to and
fro in the distance; half of them were young couples. This turned her mind to the dream she had had in the
hospital and then to what Chia-shu had said about her father wanting to raise something but not doing so. All
these signs seemed to augur a happy future. As she came to this conclusion, her heart expanded. She raised her
head suddenly and saw Chia-shu and Li-na walking side-by-side, going out through the gallery. At the same time
a man beside her pointed to the couple and asked his companion,
“Isn’t that Chia-shu? Who’s the girl?” The other man replied,
“I know, that’s his fiancée Miss Shen—he’s introduced her to me.”
As luck would have it, Hsiu-ku did not hear the word “Shen” clearly. Her illusions were shattered. She smiled
to herself, rose, and left the park. Her departure heralded an earth-shaking act. Do you wish to know what it was?
Wait until the next chapter.
19
We were saying that Hsiu-ku had seen Chia-shu and Li-na walking side-by-side in the park and had just heard
someone say they were engaged. Her illusions were shattered; she realized that no matter what the circumstances,
it was looks that drew a man to a woman. She had no ties; why be drawn into the whirlpool of emotion? Her wild
imaginings of a moment ago merely showed her inexperience. As her thoughts reached this point, she began to
laugh. General Liu, Master Fan, Miss Shen—what concern of mine are they? I’ll go home and keep my father
company.
Having made up her mind, she left the park. She did not take a rickshaw, but walked out on to the stone-paved
imperial way in front of the Gate of Heavenly Peace. The green scholar-trees which fringed it left two paths of
cool shade in the clear sunlight. She walked slowly along in the shadow, intent on her own thoughts, until she
reached a spot near the Salvation-for-All Hospital. When she realized where she was, she thought she might as
well go and see Feng-hsi again. It would be her final meeting with the poor child. Thinking thus, she turned and
took the road leading to the hospital. She was just about to go in when she saw General Liu’s car blocking the
main gate. She froze and prepared to flee, but the general had opened the car door and was beckoning her with a
smile.
“You’ve come once already, what do you want to see her again for? Come back home with me!”
He got out of the car as he spoke and tried to put his arms round her. Hsiu-ku feared that refusal to go would
lead to an unseemly tussle in the street. Fortunately her mind was made up; and her own skills were sufficient to
remove any cause for fear even if she did go with him. So, smiling slightly, she drove with General Liu to his
mansion. The general brought her straight upstairs and pressed her hand, saying with a smile,
“The woman in the hospital won’t recover. If you stay with me, I may even make you my main wife.”
The words made Hsiu-ku’s blood boil; she flushed violently, and trembled all over. Seeing the color flood into
her face, General Liu laughed and said,
“There are no strangers here, why so bashful? Tell me, would you really like that?” Hsiu-ku smiled and said,
“Of course I would! I’m just afraid such good fortune may not be for me.” General Liu grasped her hand and
shook it twice, saying with smile,
“You look such a simple soul, but you’ve got a quick tongue. Our wedding date is set for the day after
tomorrow, how does that suit you? Have you told your father yet?” Hsiu-ku said,
“Yes, and he was all in favor of it. He says he’d like to see you after the wedding and ask you to get him a post
of some kind.” General Liu clapped his hands and laughed.
“That goes without saying. If you don’t give jobs to your father-in-law, who do you give them to? Tonight you
simply must eat with me, to let the servants see I;’ve already singled you out—otherwise they’ll think the
wedding ceremony the day after tomorrow a bit sudden.” Hsiu-ku said,
“You talk about nothing but the wedding. How do you propose to celebrate it?” The general scratched his head
and laughed.
“I don’t really know what to do. With that first one I married everything was pretty casual, so it’ll be hard to
justify making more of a splash marrying you, if we did make big thing of it; and the date’s so close we probably
couldn’t get things done in time. But I’m afraid you wouldn’t want to be married without ceremony.” Hsiu-ku
said,
“I don’t care either way, but it would make your household look down on me. I’ve got an idea which would
solve both our problems.” General Liu laughed.
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“I’d have no objection to that. Tell me, what’s your plan?” Hsiu-ku said,
“I couldn’t have thought of it myself. I remember somebody else before wanted to save trouble: what
happened was the bride and groom went off to the Western Hills for a while. When they came back, they said
they’d had their wedding, and didn’t even hold a reception. That’d be the thing for us.” General Liu pulled her by
the hand and leaped up laughing.
“My precious! If you're willing to do things that way, it would save me a lot of effort. Also I’m an impatient
man, and once I’ve decided on something I like to do it at once. If we do things in style, two days will never be
enough for the preparations. Now all we have to do is go to the Western Hills, and that’s no trouble. There’s no
shortage of cars, we can go any time, and once we’re out of town there’s no need to come back. Let’s go today.”
Hsiu-ku laughed and said,
“Didn’t you say a day or two didn’t matter?” General Liu shrugged his shoulders and took a sideways look at
her. He laughed and said,
“I don’t know what it is, but I get more and more attracted to you. Right this minute I’d like to”—he gave a
rumble of laughter. Hsiu-ku said,
“Today’s too late. Tomorrow!” The general laughed.
“Enough, my new wife! Let it be today. Tell me anything you need and I’ll have somebody fix it up, and then
we can leave town together.”
As he spoke, he clasped Hsiu-ku’s hand again. She smiled.
“For such a big event, you’re in an awful hurry.” The general laughed and said,
“You don’t know; I’ve had my eye on you from the start. I’ve had enough of waiting; every day the wedding’s
put off tries my patience more. And anyway, isn’t it inconvenient that though we’re in the one house, I’m upstairs
and you’re down?”
He shrugged as he spoke. Hsiu-ku raised her brows and looked at him, then nodded, biting her lower lip. If her
nod was accompanied by a slight nasal hrumphh, General Liu did not hear it; he smiled and said,
“How about it.? You agree?” Hsiu-ku gave a smile.
“All right, let it be today. You’ve been very frank; I’ll give you what you’re asking for.”
General Liu shook with laughter. Raising clasped hands in a polite salute, he said,
“Thank you for consenting. Tell me what you want so I can get it ready for you.” Hsiu-ku said,
“I don’t want anything unless you do. But I do have one request: please send me home in a car with four
bodyguards so I can say goodbye to my father. And if you have any spare cash on hand, give me a little to give
my father for a wedding feast for our friends and relatives—after all he brought me up.” General Liu said,
“Of course, of course! That’s nothing. I should give him a little betrothal gift anyway. I’m afraid I don’t have
much ready cash here—as I remember there’s two thousand or so dollars, take the lot. Anyway if your father’s
short of anything I can fix him up.” Hsiu-ku counted on her fingers.
“We don’t need much,” she said with a smile. “Sudden riches in a poor home only lead to trouble. Fourteen
hundred dollars will be enough.” General Liu said,
“How do you work that out?” Hsiu-ku said,
“Don’t ask. Maybe you’ll understand later.”
With these words she doubled up with laughter. General Liu laughed too and said,
“What a naughty child, laughing so just because I can’t guess your riddle. All right, I’ll do as you say.” He took
twelve hundred dollars in notes and two hundred in silver coins from a chest and gave them to Hsiu-ku, saying,
“I’m sure your father likes the shine of solid cash, so I got out a few silver dollars for him.” Hsiu-ku laughed
and said,
“You certainly know what’s what. I was just thinking the same thing myself, but the words hadn’t reached my
lips.” The general laughed.
“I’ve wormed my way right into your heart; I can guess whatever’s in your mind.”
His words caused Hsiu-ku a strange shudder of delight; she burst out laughing, and had to lean on the table.
General Liu patted her on the shoulder and said,
“Don’t be naughty. The car’s been ready for ages, so hurry home. I’ll be waiting for you to come back so we
can leave town.”
*
Hsiu-ku looked up at the clock on the wall. It was already after four; she had no time to waste, so drove home
immediately. Two guards on each side of the car formed a protective wall. When Hsiu-ku saw them she was very
pleased, and smiled to herself.
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In a little while, the car reached home. As it happened, Kuan Shou-feng was at the doorway looking out for
her. She got out of the car and drew her father into the house, saying with a smile,
“Good! You’re home. If you hadn’t been I would have had to go and look for one of your senior pupils, and
that would have been an effort.”
As she spoke, she drew a big bundle from under her arm and put it on the table. Shou-feng was surprised at the
sight, but after Hsiu-ku had explained things in detail, he stroked his beard and nodded.
“You’ve done the right thing. I’m getting a bit bored with teaching martial arts; General Liu gives me a means
of getting out of it all. Don’t keep him waiting, you’d better go soon.”
Smiling slightly, Hsiu-ku came out of the house and bade farewell to the three other families in the courtyard,
telling them she had a way out of this life and wouldn’t be coming back. The neighbors were very surprised to see
Hsiu-ku arrive in a car surrounded by soldiers after being away for a few days, but knowing the temperament of
father and daughter and their dislike of being questioned about their affairs they thought it best not to ask, simply
guessing that it must be something to do with Hsiu-ku’s getting married. As she went out, they all prepared to see
her into the car, but Shou-feng barred the way out of the courtyard saying,
“There are soldiers there; it’s more than you’re worth to go and see them.”
The neighbours knew Shou-feng had a temper and did not care to cross him, so they stayed put. When Shoufeng heard from a burst of honking that the car was already far away he clasped his hands in a respectful gesture
and said,
“We’ve been together for a long time. Now I have something I wish to entrust to all of you: are you willing?”
The neighbours answered that they’d certainly help if it was within their power. Shou-feng said,
“My daughter has someone now. She has to leave Peking tonight. I’m loath to part with her, and want to see
her off, but I’ve just obtained a sum of money; I’m afraid it wouldn’t be safe at home, so I want to divide it up and
keep it in your three homes, will that do?”
When everybody heard that was all it was they all agreed. So Shou-feng divided up the twelve hundred dollars
in notes into three lots of four hundred dollars and wrapped them up in pieces of cloth; the two hundred dollars in
coins, however, he put in a belt which he fastened round his waist. Then he placed one of the three cloth packages
in each neighbour’s house, and said
“If I’m not home by two in the morning, please open these packages and have a look; but if I do come back
before two, I must ask you to give me back the original packages.”
Having spoken, he didn’t wait for any further comments but clasped his hands in salutation and left at once.
Once he reached the street he telephoned Chia-shu from a familiar shop. As it happened Chia-shu had just come
home. When he took the call, Shou-feng said
“I have a couple of important things to talk over with you face to face. I’ll be waiting for you at a little eating
house called “Well-met” at Ssu-p’ai-lou. Don’t come with an empty stomach; we’ll drain a few cups together.”
Chia-shu at once thought Hsiu-ku must have gone home and told her father what he’d said in the park; the old
man being impatient by nature had wanted to act immediately, and so had called for him to talk things over face to
face. This was an expression of sincerity which he could hardly knock back, so he agreed to come immediately.
*
At Ssu-p’ai-lou there was indeed a little tavern with the sign “Well-met” hanging at the door. Shou-feng was
standing with his hands on the railings of the balcony, looking all around him. When he saw Chia-shu he waved
and shouted,
“Here, here!”
Chia-shu went upstairs and saw a table set up by the balcony with wine and food. There were two cups and
two pairs of chopsticks; evidently Shou-feng had kept a place for him. Shou-feng sat Chia-shu across the table
from him and asked,
“Younger brother, did you bring any money?” Chia-shu said,
“I brought some, but not much. If you’re short of money, uncle, I’ll fetch some from home at once.” Shou-feng
waved his hand and said,
“No, no. I’ve come into a little money today, it’s not a question of borrowing any. I asked whether you had any
on you because I want you to pay for today’s meal.” Chia-shu smiled and said,
“Of course, of course.” Shou-feng said,
“Isn’t your answer rather rash? You shouldn’t have to host me just because you’re a little better off than I am,
or a little younger. That wasn’t my meaning, I shall tell you frankly: after this meal, we meet no more. We have
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been good friends for several months, so surely you ought to give me a send-off.” Chia.shu was taken by surprise,
and asked,
“Where are you going so suddenly, Uncle? And Miss Kuan?” Shou-feng said,
“We’ve never settled down anywhere. If we feel like going somewhere today we up and go, and if tomorrow
we’re tired of it we move again. We have no encumbrances, so it’s not a question of “suddenness.” There are only
the two of us, so of course we’ll stay together.” Chia.shu said,
“Uncle, you’re a gallant man in a troubled world, and it’s not for me to question you overmuch, But may I
know when you are setting off, and whether we’ll meet again later on?” Shou-feng said,
“I’m leaving when we’ve finished drinking. As for when we’ll meet again, who knows? After all, our
becoming friends at T’ien-ch’iao in the first place was quite unexpected.”
As he spoke he raised the jug of wine and poured a cup first for Chia-shu and then for himself. Raising his cup,
he held it to Chia-shu’s and said with a smile,
“Brother, let’s drink our fill—no more idle talk!”
They drained their cups together and compared the amount drunk. Chia-shu said,
“Since I’m sending you off, I should be the one to pour the wine!”
He took the wine jug and poured Kuan Shou.feng a cup which he drank without demur, as was his custom. In a
little while, after drinking more than a catty of wine, Shou-feng put his hand over his cup and stood up, saying
with a smile,
“I’ve had enough to drink, I must be on my way. But first I have a few words to say.” Chia-shu said,
“Say whatever you have to say. I’ll do anything within my power.” Shou-feng said,
“It is something you probably still don’t know. Somebody has got into a lot of trouble because of you.” He
went on to tell Chia-shu all about how Feng-hsi had fallen ill after being beaten and was now lying in hospital.
“According to my daughter, she begs your forgiveness ceaselessly in her delirium. The child was simply young
and inexperienced, and did not mean to be false or ungrateful. You’d better think of what can be done for her.”
Chia.shu was silent for a while, then said,
“Even if I don’t hold her faults against her, I’m just a student. How can I take on a powerful warlord? Isn’t she
in his hands at this moment?” Shou-feng raised his head and laughed.
“The powerful can’t just grab anything they take a fancy to. The hegemon of Ch’u was victorious in a hundred
battles, but he couldn’t keep his concubine Yü.\fn{ The Hegemon of Ch’u, Hsiang Yu, had to pat with his loyal concubine, Lady
Yü, on the eve of his defeat by Liu Pang, founder of the Han Dynasty. The episode is the subject of a popular opera } This is just an
observation. I’m not saying you should snatch her back at this moment; just don’t bear a grudge when the time
comes.” Chia-shu said,
“If she really has had a change of heart, and I do get the opportunity, of course I’ll be ready to set her on the
right track again. But she has wounded me deeply. The person I trust most now is another and not her.” Shou-feng
laughed.
“My daughter’s told me you also know a Miss Ho who looks very like the Shen lass. But today’s rich young
ladies are no easier to handle! Which one you put your trust in is up to you, and no matter for outsiders to talk
about. But this child may need someone to look after her in the near future. If you have the chance, take care of
her. It’s already late and.I have to leave town—I must have something to eat.”
So he called for rice, tipped the soup and other dishes into his bowl, and drained several bowlfuls in quick
succession before laying down his eating implements. Rising, he said,
“We’ll meet again.”
The waiter brought towels, and Shou-feng walked out, wiping his hands as he went. Chia-shu had not asked
him where he was going or why. As if transfixed, he watched him go downstairs, then turned and leaned out of the
window. Shou-feng had a small bag on his shoulder. He was already in the middle of the road. He looked back
and saw Chia-shu, nodded and smiled, and strode off.
Chia-shu was left thinking what a strange affair it was. Although the old man is very forthright, he reflected,
he’s sentimental enough—when he brought Hsiu-ku to see me off to Feng-t’ai, he was quite reluctant to part from
me—yet this time he’s saying his farewell with the utmost firmness. His composure suggests that he has urgent
work on hand, and that’s why he left so suddenly. Ten or fifteen years ago he was a gentleman of the road—who
knows but he’s returned to his old trade? And then the last couple of days there’s been Hsiu-ku pretending to be a
servant and getting into the Liu household that way—a very dangerous affair—perhaps something’s gone wrong
there?
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Turning these alternatives over in his mind, Chia-shu leaned over the railings and looked out for a while, then
paid the bill and went home.
When he reached home, a foreign-style envelope with mauve writing on it lay on the table. One look at it told
him it was Ho Li-na’s hand. He picked it up, tore it open, and read:
Chia-shu, there are two very good operas on at the Ch’un-ying Theatre tonight: the complete Neng-jen Temple and
also The Faithful Concubine. I’ve reserved Box Number Three—aplease accept my invitation. Your good friend, Li-na.

Chia-shu was feeling very depressed, and this seemed like a pleasant diversion. After dinner, he went to the
theatre box. Li-na was indeed there alone. When she saw Chia-shu she quickly took her cape from the place next
to her to let him sit down. He did so. After The Faithful Concubine came Neng-jen Temple. Chia-shu nodded in
approval as he watched. Li-na smiled and said,
“I thought you knew nothing about opera? How is it you’re so appreciative tonight?” Chia-shu smiled.
“It’s not the opera as such—I just find the character of the heroine of this play very admirable.” Li-na said,
“Seeing The Faithful Concubine and Neng-jen Temple together gives one plenty of food for thought. If Hsüehyen had had Thirteenth Sister’s ability, she wouldn’t have needed to give up her life to take revenge.” Chia-shu
said,
“Well, things can’t be perfect. Thirteenth Sister is certainly a dragon or tiger incarnate in Neng-jen Temple. It’s
a pity that the author of The Gallant Maid married her off to An Lung-mei, so she ended up a second wife in
charge of the household.” Li-na said,
“Of course there are really no such people as Thirteenth Sister. When the Chinese talk of knight-errants, there’s
always a tinge of the supernatural to it. A few days ago I saw a performance of Hung-hsien Steals the Casket here.
Hung-hsien was really a supernatural being, and it was all rather overdone.” Chia-shu said.
“Of course. Anything that comes from a writer’s pen or is acted on stage is larger than life. But that’s not to say
that no knight-errants exist.” Li-na said,
“Seeing is believing. No matter how marvelous something sounds, I’ll believe it when I see it. You say there
are such swordsmen—have you seen one?” Chia.shu said,
“I may not have seen anyone with supernatural powers, but I’ve certainly seen a warrior with the old knightly
spirit. Not only have I done so, you may have too. Because people like this will never reveal themselves, but look
quite ordinary when you meet them, you had no way of knowing.” Li-na said,
“That sounds rather hard to prove. If you’ve seen them but don’t know who they are, isn’t that just the same as
not having seen them at all?” Chia-shu smiled and said,
“Don’t argue, listen to the opera.”
On the stage, Thirteenth Sister was just raising her sword as matchmaker for Young An and Chang Chin-feng.
Chia-shu gazed at the scene abstractedly; it was only when they left the theatre that he gave a sigh. Li-na smiled
and said,
“What are you sighing over?” Chia-shu said,
“Miss Ho is rather foolish.” Li-na reddened and asked with a smile,
“What’s foolish about me?” Chia-shu said,
“I don’t mean you. I was saying that the Miss Ho on stage—Thirteenth Sister, Ho Yü-feng—was rather
foolish. She was a free spirit, going where she pleased, but she went and acted as matchmaker for other people
and in the end was drawn into the whirlpool of passion herself—wasn’t that foolish?”
Having misunderstood him, Li-na did not feel like debating the question further, and they left together. When
they reached the door, she said smilingly to Chia-shu,
“I’m afraid your cousin’s wife will tease us, so I can only drop you at the mouth of the lane.” Chia-shu said,
“You don’t need to, I’ll take a rickshaw and get myself home.” So saying, he bade her farewell and went home.
When he reached home he looked at his watch: it was one o’clock. He undressed at once and went to bed. In
bed he thought about the dream-like nature of life. An hour ago he had been watching Thirteenth Sister despatch
the doughty monks on Black Wind Ridge to the clashing of cymbals—what excitement! And now he was lying in
bed, and it was all merely froth and bubble. If there had once really been a Neng-jen Temple, it would have been
no more than this, gone in a flash. But man’s view of life is clouded by his passions, and who can see the reality?
You might say that Shou-feng and his daughter had seen through everything, but in reality people with their love
of righting wrongs were precisely those most blinded. Their parting today—what had the two of them been going
to do? Were they too resting now? Hsiu-ku’s vantage point was of course not that of Thirteenth Sister, but her
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generosity was even greater than that which Thirteenth Sister had shown to Young An and Miss Chang. Disturbed
by these fancies, he lay awake the whole night.
*
When he got up the next day it was already late. The results of his university entrance examinations were being
posted that day, so he went to look. Fortunately he’d taken the examination seriously and was well up on the list
of entrants. Several of his friends had heard the news and, telling him that his troubles were over, they carried him
off to see a film and have a meal out. Chia-shu too felt he had a weight off his mind and could afford to enjoy
himself, so he joined in the merriment and temporarily laid aside the affairs of the Kuans and the Shens.
The following day he rose early. He had nothing on his mind and no need to cram, so it occurred to him that
since Li-na had invited him to the opera several times, now that he had nothing to do he should find a good show
and invite her in return. With this in mind, he picked up two newspapers and lay back on the sofa to read them. As
be turned the pages idly, his eye was caught by a headline in extra large type:

GENERAL LIU TECHU ASSASSINATED TWO NIGHTS AGO
AT THE WESTERN HILLS
Below were three lines of subheading in large type:

Murderer a Young Girl
Vanished, Leaving Message on Wall
Crime Complex, Motivation Not Known
When Chia-shu saw these lines, his heart started pounding violently despite himself. He read through the
report once hurriedly, then again in more detail, then a third time going over each word. His emotions were
tempestuous, alternately excited and downcast, but he lay completely motionless on the sofa. Where his neck
rested there was a large wet patch, and his vest was sticking to his back. The news report ran:
The younger brother of Inspector General Liu, General Liu Te-chu, presently Supervisor
of Tax Collection in the Five Provinces and concurrently Head of the Peking Bureau, was an
important figure in political circles. He had recently married again, and wished to find a
capable maid to wait on his new wife. A young woman sent by an employment agency
applied for the job; she made a satisfactory first impression and was appointed. She called
herself Wu and said that her father was a farmer and her mother a servant in the household
of Minister Chang. She herself had gone into service because of poverty. General Liu saw
nothing out of the ordinary in these circumstances and did not inquire further. However,
suspicious elements in the case subsequently emerged. No one called at the Liu residence to
collect the employment agency’s fee after she began work, she never brought her bedding
from home, and the so-called Minister Chang could not be traced.
In the course of several days work at the Liu residence, the young woman became a
favourite with her employer. At that time his new wife became seriously ill and had to enter
hospital for treatment. The young woman was often in and out of the upper apartments
alone. Three days ago, General Liu suddenly announced that he intended to make her his
concubine. Her delight was evident. Not wishing to disturb friends and relatives with the
wedding festivities, they left for the Pa-ta-ch’u in the Western Hills at five in the afternoon
two days ago, accompanied by two attendants, to celebrate this joyous occasion.
When they reached the Western Hills, Liu wished to stay at the Western Hills Hotel, but
the young woman objected. They therefore dismissed their attendants and went up in sedan
chairs to spend the night in the mountain-side Heights-of-Happiness Temple. The temple
has several clean bedrooms which serve as overnight accommodation for Chinese and
Western sightseers. When the monks heard that General Liu was coming, they bent over
backwards to ensure his comfort, sending people to the Western Hills Hotel for bedding and
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arranging for food and wine to be brought up the mountain. In the evening, Liu ordered the
monks to light two red candles. He and the girl drank together, talking and laughing with
every appearance of happiness. When the general was tipsy, the young woman helped him
off to bed with the monks leading the way carrying the two candles. When the monks left,
fearing that someone might disturb their happy dreams, they pulled to the door of the inner
courtyard.
The next day the sun rose above the hills but the general did not get up. The monks
dared not call him and simply waited. Morning turned to noon and noon to the setting of
the sun, but still the sleepers did not wake. The monks thought this odd and began to make
a loud noise in the courtyard to arouse them. When the room was silent as before, they
called out and pushed the door open.
Liu was lying up on the bed, and the young woman was not there. The monks imagined
he was sleeping soundly and the young woman had gone out for a minute. They were about
to withdraw when they chanced to look up and see blood splattered on the whitewashed
wall forming a scrawled message which ran:
“(portion omitted) … Now he is trampling on womanhood yet again. When he forced his
attentions on me, I concocted a story to lure him into the mountains. There I aimed at one of
his vital spots, and dealt him a deadly blow, in order to remove an enemy of our society and
nation. Slashing his arm, I dipped cotton wadding in his blood and wrote on the wall, to
make it clear that I and I alone am responsible for this act. The Republic of China, X year,
X month, X day at midnight. (Signed) A Friend of Justice."
The style was crude but clear, and the tone definitely that of a woman. The monks were
much alarmed. They looked at the figure on the bed, and found it already stiff and lifeless.
They immediately raced down the mountainside to inform the police, who telephoned the
city and sent out search parties.
Military and police organs gave the matter top priority, and took swift and secret
measures to search out clues. According to the guards at the Liu residence, the young
woman had made a visit home before leaving the city. A search was made of the premises,
and it was discovered that not only was the house vacant, but all the neighboring families
had moved out of the courtyard that morning. When inquiries were made further down the
street, it was found that the house had been occupied by a father and daughter named
Kuan, not Wu. Kuan had been a martial arts teacher by trade, a law-abiding person; it was
a mystery why he had had his daughter do this. People from the employment agency were
also detained. Its owner said that the young woman had not in fact been introduced by
them. The female servant (commonly known as a runaround) who had let the young woman
into the Liu residence said she had met her outside the house and been offered two dollars
as inducement to let her in so that she could see a relative. She had never thought that
General Liu would employ her, thus bringing about this disaster. She was unable to account
for the young woman’s present whereabouts.
It appears from the above that the murder of Liu by Kuan and his daughter was
premediated. Military and police organs are continuing to track down the culprits; details
of the search cannot be divulged at present. It is said, however, that some threads of
evidence are being followed up, and a complete explanation may soon be forthcoming, xxxx
As if the first part of the report wasn’t enough, the second part appeared to suggest that anyone who had had
any dealings with the Kuan family might be brought in for questioning. Although few people knew of Chia-shu’s
dealings with the Kuans, that was not the same as absolutely no one knowing, He himself was not concerned at
the prospect of being pulled off the streets by detectives and sent to prison, but it would implicate his cousin and
greatly distress his mother in the south. He had better stay out of the way for a while, and start classes only when
everything was secure.
Once he had made up his mind, Chia-shu assumed a careless expression and sauntered into the north room. His
cousin Po-ho too was lying on the sofa reading a paper. He put it down and asked Chia-shu,
“Have you seen the paper? There’s been an assassination.” Chia-shu replied with a light laugh,
“I saw it. That’s nothing out of the ordinary.” Po-ho said,
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“Nothing out of the ordinary? Nonsense. This affair is obviously politically motivated.” As he spoke he looked
up in thought, then shook his head and said,
“It was a pretty devastating ploy! What a pity that their methods were a little crude—that old trick of a
seductress.” Chia-shu said,
“It doesn’t seem politically motivated to me.” Po-ho said,
“You haven’t entered officialdom yet—how could you know the ins and outs of political manoeuvring? I
happen to know that this woman was bought from Mount E-mei—she would have got at least a hundred thousand
for her pains.”
Po-ho had talked himself into a good humor; he lit a cigar and reviewed current events for the thousandth time.
Chia-shu had a book in his hand; he was smiling slightly. He waited until Po-ho stopped, then said,
“I was thinking of going to see Uncle in Tientsin today, and coming back after the university opens. I should
have gone long ago, but I put it off because the results weren’t out and I had a slight illness.” Mrs. T’ao smiled.
“I think you should go too. I was talking about you on the phone to Second Aunt only two days ago. But why
rush off today?” Chia-shu smiled and said,
“I’ve nothing to do in Peking, I’m just quietly waiting for the university to open. And I have an impatient
nature; when I say I’ll do something, I like to do it at once.” Mrs. T’ao said,
“You could go today. If you take the 4:30 train it won’t be such a rush.” Chia-shu said,
“Aren’t there any trains before four?” Mrs. T’ao said,
“What are you in such a hurry for? There is one at two, but it’s a slow train; if you took it, you’d be even more
impatient.”
Chia-shu was afraid of arousing the T’ao’s suspicions, so said no more. He went back to his room to put a few
things together. For no reason that he could think of, his external calm concealed an extraordinary agitation
within.
After lunch he paced up and down the corridor, looking frequently at his watch to see whether it was yet three.
After a few turns up and down, he became aware that the servants were watching and began to be afraid that they
would find him out. He went to his room and lay down on the bed. He managed to survive the hours of waiting,
and at three o’clock said farewell to Mrs. T’ao and went to the station. It was not until he was sitting in a second
class carriage that he felt easier in his mind; but he heard a burst of noise on the platform, and saw several
policeman moving down surrounded by a throng of people. He heard the words,
“They’ve caught two more, they’ve caught two more.”
When Chia-shu heard this, his heart leaped into his mouth. He hurriedly took a book out of his travelling bag,
and, putting on an air of naturalness, turned away slightly to read it. Beside him, he heard a fellow passenger say,
“They’ve caught some pick-pockets.”
Chia-shu realized he had been mistaken again. A cold sweat dried on him, and his only wish was that the train
might start quicker.
*
In a little while, the train’s wheels started turning, and with the bliss of one who has rid himself of a heavy
burden Chia-shu was carried out of the Tung-pien Gate. Only then did he have time to enjoy the scenery outside
the train window. He thought to himself,
“One’s fortunes are a matter of great uncertainty. Who would have thought I would suddenly be going to
Tientsin today? When old Shou-feng said goodbye to me yesterday, why didn’t he let me know what was going
on? It would have saved me today’s needless alarm.”
He turned to other thoughts. He had been over-anxious; in the past few months, he had visited the Kuan’s
house only four or five times; who did not have some friends in society? If one’s friends committed a crime,
everybody else did not necessarily fall under suspicion; and in any case, his dealings with Kuan Shou-feng were
not sufficient to attract attention. As for his connection with Liu Te-chu, no one knew about that apart from the
Kuans. Except for Feng-hsi—she knew that Hsiu-ku went on my account, but if she named me she herself would
be implicated. Looked at this way, his flight had been lacking in courage. Shou.feng had mentioned Feng-hsi
repeatedly, and said I would have the opportunity to meet her again. Surely she hadn’t been a party to the secret?
But she couldn’t have been—she was a madwoman in hospital now, and her mother and uncle were unbearable; it
would be impossible to discuss questions of this importance with them. . . .
Lost in thought, he was unconscious of the passing of time until the train arrived in Tientsin. …
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150.21 & 191.38 1. The Death Of The Dog Meat General 2. Excerpt from Moment In Peking: A Novel Of
Contemporary Chinese Life\fn{by Lin Yutang (1895-1976} Longxi [Lun-chi] , Fujian [Fukien] Province, China (M)
18
1
So General Chang Tsung-chang, the “Dog-Meat General,” has been assassinated, according to this morning’s
report. I am sorry for him, and I am sorry for his mother, and I am sorry for the sixteen concubines he has left
behind him and the four times sixteen that had left him before he died. As I intend to specialize in writing “in
memoriams” for the bewildering generals of this bewildering generation, I am going to begin with the Dog-Meat
General first.
So our Dog-Meat General is dead! What an event! It is full of mystic significance for me and for China and us
poor folk who do not wear boots and carry bayonets! Such a thing could not happen every day, and if it could,
there would be an end to all China’s sorrows. If it only would, you could abolish all the five Yuan, tear up the will
of Dr. Sun Yat-sen,\fn{Sun Yat-sen (1866-1925), god-like leader of the Kuomintang (which he organized in 1912) until his death. }
hundred-odd members of the Central Executive committee of the Kuomintang,\fn{ The name means “Nationalist Party”
in Chinese; and it was the majority party in China from its organization in 1912, until it was gradually overcome by military defeats at the
hands of the Communist Chinese and forced from the Chinese mainland in 1949 onto the island of Taiwan. There it ruled uninterrupted
until 1996, when its leader was defeated by an opposition candidate .} close up all the schools and universities of China, and

you wouldn’t have to bother your head about Communism, Fascism, and Democracy, and universal suffrage, and
emancipation of women, and we poor folk would still be able to live in peace and prosperity.
So one more of the colorful, legendary figures of medieval China has passed into eternity. And yet Dog-Meat
General’s death has a special significance for me, because he was the most colorful, legendary, medieval, and
unashamed ruler of modern China. He was a born ruler such as modern China wants. He was six feet tall, a
towering giant, with a pair of squint eyes and a pair of abnormally massive hands. He was direct, forceful, terribly
efficient at times; obstinate and gifted with moderate intelligence. He was patriotic according to his lights, and he
was anti-Communist, which made up for his being anti-Kuomintang. All his cretics must allow that he wasn’t
anti-Kuomintang by conviction but by accident. He didn’t want to fight the Kuomintang; it was the Kuomintang
that wanted to fight him and grab his territory, and being an honest man, he fought rather than turn tail. Given the
chance, and if the Kuomintang would give him back his province of Shantung to rule over, he would join the
Kuomintang.
He could drink, and he was awfully fond of dog meat, and he could swear all he wanted to and as much as he
wanted to, irrespective of his official superior and inferiors. He made no pretence to being a gentleman, and didn’t
affect to send nice-sounding circular telegrams, like the rest of them. He was ruthlessly honest, and this honesty
made him much loved by all his close associates. If he loved women, he said so, and he could see foreign consuls
while he had a Russian girl sitting on his knee. If he made orgies, he didn’t try to conceal them from his friends
and foes. If he coveted his subordinate’s wife, he told him openly, and wrote no psalm of repentance about it, like
King David. And he always played square. If he took his subordinate’s wife, he made her husband the chief of
police of Tsinan. And he took good care of other people’s morals. He forbade girl students from entering parks in
Tsinan, and protected them from the men-gorillas who stood at every corner and nook to devour them. And he
was pious, and he kept a harem. He believed in polyandry\fn{ Many husbands for one wife.} as well as polygamy, and
he openly allowed his concubines to make love with other men, provided he didn’t want them at the time. He
respected Confucius.\fn{Chinese philosopher (551?-479?BC).} And he was patriotic. He was reported to be overjoyed to
find a bedbug in a Japanese bed in Beppu,\fn{ The Japanese were very fond their supposed hygienic superiority to the Chinese at
one time.} and he never tired of telling people of the consequent superiority of Chinese civilization. He was very
fond of his executioner, and he was thoroughly devoted to his mother.
Many legends have been told about Dog-Meat’s ruthless honesty. He loved a Russian prostitute and his
Russian prostitute loved a poodle, and he made a whole regiment pass in review before the poodle to show that he
loved the prostitute that loved the poodle. Once he appointed a man magistrate in a certain district in Shantung,
and another day he appointed another man to the same office and started a quarrel. Both claimed that they had
been personally appointed by General Dog-Meat. It was agreed, therefore, that they should go and see the General
to clear up the difficulty. When they arrived, it was evening, and General Chang was in bed in the midst of his
orgies. “Come in,” he said, with his usual candor.
The two magistrates then explained that they had both been appointed by him to the same district.
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“You fools!” he said. “Can’t you settle such a little thing between yourselves, but must come to bother me
about it?”
Like the heroes of the great Chinese novel Shui Hu, and like all Chinese robbers, he was an honest man. He
never forgot a kindness, and he was obstinately loyal to those who had helped him. His trousers pockets were
always stuffed with money, and when people came to him for help, he would pull out a bank roll and give a
handful to those that asked. He distributed hundred-dollar notes as Rockefeller distributed dimes.\fn{ John David
Rockefeller (1839-1937), was fond of giving dimes away to children, as a trademark of his philanthropy (which was as legendary as his
ruthlessness in creating the Standard Oil Company).}

Because of his honesty and his generosity, he was beyond the hatred of his fellow men.
This morning as I entered my office and informed my colleagues of the great news, everyone smiled, which
shows that everyone was friendly toward him. No one hated him, and no one could hate him.
China is still being ruled by men like him , who haven’t got his honesty, generosity, and loyalty. He was a born
ruler, such as modern China wants, and he was the best of them all.
2
It was the morning of the twentieth of July, 1900. A party of mule carts were lined up at the western entrance
of Matajen Hutung, a street in the East City of Peking, part of the mules and carts extending to the alley running
north and south along the pink walls of the Big Buddha Temple. The cart drivers were early; they had come there
at dawn, and there was quite a hubbub in that early morning, as was always the case with these noisy drivers.
Lota, an old man of about fifty and head servant of the family that had engaged the carts for a long journey, was
smoking a pipe and watching the drivers feeding the mules; and the drivers were joking md quarreling with each
other. When they could not joke about each other’s animals and the animals’ ancestors, they joked about
themselves.
“In such times,” said one, “who can tell whether one comes back dead or alive after this journey?”
“You are well paid for it, aren’t you?” said Lota. “You can buy a farm with a hundred taels of silver.”
“What is the use of silver when you are dead?” replied the driver. “Those bullets from foreign rifles don’t
recognize persons. Peng-teng! it goes through your brain-cap and you are already a corpse with a crooked queue.
Look at the belly of this mule! Can flesh stay bullets? But what can you do? One has to earn a living.”
“It’s difficult to say,” rejoined another. “Once the foreign soldiers come into the city, Peking won’t be such a
good place to live in, either. For myself, I’m glad to get away.”
The sun rose from the east and shone upon the entrance to the house, making the leaves of the big colanut tree
glisten with the dew. This was the Yao house. It was not an imposing entrance—a small black door with a red disc
in the center. The colanut tree cast its shade over the entrance, and a driver was sitting on a low stone tablet sunk
into the ground. The morning was delightful, and yet it promised to be a hot day with a clear sky. A medium-sized
earthen jar was standing near the tree, which provided tea in hot summer days for thirsty wayfarers. But it was
still empty. Noticing the jar, a driver remarked,
“Your master does good deeds.”
Lota replied there was no better man on earth than their master. He pointed to a slip of red paper pasted near
the doorpost, which the driver could not read; but Lata explained to him that it said that medicines against cholera,
colic, and dysentery would be given free to anybody.
“That’s something important,” said the driver. “You’d better give us some of that medicine for the journey.”
“Why should you worry about medicine when you are traveling with our master?” said Lota. “Isn’t it the same
whether you carry it or our master carries it?”
The drivers tried to pry out of Lota information about the family. Lota merely told them that his master was an
owner of medicine shops.
Soon the master appeared to see that all was in order. He was a man of about forty, short, stumpy, with bushy
eyebrows and pouches under the eyes, and no beard, but a very healthy complexion. His hair was still perfectly
black. He walked with a young, steady gait, with slow but firm steps. It was obviously the gait of a trained
Chinese athlete, in which the body preserved an absolute poise, ready for a surprise attack at any unsuspected
moment from the front, the side, or behind. One foot was firmly planted on the ground, while the other leg was in
a forward, slightly bent and open, self-protective position, so that he could never be thrown out of his balance. He
greeted the drivers and, noticing the jar, reminded Lota to keep it daily filled with tea as usual during his absence.
“You’re a good man,” chorused the drivers.
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He went in, and soon appeared a beautiful young woman. She had small feet and exquisite jet-black hair done
in a loose coiffure, and wore an old broad-sleeved pink jacket, trimmed around the collar and the sleeve ends with
a three-inch broad, very pale green satin. She talked freely with the drivers and showed none of the shyness usual
among higher-class Chinese young women. She asked if all the mules had been fed, and disappeared again.
“What luck your master has!” exclaimed one young driver. “A good man always is rewarded with good luck.
Such a young and pretty concubine!”
“Rot your tongue!” said Lota. “Our master has no concubines. That young woman is his adopted daughter and
a widow.”
The young driver slapped his own face in fun, and the others laughed.
Soon another servant and a number of pretty maids, from twelve or thirteen to eighteen in age, came out with
bedding, packages, and little pots. The drivers were rather dazzled, but dared not pass further comments. A boy of
thirteen followed, and Lota told the drivers it was the young master.
After half an hour of this confusion, the departing family came out. The beautiful young woman appeared
again with two girls, both dressed very simply in white cotton jackets, one with green, the other with violet
trousers. You can, always tell a daughter of a well-to-do family from a maidservant by her greater leisureliness
and quietness of manner; and the fact that the young woman was holding their hands showed the drivers these two
were the daughters of the family.
“Hsiaochieh,\fn{Daughter} come into my cart,” said the young driver. “The other’s mule is bad.”
Mulan, the elder girl, thought and compared. The other cart had a smaller mule, but his driver had a more
jovial appearance. On the other hand, this young driver had ugly sores on his head. Mulan chose by the driver
rather than the mule.
So important are little things in our life, perfectly meaningless in themselves, but as we look back upon them
in their chain of cause and effect, we realize they are sometimes fraught with momentous consequences. If the
young driver had not had sores on his head, and Mulan had not got into the other cart with the small and sicklylooking mule, things would not have happened on this journey as they did, and the course of Mulan’s whole life
would have been altered.
In the midst of the hustle, Mulan heard her mother scolding Silverscreen, a maid of sixteen in the other cart,
for being overpainted and overdressed. Silverscreen was embarrassed before everybody; and Bluehaze, the elder
maid of nineteen, assisting the mother into her cart, was silently smiling, being secretly glad that she had known
better than to overdress for this journey and had listened to the mistress’s instructions.
You could see at a glance that the mother was the ruler of the family. She was a woman in the middle thirties,
broad-shouldered, square-faced, and inclined to be stout; and she spoke in a clear, commanding voice.
When everybody was well seated and ready to start, a little maid of eleven, whose name was Frankincense,
was seen crying at the door. She was utterly miserable about being left behind to stay alone with Lota and the
other servants.
“Let her come along,” Mulan’s father said to his wife. “She can at least help fill the tobacco for your water
pipe.”
So, at the last moment, Frankincense jumped into the maids’ cart. Everybody seemed to have found a place.
Mrs. Yao shouted to the maids to let down the bamboo screen at the front of their covered cart, and not to peep out
too much.
There were five covered carts, with one pony among the mules. The maternal uncle, Feng, and the young boy
led the party, followed by the mother, riding with the elder maid, Bluehaze, who was holding a baby two years
old. In the third cart were Mulan and her sister Mochow and the adopted daughter, whose name was Coral. The
three other maids, Silverscreen, Brocade (fourteen) and little Frankincense, were in the next cart. Mr. Yao, the
father, sat alone and brought up the rear. His son Tijen had avoided riding in the same cart with him, and had
preferred the uncle.
A manservant, Lotung, who was the brother of Lota, sat on the outside in Mr. Yao’s cart, one leg crossed on the
shaft and one left dangling.
To the people who had gathered to watch the departing family, Mrs. Yao loudly announced that they were
going for a few days to their relatives in the Western Hills, although actually they were going south. Whatever
their destination, it was obvious to the passers-by that they were fleeing from the oncoming allied European
troops who were marching upon Peking because of the Boxer uprising. And so with a waddle-ho! And ta … tr!
and crackings of whips, the party started. The children were all excited, for it was their first trip to their
Hangchow home, about which they had heard their parents speak so often.
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*
Mulan greatly admired her father. He had refused to flee from Peking until the evening of the eighteenth; and,
now that they had decided to seek safety in their home at Hangchow, he had made extremely cool and unperturbed
preparations for the departure. For Mr. Yao was a true Taoist, and refused to be excited.
“Excitement is not good for the soul,” Mulan heard her father say. Another argument of his was:
“When you yourself are right, nothing that happens to you can ever be wrong.”
In later life Mulan had many occasions to think about this saying of her father’s, and it became a sort of
philosophy for her, from which she derived much of her good cheer and courage. A world in which nothing that
happens to you can ever be wrong is a good, cheerful world, and one has courage to live and to endure.
War clouds had been in the air since May. The allied foreign troops had taken the fort at the seacoast, but the
railway to Peking had been destroyed by the Boxers, who had grown in power and popularity and swarmed over
the countryside. The Empress Dowager had hesitated between avoiding a war with the foreign powers and using
the Boxers, a strange, unknown, frightening force whose one object was to destroy the foreigners in China and
who claimed magical powers and magic protection against foreign bullets. The Court issued orders one day for
the arrest of the Boxer leaders, and the next day appointed the pro-Boxer Prince Tuan as minister for foreign
affairs. Court intrigue played an important part in this reversal of the decision to suppress the Boxers. The
Empress Dowager had already deprived her nephew the Emperor of his actual power, and was planning to depose
him. She favored Prince Tuan’s son, a worthless rascal, as successor to the throne. Thinking that a foreign war
would increase his personal power and obtain the throne for his son, Prince Tuan encouraged the Empress
Dowager to believe that the Boxers’ magic actually made them proof against foreign bullets. Besides, the Boxers
had threatened to capture “one Dragon and two Tigers” to sacrifice to heaven for betrayal of their nation, the
“Dragon” being the reformist Emperor whose “hundred days of reform” two years earlier had shocked the
conservative mandarinate, and the “Tigers” being the elderly Prince Ching and Li Hungchang, who had been in
charge of the foreign policy.
Prince Tuan forged a joint note from the diplomatic corps of Peking, asking the Empress Dowager to restore
the Emperor to actual power, thus making the old woman believe that the foreign powers stood in the way of her
plan to depose the Emperor, so that she decided to throw in her lot with the Boxers, whose secret of power was
their war cry of “driving out the Oceanic People.” Some enlightened cabinet ministers had opposed the Boxers on
account of the burning of the European Legations, advocated by the Boxers, which was against Western usage;
but these opponents had been killed by the power of Prince Tuan. The Chancellor of the University had
committed hara-kiri by disemboweling himself.
The Boxers were actually within the capital. A lieutenant colonel who had been sent out to fight them had been
ambushed and killed, and his soldiers had joined the Boxers. Highly popular and triumphant, the Boxers had
captured Peking, killing foreigners and Christian Chinese and burning their churches. The diplomatic corps
protested, but Kang Yi, sent to “investigate” the Boxers, reported that they were “sent from Heaven to drive out
the Oceanic People and wipe out China’s shame” and secretly let tens of thousands of them into the capital.
Once inside, the Boxers, under the covert protection of the Empress Dowager and Prince Tuan, terrorized the
city. They roamed the streets, hunting and killing “First Hairies” and “Second and Third Hairies.” The “First
Hairies” were the foreigners; the “Second and Third Hairies” were the Christians, clerks in foreign firms, and any
other English-speaking Chinese. They went about burning churches and foreign houses, destroying foreign
mirrors, foreign umbrellas, foreign clocks, and foreign paintings. Actually they killed more Chinese than
foreigners. Their method of proving a Chinese to be a “Second Hairy” was simple. Suspects were made to kneel
before a Boxer altar in the open street, while a piece of paper containing a message to their patron god was
burned, and the suspect was pronounced guilty or not guilty according to whether the ashes flew up or flew down.
Altars would be set up in the streets toward sunset, and the people who showed obedience to the Boxers would
burn incense while they danced their monkey dance, the Monkey Spirit being one of the most popular of their
patron gods. The smell of incense filled the streets, and one could believe oneself living in the magic land of
Hsiyuchi once more. Even important officials had set up altars and invited the Boxer leaders to their homes, and
servants had joined the Boxers to tyrannize over their masters.
Mr. Yao, being a well-read man and in sympathy with the reformist Emperor, thought the whole thing silly and
dangerous child’s play, but kept his convictions to himself. He had his own good reasons to be “antiforeign” in a
sense, and hated the church as a foreign religion protected by a superior foreign power; but he was too intelligent
to approve of the Boxers, and was grateful that Lota and his brother Lotung had kept away from the rabble.
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There was fighting in the city. The German Minister had been fallen upon and murdered by Kansu soldiers.
The Legation Quarter was under siege, and the Legation Guards had been holding out for two months, waiting for
relief from Tientsin. Yung Lu, one of the most trusted men of the Empress Dowager, who was put in command of
the Imperial Guards to attack the Legations, was not in favor of the attack and secretly gave orders for their
protection. But whole blocks of the city near the Legation Quarter had been razed to the ground, and whole streets
in the South City burned down. The city was truly more in the hands of the Boxers than of the Government. Even
the water carriers and toilet cleaners were not allowed to pursue their business unless they had red and yellow
turbans wound around their heads.
All through this period Mr. Yao had refused to consider moving. All he consented to was to destroy a few big
foreign mirrors in his home and a collapsible foreign telescope that he had bought as a curiosity. His house was a
little out of the zone of great destruction. To his wife’s pleadings for flight from the killing, looting, and turmoil,
he did not reply; he refused to consider them. The country around was swarming with troops, and Mr. Yao thought
that it was better to sit still than to make a move. He believed that men contrive, but the gods decide; and he was
willing to take things as they came.
His calm and nonchalance exasperated his wife. She accused him of intending to live and die with his curios
and his garden. But when the allied troops were actually approaching there was a real fear of a sack of the city,
and she said,
“If you don’t care for your life, you must think of these little children.” This argument drove home, although
he said,
“How do you know it will be safer on the way?”
So on the afternoon of July 18 they decided to go. He thought that if they could get mule carts and go straight
south to Tehchow, the first city in Shantung, an eight- or nine-day journey, they would then be safe. The new
governor of Shantung had driven the Boxers out of his province by force and so preserved peace and order. The
Boxers had originated in Shantung, because it was there that several “religious incidents” had taken place,
including the one which caused the leasing of Tsingtao to the Germans and the dismissal of the previous governor,
Yu Hsien, who had encouraged the Boxers. One day the new governor, Yuan Shihkai, had asked a Boxer leader to
come to him to prove their magic powers. He ordered ten Boxers to stand in line and face a firing squad armed
with modern rifles. At a signal, his men fired and, marvelous to behold, the ten Boxers were unhurt; the rifles had
not been loaded. The Boxer chief was elated, and cried,
“You see …!”
Before he had finished the governor himself drew a revolver and killed the Boxers one by one. That had
finished the Boxers in Shantung, and after a brief campaign they all drifted over to Chihli.
Flight through Tientsin was impossible. If Peking was in a state of pandemonium, Tientsin was in a state of
hell; and the route to it was in the direct line of battle. Refugees from Tientsin to the capital said that traffic on the
Grand Canal was jammed for miles, and boats had been known to make only half a mile advance in a whole day.
So they were to go by land south to Tehchow, on the Shantung border, before taking a boat on the Grand Canal;
and because there were hunhun, or bandits, outside Yungtingmen Gate, they must go by way of the Marco Polo
Bridge, and follow the route to Chochow before they struck southeastward.
The journey from Tehchow down the Grand Canal to Shanghai and Hangchow would be safe also, because the
governors in southeast China had signed an agreement with the foreign consuls to preserve peace and protect
foreign lives and property, so that the Boxer conflict had been strictly localized in the north.
“When are we leaving?” asked Mrs. Yao.
“The day after tomorrow,” replied her husband. “We have to arrange for the mule carts. Then we have to do a
little packing.” Now that she had won her point, Mrs. Yao was dismayed at the thought of packing.
“How can I do it in a day?” she exclaimed. “There are all the trunks and carpets and furs and jewels—and your
curios.”
“Never mind about my curios,” said Mr. Yao curtly. “Leave the house entirely as it is. There’s nothing to pack,
except some summer clothing and some silver for the journey. We are not taking a pleasure trip; we are fleeing in
war. I shall leave Lota and a few servants to guard the house. It may be looted by the Boxers. Secondly, it may be
looted by the soldiers. Thirdly, it may be looted by the foreign troops. And fourthly, the whole house may be
burned down, whether you roll up your carpets and pack your trunks or not. If we escape all these, we escape; and
if we lose, we lose.”
“But all our furs and treasures?” said his wife. "How many carts are we going to take? The men and women
alone will need five carts, and I am not sure we can find even that many,”
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Later, he called Lota to the hall. Lota had been with the family for years, and was himself a distant relative
from Mrs. Yao’s village. The master knew he could trust his entire fortune to his hands.
“Lota,” he said, “tomorrow I shall pack up a few things with you, the porcelain and jade and the best paintings,
and store them away. But we will leave all the cabinets and stands as they are. If any looters come, offer no
resistance but ask them to help themselves. Do not risk your old life for this trash and rubbish! They are not worth
it.”
He instructed Feng, his wife’s brother, who was managing the business of the household and looking after their
medicine shops and tea firms, to go next day for some silver and gold for the journey, in ingots and broken pieces.
Feng was also to call on the Imperial Physician and see if he could get some sort of official protection on the
journey.
*
In the dead of the night, Mr. Yao, who was sleeping alone in his studio in the southwest court, got up and woke
Lota. He told Lota to light a lamp and follow him to the back garden, bringing a hoe and shovel, and to make no
noise whatsoever. So they went out, old master and old servant, with six Chou and Han bronzes and several
dozens of jade pieces and seal stones, that he had himself packed up carefully in sandalwood boxes, and buried
them under the date tree in the garden. There they worked for over an hour under the light of the lamp and the
summer stars.
Cheerful and really excited, Mr. Yao came back into the house before anyone was up. The dew was heavy, and
Lota, coughing a little, suggested that he should go and make a pot of hot tea.
Mr. Yao often slept alone and he had no concubines. As head of a wealthy family, he had no great interests
outside his books and curios and his children. He had no concubines for a double reason. First, because his wife
would not permit it. Second, because there had been an abrupt change in his life at his thirtieth year, when he
married Mulan’s mother. Then a sensuous, adventurous rogue and playboy became a Taoist saint. His life before
then was a complete dark chapter to his family. He had drunk, gambled, ridden on horseback, fenced, boxed,
philandered and kept a sing-song artist, had traveled widely and known the best society.
Suddenly he changed. His father died a year after his marriage and left him a huge fortune in medicine shops
and tea firms in Hangchow, Soochow, Yangchow, and Peking, with regular service of herbs from Szechuen, and
tea from Fukien and Anhwei, and a few pawnshops besides. The spiritual history of this man in that period was so
hidden in mystery that even his wife did not know whether he had reformed after marrying her or before. He
stopped not only his gambling and the reckless drinking, for which he had enormous capacity, his philandering
and otherwise abusing his magnificent constitution, but he also stopped attending to business, leaving the
management to his wife’s brother, Feng, who was a thoroughly able businessman.
In those days between 1898 and 1900, “new thought” was in the air, advocated by those who for a short period
led the reforms which ended with the disastrous coup d’etat when the Emperor was imprisoned in the Palace. Mr.
Yao read and absorbed the new ideas in the current books and magazines.
While Lota went to make tea for him, old Yao, instead of turning to his wife’s court, where the children slept,
went to his own studio in the front western court. He lay on the covered earthen bed and thought about the things
he had to do that day. Whenever he started a period of physical regimen for himself, he always slept in his studio.
He would get up at exactly midnight, cross his legs and sit in position, perform the regular number of rubbings on
his forehead, the sides of his head, his cheeks and chin, then his palms and feet, and begin to control his breath
and practice deep abdominal breathing and regulate the swallow of his saliva. Thus with his circulation stimulated
and breathing controlled he could hear, in the deep silence of the night, his own intestinal fluid circulating and
nourishing the lower abdomen where the whole center of spiritual force lay. He would do this for about ten
minutes, or sometimes fifteen or twenty minutes, for the purpose of nourishing his ch’i or simple nervous energy.
At regular intervals he would repeat the regular rubbings of his palms and feet. But he would never tire himself
out, and would stop when he reached a state of excellent well-being, his body glowing with the blood coursing
down his legs, a sweet exquisite sensation. Then he would relax and lie down and sleep a perfect sound sleep.
Lota lifted the screen and entered with a tea pot in his hand, and, pouring a hot cup, brought it to the bed. Old
Yao gargled with the ea and spat it into a spittoon.
“Laoyeh, the journey will be strenuous,” Lota said, “and you should rest yourself today. I do not know whether
we can find drivers and :arts. The man is coming in to report this morning.” He poured another cup for his master.
“I have thought over the matter,” he continued. “It is better that second Master Feng stay behind. The
responsibility is too great for me. But take Bluehaze, Brocade, Silverscreen, and Frankincense. At such times as
these, girls only bring trouble.”
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“That is right,” said Yao. “Ask Ting and Chang to come and guard he house with you. But Second Master will
go with us.”
Ting and :hang were old employees of the medicine shop on Morrison Street, vhich lay a distance south of the
house. Because Yao’s shop selling Chinese medicines and tea leaves clearly had nothing to do with the foreigners,
it had thus far been spared by the looters.
“I will. But nobody else,” replied Lota. “The fewer people in the house, the less cause for trouble. But the
shop?”
“The Chen brothers will remain there. There is nothing to steal except some grass roots and pepper and herbs.
What do they want these for? We have no foreign mirrors for them to smash, and in any case the shop will be
closed until things improve. Several days ago the foreign shop Powei was looted. They smashed all the watches,
clocks, and glasses. Someone took a bottle of foreign perfume for foreign wine and drank it. He turned white and
fell on the floor and shouted hat he had been poisoned by foreign concoctions. A boy working in the firm said
they smashed the electric talking machine (telephone) and cut the wire because they thought it was a devilish
land-mine to blow them up. Someone caught up a foreign mannikin, tore off the dress, and carried the naked
foreign woman across the street. The crowd cheered and had the greatest fun out of that lady. Children ran nd
scrambled for her golden hair and started to fight among themselves …”
Lota and old Yao laughed together.
*
It was now broad daylight, and there were noises in the courtyards. Lota rolled down the paper on the window,
remarking that it would be a hot day. Summer nights in Peking are always cool, and during the hot days, the
rooms all being on the ground floor, the inhabitants roll down the tissue paper on their windows to keep the rooms
cool like a cellar. This year Yao did not have a mat shed built thirty or forty feet high over the roofs and courtyard,
as in other summers, which gave a perfect shade to the whole house like a big tree, yet permitted the movement of
air. There were too many fires in the city during the May troubles, and such a mat shed made of wooden poles and
a roof of bamboo matting would have made a perfect trap for fire to spread to the house.
Lata lifted the screen and went out. After sitting still a while to collect his thoughts, Yao heard his favorite
daughter, Mulan, calling,
“Father, are you up already?”
Mulan was a slim little child then, and small for a girl of ten. She had very bright eyes and dark hair coming
down in a queue across her shoulder, and her light summer dress made her seem unusually small. She had always
come to her father’s studio and listened to him about all sorts of things, and her father liked to talk to her. Every
morning when her father had not been sleeping in her mother’s room in the inside court, she would come and say
“early” to her father in the front court, the first thing after she got up and washed.
“Is your mother up yet?” asked her father, as she came in.
“They are all up, except Tijen and Sister,” said Mulan; and then she asked, “Why did you say last night that all
the curios are trash and rubbish?”
“If you consider them trash and rubbish, then they are trash and rubbish,” he said. This was too profound for
Mulan.
“But are you really going to leave all those things? At least hide away the little jade and amber animals for me.
I want them.”
“1 have done so, my dear child.” Then he told her as a great secret what he had done and enumerated to her the
things he had buried, and Mulan knew them all by name.
“What if somebody should find them and dig them up?” she asked.
“Listen, child,” said her father. “Everything has its destined owner. How many hundred owners do you think
those Chou bronzes have had in the last three thousand years? No one ever permanently owns a thing in this
world. For the time being, I am their owner. A hundred years from now, who will be their owner?” Mulan felt very
sad, until he added,
“If someone who is not their destined owner should dig up the treasure, he will find only jars of water.”
“And the jade animals in the box?”
“They will fly away as little birds.”
“But if we dig them up on our return?”
“The jade will be jade, and the bronze will be bronze.”
This made Mulan happy. But it was also a lesson to her. Luck, or tochi, was not something that happened to a
man from the outside, but was within him. To enjoy any form of luck or earthly happiness, a man has to have the
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character to enjoy and keep it. For one qualified for luck, jars of water will turn into silver; and for one who is not
qualified, jars of silver will turn into water.
Bluehaze, the elder maid, now came to say that her mistress was asking if he had got up, and if so she would
ask him to go over and discuss matters.
“Is the second master up yet?”
“He is already there.”
Mr. Yao went in with his daughter and, passing through a moon door, came to the inner yard, where he saw
Coral busy moving leather trunks which littered the floor of the central hall. Coral, his adopted daughter, was a
woman over twenty. She was the orphan child of his best friend, Hsieh, and since her parent’s death Yao had
brought her up like his own daughter and had married her off at nineteen to a good husband. But her husband had
died the year after, without leaving a child, and she had preferred to come back and had been living with them the
last four years. She was a great help to Mrs. Yao in running the household and looking after the servants; she was
like an elder sister to Mulan and Mochow. Sorrow had left no mark on her face; she never thought of marrying
again and she was perfectly happy as she was. Apparently she had no sex consciousness, and she was not shy
toward men. Like Mulan, she called Mr. and Mrs. Yao Father and Mother. Mulan called her Tachieh (eldest sister)
and so Mulan herself, although the eldest daughter, was called Erh Hsiaochieh (number two daughter), and
Mochow was called San Hsiaochieh (number three daughter) in the household.
Coral made herself so useful that Mrs. Yao came to depend on her a great deal, and she had a great influence in
making decisions at the family council.
“You are early, Father,” Coral greeted him, and hurriedly moved the trunks for him to pass.
“You haven’t combed your hair yet. Do it after breakfast,” he said.
She stood up and smiled. She had made a braid of her hair for the night, and looked almost a young girl in her
pajamas.
“It will be hot after breakfast. I’d rather do it now,” she replied.
Yao went into the western room and passed on to the inner chamber, while Coral followed him. Mrs. Yao was
sitting on the bed while her brother occupied a chair beside it discussing the preparations for the journey with his
sister. Feng Tse-an, a young man of thirty, was dressed in an old long gown of rich white gauze. Brocade was
making the braid for Mochow. All but Mrs. Yao got up to greet the father, as he walked to his seat opposite the
mother. Mulan had quietly slipped to her mother’s side and seated herself, ready to listen. There is a point in the
life of Chinese children when they suddenly behave like grownups, while retaining all their childishness of spirit.
Girls reach that point at about nine or ten, while the boys, if not pampered, reach it at about twelve or thirteen.
They aspire to be like the grown-ups, to know the ways of the grown-ups and to imitate them—they are proud to
know how to behave, to know the manners and rules of life; and they lose face when they do not. And those who
know the proper manners are treated as grown-ups, rather severely. But Mulan had not yet grown afraid of her
mother, who tended to be naturally severe; for, since the death of her invalid child, she had softened toward the
remaining daughters, Mulan and Mochow.
It may be remarked here that Mr. Yao had a peculiar way of naming his children. He eschewed all the
conventional, overused literary words of which Chinese girls’ names are usually composed, such as autumn,
moon, cloud, musk, verdure, clarity, intelligence, delicacy, luster, orchid, peony, rose, and all sorts of plant names.
He took instead classical names from Chinese history, which was very seldom done. Mulan (magnolia) was the
name of a Chinese Joan of Arc, celebrated in a well-known poem, who took her father’s place as a general in an
army campaign for twelve years without being recognized and then returned to put on rouge and powder and to
dress as a woman again. Mochow, meaning “don’t worry,” was the name of a lucky girl in a rich family, after
whom a lake outside the Nanking city wall is still named today. Mulien, the third daughter, had been a sickly child
from infancy and was given the name of the Buddhist saint in a religious drama, who tried to save the saint’s
mother (an unbeliever) suffering in hell—a drama picturing vividly hell torments and very popular because it
combines the motives of religion and filial piety. Though she had been given this name and adopted as godchild
by a nun at a temple in the Western Hills, this unfortunate child had died. Turning to Feng, Mr. Yao said,
“You had better go early and see the Irnperial Physician.”
“Who is ill?” asked Mulan. Her mother cut her short.
“Children should have ears and no mouth.” But turning to her brother, “What are you going to see him for?” o
“To see if we can obtain, through his influence, some sort of official protection on the way.”
“Why not get Boxers to protect us, since it’s the Boxers who are in power now?” suggested Mulan, forgetting
again to check herself.

939

Silence fell upon the company with the dawn of anew idea. Feng looked at Yao and Yao looked at Feng, while
Mrs. Yao looked at both. Mr. Yao looked at the child and, beaming with pride, said,
“She has an idea. The best would be to get a safe conduct from Prince Tuan; the Imperial Physician knows
him.”
“Look at this child,” said Coral. “She is only ten, but you must not misjudge her. I shall be afraid of her when
she is grown up. She will have to marry a dumb husband and do the talking for the two of them for life.”
Mulan was both delighted at her unexpected triumph and embarrassed by the approval of grown-ups.
“The child simply says what comes to her mind. What does she know about it?” the mother said in an effort to
discourage her pride. It was always the correct thing to do. Bluehaze came in to say that breakfast was ready.
“Where is Tijen?” asked the mother, concerning the son.
“He is watching Silverscreen feed his hawk in the east garden. I have told him to come.”
The family went to the dining room on the east of the courtyard. Before they had finished their breakfast, Lota
announced that the cart driver had come. Feng thrust his bread in his mouth and went out to see him. The cart
driver said that there were many soldiers and bandits outside the gates, that mules and horses were difficult to get,
that few drivers were willing to risk the journey, and that, in consequence, they must pay a price to make it worth
his while. He named a price that was shocking, five hundred taels for five carts. That, he said, was a small sum for
about ten days’ journey at great risks. After long haggling, the driver refused to yield an inch, all the time claiming
that he might lose his mules and carts and all. Feng explained to him they would have official protection, but
could not get him to reduce the price. Since the driver seemed an honest man, Feng was at last satisfied, though
no doubt this would be the costliest journey they ever made.
When Feng came in and told of the arrangements, Mrs. Yao said the price was unheard-of, but there was
nothing else to do. The children were excited to learn that there were five carts to go in, and began to talk of how
they were going to pair off. Tijen wanted to ride with Silverscreen, the maid, while both Mulan and Mochow
claimed Coral. For the children it was all fun and excitement; and for Mulan and Mochow it was their first
journey either in carts or in canal boats, and they yearned to see Hangchow, about which they had heard their
mother and Coral speak so much.
Feng went to call on the Imperial Physician, who was a great friend of the Yao family, and the Imperial
Physician promised to bring him the safe conduct and whatever escort he could obtain. An order from Prince Tuan
would be protection for them against both soldiers and Boxers on the way.
The business of packing seemed so much lighter after Mr. Yao said they were to take only the summer
clothing, but there was enough to keep the entire household busy the whole day, except Tijen, who continued to
play in the eastern garden with his hawk, interrupting Silverscreen at her other duties.
That evening there was a brilliant sunset, promising a hot day for the morrow. After supper the family sat in
council and decided how they were going to divide up for the riding in the different carts. To each one Mrs. Yao
explained clearly that they were going to Tehchow to take a boat, and gave the address of their home at Hangchow—just in case anyone should get lost. Then all were told to go to bed early as they were to get up at dawn.
2
Mulan, seated with crossed. legs on the hard blue cotton cushon with her elght-year-old sister and Coral, first
learned the jolting sensation of a Peking mule cart. She was excited and distinctly felt she was adventuring in the
wide world. Soon she and Mochow and Coral were talking with the driver, who was a jovial fdlow and told them
about the Boxers and what they did and what they did not do, about his chats with them, about war in Tientsin,
about the Emperor and the Empress Dowager and Ta Ako (heir presumptIve), and about their prospectIve journey.
After they had passed into the Southern City, they saw many charred houses in ruins, and while following the
city wall westward along that deserted section they came to a crowd standing on a vacant lot around a Boxer altar,
covered with a red cloth and with pewter candlesticks and red candles on it. Several Chinese suspected of being
Second Hairies were kneeling on the ground on trial.
The driver pointed out some Boxer girls and women, dressed in red jackets and red trousers. Their tiny bound
feet showed beneath the broad trousers, arid their hair was tied up into broad bands on top of their heads. Like the
men Boxers, who were also in red shirts or red shirt fronts, they had broad girdles around their waists, which gave
them a martial look. The driver told them the women were the so-called “Red Lantern Shades” and “Black
Lantern Shades.” They were supposed to carry red fans in the daytime, with even the skeletons painted red, and
red lanterns at night. The Red Lantern Shades were young girls, while the Black Lantern Shades were widows.
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Those without bound feet were recruited from the boat women. Their chief, whom they called “Holy Mother,”
was herself a boat woman working on the Grand Canal, but, the driver said, she had been taken to the governor’s
yamen\fn{Seat of Justice} in a yellow sedan chair and received by the governor himself. Some of these girls could
“box,” but most of them could not.
It was magic power they had. They had to learn the incantations, and after short practice they could wave their
red fans and fly up to heaven if they wanted to; but they could certainly climb up walls, for the driver had seen
them on housetops.
Had the driver seen the Boxers at work?
Yes, he had seen them many, many times. They would arrange an altar, burn candles, and start mumbling
things in their mouths. Soon they would fall into a paroxysm, talking the magic language. That meant they were
possessed of the spirit, and their eyes would stare straight and open. Then they started brandishing their broad
knives and would chop hard at their own bellies, but the knives would not cut.
The spirit that possessed them and entered their bodies was the Monkey Spirit, Sun Wukung, celebrated in the
religious epic Hsiyuchi.
All this romance\fn{The text has: All this was romance} become reality for Mulan. Before the story was over, they
had long passed the Hsipienmen Gate and come outside the city into the open country.
*
The first three days of the journey were comparatively easy and uneventful, except for the heat and the jolting
of the carts. Everybody complained of his legs. But they traveled by starting very early, would go ten or twenty Ii
before the breakfast hour, and covered the most ground in the early mornings and late afternoons, with a long rest
for the men and mules at midday. Tijen and Feng would often get down and walk for a mile, when their legs were
cramped; but after the fourth day the body seemed to tune itself to the jolting sensation.
Tijen was a most restless boy, and he changed his cart many times, demanding to sit now with his mother, now
with the maids; and his mother, being overindulgent to the boy, allowed him. He was always happy when in the
company of Silverscreen, who was three years his senior; and he loved to chatter and make fun of Brocade, until
Brocade could not stand it any longer and came over to the mother’s cart and helped carry the baby for a change.
On the fourth day, two days after they had left Chochowon the main road to Paoting and turned southeastward,
all did not seem well. Rumors flew about that the allied troops had entered Peking and disorderly soldiers and
Boxers were retreating south. One rumor had it that both Governor Yu Lu and General Li Pingheng had
committed suicide and the Kansu troops were retreating in that direction.
There was sporadic fighting between the Boxers and the soldiers; and the Boxers, armed only with knives and
pitchforklike weapons, had the worst of it. At the sound of gunfire the Boxers would start to run pell-mell in all
directions. The people and soldiers did not know what to think of the Boxers. In the same company half the
soldiers said they ought to fight them, and half thought not. The Boxers were popular with the people; they were
burning churches and exterminating the much-hated foreigners. By imperial order, they had been commanded in
the spring to organize Boxer bands; now the soldiers were supposed to arrest and destroy them; recently once
more the Imperial Court seemed to favor them and adopt their antiforeign policy.
As more and more soldiers and Boxers retreated across the country- side, looting increased. The road was
flooded with refugees, on foot and in mule carts, wheel carts, on donkeys and ponies. Peasants carried two baskets
suspended from a pole on their shoulders, with piglets in one basket and a baby in the other. But the Yaos were
ahead of most of the retreating soldiers, and the country they passed through was comparatively peaceful. The
women began to be worried, and Tijen was no longer restless. Mr. Yao gave orders to hurry as much as possible
and not take longer rests than were necessary, in the hope of reaching Tehchow before they were overtaken by the
soldiers. He had already destroyed the official paper issued by Prince Tuan’s yamen, as it no longer meant
anything, and in fact might implicate them with either the Boxers or the soldiers.
They reached Jenchiu before sunset that afternoon, as they had only a short stop at midday. Stopping at an inn,
Mr. Yao asked the inn-keeper if there were soldiers in the city, and was considerably relieved when he was told
that the commander of the Sixth Brocade Banner Regiment of Tientsin was stationed at the place and preserving
order. The Catholic Church here had been burned a month ago but, as Commander Hsu entered the city and
arrested and beheaded dozens of these “elder brothers,” the bands had dispersed into the countryside.
A traveler with his family, two women and three children, also refugees, who arrived later at the inn, brought a
disconcerting story. He had left Paoting that morning and fled direct toward Jenchiu, having heard that
Commander Hsu was able to preserve order at the city. The story was this:
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A family of a well-to-do official was traveling on the road to Paoting. There was a woman in the group who
had a golden bracelet on her arm. A roving band of soldiers approached and, seeing the golden bracelet, demanded
it. The woman was slow about it, and one of the soldiers cut off her arm and ran away with the bracelet. Another
party of soldiers came up and learned of what had happened and, seeing that the golden bracelet was somewhere
in the hands of the soldiers ahead, pursued and shot them. Some of the soldiers in front who had escaped hid
themselves among the tall grain on the roadside, and shot down the soldiers who had robbed them as they came
up. Thus a single bracelet had cost seventy or eighty lives.
The fellow-travelers told the story in whispers, and Mr. Yao kept it to himself. He ordered his family to go to
bed immediately after supper, and forbade the maids and children to go outside their room. They had only one
room for twelve people, but the family refused to be separated into different inns. The arrival of the other family
made the situation worse. The room had only an earthen bed fifteen feet wide, and the maids had to sleep on the
floor. Mr. Yao was not the man to stand on his rights when other people were in need, and he consented to have
the two women from the other party sleep in the room, while he and Feng and Lotung and the rest of the other
party had to sleep in the outside room, which was a combination of kitchen, sitting room, and dining room.
While the children were sleeping peacefully in the inner room and Lotung was snoring heavily in his sleep, Mr.
Yao did not feel he required sleep at all, nor wanted it. He was thinking that if they started early the next day, they
should be able to reach Hochienfu before sunset.
For a while yet there was peace. A little oil lamp was burning on the stove, pretty and peaceful. He took out his
pipe and meditated. It was to be the last night for a long time he could meditate with peace in his heart. He later
recalled it and thought it was heaven—the feeling of having one’s dear ones safe sleeping in the next room, while
he smoked his pipe and an oil lamp burned on a kitchen stove.
Toward midnight, Mr. Yao thought he heard his wife utter a scream in her sleep, followed by a stirring in the
room. He went to the stove and picked up the oil lamp and looked in at the door. Mrs. Yao, with the baby at her
side, had sat up and was patting Mulan’s face and smoothing her hair.
“What are you doing there at this time of the night? You haven’t gone to bed yet?” asked the mother.
“I thought I heard you scream in your sleep,” said the father.
“Did I? It gave me such a fright. I had an awful dream of Mulan calling to me from a great distance in some
valley. I shivered so and woke up. I am so happy it is only a dream.” And she stared at Mulan and looked about at
her other children.
“It’s only a dream,” he said. “Go to sleep again.”
The father retired. Soon there came a shower and the steady patter of rain made Mr. Yao drowsy and sent him
to sleep without his knowing.
*
On that morning of July 25, Mr. Yao was awakened by noises in the room and found that most of the family
had got up and already washed their faces. The mule drivers were at the door, and said it was a delightful, cool
day after the rain. The sky was cloudy and promised to remain so for the day. It was only sixty Ii to Hochienfu,
and they ii should be able to cover the distance easily. Mules could easily go a hundred Ii a day without heavy
burden: for a long journey, with all the cart burden, they could go sixty or at most seventy Ii. Moreover, one of the
mules had stepped into a ditch and nearly fallen on its knees and upset the cart, and one of its forelegs seemed
sprained. Consequently, the going had to be slower.
At about eight the party started, Mrs. Yao asking Bluehaze to come over to her cart and hold the baby. The
mule in Mulan’s cart limped. After going about fifteen Ii, it showed signs of increasing irritability and often
stopped dead, its sides panting. The mule is an animal with the body of a horse and the mind of a donkey, as
powerful as the former and as stubborn as the latter. The driver said it was unwell and would die if they didn’t go
slow.
“Animals are just like men; when they are ill, they lose their appetite and won’t eat. This one only sniffed at
the hay and nibbled a little this morning. You can’t make a journey on an empty stomach. Aren’t they just like
men?”
It took them three and a half hours to cover the next twenty li before they reached Hsinchungyi. It was .about
ha!f-past one when the party alIghted, hungry for a meal. Hsinchungyi was an old courier station, where horses
were kept for imperial couriers running in relays. By such a system of relays, urgent official messages could be
sent to the capital from Hochienfu—a distance of a hundred miles—in twelve hours. There was a stable near by,
and three or four horses were tied to trees in a grove. Since they expected to change some of the mules at
Hochienfu for the remaining part of the journey, the owner of the sick mule decided he would try to secure one of
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the horses, at least for the day’s journey. The driver knew the man at the courier station, and the arrangement was
made.
After lunch the party had a rest in the pavilion, while Mulan and Mochow and Tijen strolled to the grove to
watch the horses. Tijen went too near a white horse and it started to kick, which sent Mulan flying and screaming,
pulling her sister with her. These courier horses were powerful animals, and Mr. Yao shouted across the field
impetuously to Tijen to come back.
Mr. Yao was in an irascible temper. His wife had been telling him last night’s dream. She was walking in a
valley with a wide stream running in the middle and forest on one side. She was holding Mochow by her hand.
She thought she heard Mulan’s voice calling her, and she suddenly realized Mulan was not near her and she
seemed to have not seen her for days. At first the voice seemed to come from the treetops and, as she was turning
into the heavy forest, with all paths blocked, and didn’t know what to do, she heard Mulan’s call again, faintly but
distinctly, from the other side, across the river.
“I’m here, I’m here,” said the voice.
The mother turned and saw the figure of her child picking flowers in the meadow across the river. She saw no
bridge or ferry and wondered how the child had got across. She left Mochow on the bank, and started to wade the
shallow rapids, when a big torrent arose and swept her off her feet, and she woke up to find herself lying on the
kang in the inn.
The story made everyone uncomfortable, although none said a word after she had finished.
So the lame mule was left at the station, to be picked up by the driver on the return journey.
*
At about three they started again, with the new horse pulling the cart containing Coral and the two sisters. The
horse was constantly rushing ahead; and the driver, not knowing its temper and ways, had difficulty in holding it
back.
Toward five, when they had reached within twelve or thirteen li of the city, they saw bands of soldiers coming
across the country at a distance on the left. Mr. Yao said he would ride at the front, but the road lay three or four
feet below the ground level, and until they came up to the level there was no way of passing the other carts. There
were parties of refugees in front of them and behind at a distance of a hundred yards.
Suddenly they heard a shot. The near-by fields were covered by tall kaoliang fifteen feet high, and they were
deep on the road below, so that they could not tell where the soldiers were, although they heard voices coming
nearer. More shots followed. They could not turn back, nor would they know which way to turn, as the shots and
voices seemed to come both from in front and behind.
As they came up to the level\fn{ Of the surrounding counryside} seven or eight fleeing soldiers ran past them at the
crossroads, and they could see bands of soldiers fifty yards away on the left. All the carts stopped dead, and Mrs.
Yao shouted to Coral to bring the sisters over to her cart.
Getting down from a mule cart was a difficult business for Coral with her bound feet, but she did it. When she
had alighted on the ground, she stretched her arms toward Mochow and lifted her down. She brought Mochow to
her mother’s cart, intending to come back again for Mulan. The interruption had completely stopped the traffic at
the crossroads, blocking the refugees at their rear, and there was a great deal of cursing and shouting from the
drivers behind.
At this moment, shots were heard again and some soldiers on horseback dashed across right in front of the
party. The courier horse took fright and started to gallop, and Mulan’s cart was swept along with the crowd of
soldiers and horses.
In the confusion nobody knew what had happened. The soldiers seemed to be more bent on fleeing than on
robbing. The Yao party, after being held back by more groups of passing men and horses, were literally pushed
onto the road straight in front by the carts behind, and all animals flew off at a gallop. With the confusion and the
clouds of dust it was impossible to discern anything. Coral, who hastily got into the mother’s cart when the
mounted soldiers swept past them, took half a second to realize that Mulan was alone in the other cart.
“Mulan!” she screamed.
Mulan’s mother instinctively wanted to jump down, but in the twinkling of an eye all carts had swung around.
She could see only a confusion of men and carts and horses’ hoofs before her. Then her cart dashed ahead with the
rest. To direct those animals by shouts, once they started going, was like preaching to a locomotive engine. There
were dozens of carts before her, and she could only hope that one of them contained her child.
Mr. Yao did not even know that Mulan was alone. He thought the worst was over since the soldiers had not
stopped to rob them. While all the carts were dashing ahead, Mr. Yao’s instinct was to get away from the soldiers
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as fast and as far as possible before they stopped to take stock of what had happened, assuming that everybody
was going in the same direction.
Mrs. Yao’s mind was torn between two impulses: to get ahead and recognize Mulan’s cart or the driver among
those in front, or to slow down and round up anyone left behind. Actually she could do neither. The road was
broad enough for one-way traffic only. Several times she would have jumped down from the cart, but Coral held
her back.
After seven or eight minutes of this madness, the animals began to slacken their pace. No soldiers were in
sight. They had already left the crossroads at least two miles behind. A cart crashed into the roadside ditch, and a
woman who fell was nearly run over by the carts behind. Another cart came up, and a passenger who knew the
woman jumped down and the cart was drawn up in the middle of the road. Perforce the Yao carts were also
stopped.
Feng ran around to inquire. Mrs. Yao was in hysterics. Coral and Bluehaze were crying. Pointing to those carts
still going in front and disappearing into the distance, Mrs. Yao shouted that Mulan might be in one of them and
they had to follow and not stop at this place.
“Mulan is alone!” shouted the mother.
The awful realization penetrated into the father’s mind. It was no time for questioning why Mulan was left
alone. He snatched the pony, untied it from his cart, mounted, and galloped past the crowd after the refugees
going in front. It was a futile chase.
The maids had come down, too, pale with fright and struck dumb by the news. Coral had now literally rolled
down from the cart; how that cart contained three women and two children in the last quarter of an hour, nobody
could explain. The mother held Mochow fast on her lap, while Bluehaze was carrying the baby. Mochow, at first
dumb with terror, now started to cry.
Refugees gathered and passed. Some stopped to watch the woman fallen on the ground; it appeared her mule
had been shot in the leg and it was difficult to disentangle it from the harness of the overturned cart. Some stopped
to hear the news of a girl of ten lost. Some expressed sympathy and others passed on unconcerned.
Tijen said he had seen the courier horse of Mulan’s cart running to the right with the soldiers, but he could not
see clearly. If so, Mulan had gone off their road and probably was carried along with the crowd of soldiers and
horses. But the driver was with her, and he would drive it to Hochienfu and might catch up with them and rejoin
them on the way.
While they did not know exactly what to think or do, they saw Mulan’s cart driver running up from behind
with a whip in his hand and shouting to them. Everybody’s countenance fell to see him appear. without the cart.
“Is the child safe?”
“Who knows? We were swept along, and the courier horse took fright and could not be stopped—”
“Where is she?”
“Which way has she gone?”
“How did you lose the cart?”
The driver was as incoherent as the questioners. He had swung to the right with the soldiers and the horses,
then into a road on the right to get out of the way of the soldiers; and, seeing that he had lost the company, he got
down to hold the horse. The horse was too powerful for him and he lost hold of his reins, and the horse dashed
ahead.
One thing was certain: Mulan was still in the cart. Moreover, it was traveling away from Hochienfu and going
back north when the driver last saw it turn and disappear into the kaoliang fields. He was sure the courier horse
would find its way back to Hsinchungyi. In his simplicity of heart, he had rushed back to inform the parents.
After what seemed hours of desperation, Mr. Yao came back on his pony. He had looked into every cart, had
made detours, and had even come within sight of the city itself, before he gave up.
The driver’s suggestion seemed right to Mr. Yao; the horse would find its way back home to Hsinchungyi. It
was nearly sunset. Mr. Yao would go back in his cart with the driver to Hsinchungyi, the driver to recover his cart
and the father to recover his daughter. The rest of the party had to go on to the city, as the city gate would soon be
closed. The drivers told them of an inn to stop at for the night, where they would await the news.
*
Mulan’s mother did not sleep the whole night, but shed silent tears. At dawn, she asked Lotung and her brother
to get up and go to the North Gate and look for Mulan.
About nine the next morning, the father arrived at the city inn. The horse and cart had returned, but without the
child. He had retraced the route and scoured the country at the crossroads but had found nothing.
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The news struck like thunder. Mulan was then definitely lost. The mother fell to weeping aloud,
“My child Mulan, you should not leave me now like this, and follow your sister Mulien. If you leave me now, I
do not care to live this old life any more!”
“Mother,” said Coral, “all things are determined from above; no one can be sure whether they will turn out
good or bad. It’s better that you do not grieve so much as to injure your health. The journey is still far ahead, and
all these lives depend upon you. If you are in good health, the burden of all us children will be made lighter to
bear. We don’t know yet surely that Mulan is lost; we are going to search for her. It was all my fault; I shouldn’t
have left her alone …” Mrs. Yao controlled herself and replied,
“It’s not you, Coral, but my bad luck that caused this. I shouldn’t have asked you to bring your sisters over. But
who could have foreseen it would have happened like this? If something should happen to Mulan, or she is
kidnaped and sold …” She broke down again.
Mr. Yao stood by not saying a word. Mulan was his favorite child, and the loss cut too deep into his heart. At
the word “kidnap” he walked away like a wounded animal.
Brocade, who had been silently standing against the wall, suddenly broke down completely. Fourteen years
old, she had almost grown up with Mulan. She had taught her to play all the children’s games and sing all the
nursery songs, and they had played together as children and Mulan had treated her as her own sister. The mention
of “kidnap” reminded her of her own fate and her lost parents. She threw herself on the bed and wept
uncontrollably.
Seeing her crying, Tijen and Mochow also cried, and there was a hubbub in the room. Bluehaze approached
and pulled Brocade up, saying:
“Taitai has just composed herself and here you start howling so that even Master Tijen and Miss Mochow are
crying.”
Brocade sat up, ashamed of herself, but still rubbing her red eyes. Silverscreen, who never liked Brocade,
remarked sarcastically,
“Since this morning she has sat alone. Miss Mochow had neither washed nor combed her hair, until I had to
hdp her dress. They are so fond of each other and it is natural that she feels very badly about it.” Brocade walked
out of the room, crying out with the voice of one injured:
“I shed my own tears. What business is it of yours if I feel like crying? What business is it of yours if I am
fond of Miss Mulan?”
“We are all serving Taitai, young master and young mistresses, and nobody is interfering with anybody else,”
replied Silverscreen heatedly.
“This is a rebellion!” shouted Mrs. Yao. Coral hurried over to the next room. “Is this the time to make more
trouble? Haven’t we had enough?”
“I didn’t want to cry,” said Brocade between her sobs. “But I thought of Miss Mulan and, when Taitai
mentioned kidnaping, I thought of myself. Oh my parents, if you were living, I shouldn’t be bullied like this.”
“Of course we are all sorry, and it’s all right to cry, because you can’t help it,” said Coral, trying to calm her.
“See if she doesn’t cry if Master Tijen is lost,” said Brocade wickedly.
Silverscreen, who had been listening outside, came in. Coral turned around and pushed her out, and forbade
both to open their mouths again. The horrors raised in the imagination of the parents, of what might happen to a
lost girl of Mulan’s age and beauty, were worse than death. The uncertainty, the haunting fears, the inability to tell
what she was doing, the outstanding hope that she might still be found in this city or elsewhere, almost paralyzed
their minds. That morning Mrs. Yao did not speak again, except to say,
“I’ll search for her dead or alive.”
She was transformed into an automaton, governed by a single idea, seeing nothing and hearing nothing. At
noon, when dinner was served, she walked automatically to the table. She ate, but did not know she was eating.
Again, while Brocade was quietly eating her rice, all of a sudden she dropped her bowl and sobbed and left the
table. Terrified by Mrs. Yao’s calm, Coral said,
“Mother, you must rest. You did not sleep last night. This search will probably last a few days. We must keep
ourselves well.” Mechanically Mrs. Yao allowed herself to be led to bed, without a word.
*
Hochienfu was a prefecture city of fifty thousand inhabitants, in the middle of a low-lying plain, surrounded by
river tributaries running northeastward to Tientsin. Thirty miles to the east lay Tsangchow on the Grand Canal.
Forty miles to the south Tehchow formed the apex of a triangle, with almost equal distances to the two points on
the north, Hochienfu by land route and Tsangchow by the Grand Canal.
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They would search for Mulan by posting placards in all inns and city gates and approaches to the city, giving
the address of their inn and offering rewards for persons helping to find her. The reward was two hundred taels.
The women were to stay strictly at the inn, while the father, Feng, the servant Lotung, and the drivers (with offers
of reward) were to search the entire city and the surrounding country. Mulan’s mother, transformed into a
tremendous, silent force, prowled the streets and alleys and looked into rivers night and day, searching for her
child.
But Hochienfu was full of refugees and stray children. Mulan was not the only child lost. There were several
false reports. Mulan’s mother even went outside the West Gate to look at a girl’s corpse on the bank of a river.
Mr. Yao scoured the countryside on horseback, and others went off east as far as Shaho Bridge and west as far
as Shuning.
But there was no trace of Mulan. The child might have fallen into the hands of a gang in the child-slave traffic.
Nothing was more probable. Mulan would be worth a hundred taels, although no one dared to say so. Feng came
home one night with the story that the slave traffickers operated on the Grand Canal with boat women. Brocade,
who had herself been kidnaped, confirmed the story and said the boat women had treated her very well. In those
days the Grand Canal was the main route of travel between the capital and the south. The Green Gang operated on
the canal with a perfect system. It was after the Tsinpu Railway was built that the canal lost its trade and the
Greens joined with the Reds on the Yangtse and became the “Green-Red Gangs,” which even today, in the
Shanghai French Concession, control all the thieves, opium dealers, and brothels. They are famous for their
kidnapings and robberies and for their philanthropy as well. Their leaders act as advisers to the municipal
authorities and head every flood and famine relief, and their birthdays are celebrated with felicitations from the
highest officials of the Government. The gangs were self-protective and mutually co-operative secret societies for
the social riffraff and unemployed, guaranteeing a living, faring and sharing alike, extremely generous among
themselves, observing a high code of honor, and tracing their origin to secret societies a thousand years ago.
Legendary heroes were the gods they worshiped, loyal generals, righteous bandits who robbed the rich to give to
the poor, popular heroes all.
The Boxers, known as Yihotuan, or “Union for Peace and Justice,” were also a secret society. They were a
branch of the White Lotus Society, which in the eighteenth century was plotting the overthrow of the Manchus.
Historical circumstances merely had turned this force into one of antiforeignism, against the West and supporting
the Manchus, which gave it an international significance.
On the theory that Mulan had been kidnaped, after days of fruitless search it was decided that they would strike
for the Grand Canal. Feng offered to go straight east to Tsangchow, which was only a day’s journey, and work his
way down the Canal, stopping at towns and ferries to pick up any clues, while the main party was to continue its
cart journey directly and wait for him at Tehchow.
There were only two signs of hope.
On the third day Mrs. Yao called in a blind astrologer and asked him about a lost child. She gave him the
“eight characters,” consisting of the hour, day, month, and year of Mulan’s birth, each being represented by two
characters of the Celestial and Terrestrial Cycles. The astrologer said that Mulan had a group of “eight lucky
characters,” with twin stars shining in her destiny, that it was expected she would meet with some accident in her
tenth year, but that her luck would carry her over it and “change the evil into luck.” Moreover, her romantic
destiny would begin early and, though she would not be kuei or become wife of a high official, she would be
without worry for food and drink her whole life. Asked whether they would find the child, he said oracularly that
“unknown forces were protecting her.”
On the whole, it was such a good combination of “eight characters” that he demanded the unusual fee of one
dollar, and Mrs. Yao gave him two dollars. This put her in such a good mood that she went to burn incense at the
City God’s Temple. Strange to say, three times the wooden blocks were tossed before the god and three times they
turned out favorable.
That night the mother had a dream similar to the one she had had before. She heard Mulan distinctly calling,
“I’m here, I’m here!” and again she saw her child picking flowers on the meadow across the river, and with her
was another girl whom she thought she had never seen before. The mother asked Mulan to come, and she shouted
across,
“You come over to me. This side is our home. You are on the wrong side.”
The mother tried to find a bridge or ferry, but could not; and then she seemed to be walking easily on the river
surface, down, down, down, at a tremendous speed, having already forgotten about the child. She passed cities
and hamlets and towers and temples on hilltops on the bank and was approaching a bridge when she saw an old
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man trudging on the bridge, and recognized him as her husband. And she saw he was being assisted by a young
woman, and the young woman was no other than Mulan. She shouted to them from the river, but they did not
seem to hear her, and went on and on over the bridge. She was so absorbed looking at them that she knocked
herself against a bridge pole, and she lost the power to float on the water and sank and woke up.
She told her husband the dream the next morning, and it gave both parents greater strength.
4
What happened to Mulan was this, as far as her parents could make out of her story later:
When she found she was alone, she was very frightened, but did not cry. She thought she must get down
somehow from the cart and she did, when the horse came to a bridgehead and hesitated as if to make up its mind
which road to take. Nobody was near, but she saw some soldiers a long distance away, and she knew that was the
direction from which she had come. So she ran that way until she came to the crossroads. Everybody had gone,
and then, overcome and dazed with fear, she sat on the roadside and wept. A group of soldiers came along and a
fat, jolly fellow stopped to ask what was the matter.
“Good uncles, take me to my parents,” she begged.
“Where are your parents?”
“I don’t know. We came from Peking. Good uncles, help me to find my parents. They have money and will
reward you,” said Mulan.
Then a woman came up with some more soldiers. She wore a red girdle, and Mulan knew that she was a Red
Lantern Shade such as she had seen in Peking. She was a big, brown-faced woman and her feet were not bound. It
appeared that these were Boxers and the woman was their commander.
“Good auntie, bring me to my parents,” Mulan begged.
“Where are you going?” asked the woman kindly. Mulan could not remember the name of the next city,
Hochienfu, so she answered,
“We are going to Tehchow.”
“Why, Tehchow is my home. You shall go with me.” Mulan felt afraid of the Boxer woman, but after all she
was a woman and the only help in sight.
“If you will take me to Tehchow, my parents will reward you,” Mulan said.
The woman turned to the fat soldier and ordered him to carry the child. This man was so jolly that Mulan lost
her fear, although she disliked his rough and dirty hands, which seemed to press hard on her and hurt her, and he
smelled of garlic. Soon they saw a stray horse, and the woman told the soldiers to catch the horse, and the fat man
was ordered to ride with the child. This gave Mulan a queer feeling because she had never been on horseback
before. The fat Boxer asked her many questions, and, at first guarded in her replies, she soon overcame her fear.
He told her that his name was Laopa and she told him that she was Mulan and her family name was Yao. The fat
man laughed and said since she was Mulan, she must have been in the army for twelve years and asked her if she
liked it.
After an hour’s journey, Mulan still saw no city and asked Laopa why, for she knew they should have come to
a city soon. Laopa said, .
“You must be thinking of Hochienfu.”
Mulan remembered the name now and said that was it. But Laopa told her they could not go there because the
soldiers in the city would attack them. Mulan now was really frightened. The sun was setting and it was the hour
when every child’s instinct is for rest and security. But Mulan’s parents were far away and she was with strangers.
She began to cry and then fell asleep, and waked in fear and cried herself to sleep again.
When she waked the next time, they were making camp for the night in a village temple. The woman offered
her a bowl of congee with salted turnips, but Mulan was not hungry. The woman made her lie down beside her on
the floor, and Mulan, exhausted, fell soundly asleep.
*
In the morning, as soon as Mulan waked, she began to cry, but the woman was very severe and stopped her.
“Good auntie, take me to Hochienfu to my parents,” Mulan wailed.
“You said you were going to Tehchow, and I am taking you to Tehchow. If you cry again, I shall spank you,”
the woman replied. Laopa offered to take the child to Hochienfu, but the woman said sharply,
“You will go there and get shot!”

947

After breakfast, the party set out again. There were now between thirty and forty persons in all. Mulan learned
that they were Boxers who had fought east of Peking and retreated across the country when it was rumored that
the foreign devils were advancing on the capital. Several days afterward they learned that the Empress Dowager
and the Emperor had fled, that Peking was in a state of terrible looting and pillage, and that moreover the white
soldiers were coming southward.
“Why is it that we are defeated and why can foreign bullets kill us?” asked Mulan.
“Because foreigners also have magic and their magic is better than ours. That’s how,” Laopa had replied. “The
Monkey Spirit never saw such red-haired, blue-eyed monsters before, and he is powerless to protect us because it
is a different system of magic that the foreigners use. They have a devilish thing that they put to their eyes and can
see a thousand miles.”
Now that the capital was captured and the Emperor had run away, the Boxers were thinking only of going
home. Most of the village people were, if not friendly, at least not hostile to them, for they were natives of this
district and spoke the dialect. Some threw away their Boxer turbans. They complained that the Government had
no business to organize them and then fight them and then again send them to fight the foreigners. Many regretted
that they had joined the Boxers at all, and wished they had stayed to till their fields at home. Each day the party
grew smaller as more and more dropped out, each going to his home village.
It now appeared that Laopa and the woman chief were lovers, but were going to part soon. For he was
returning to his own village and not going on to Tehchow. Mulan began to be afraid to be left alone with the
woman and wanted him to stay with her.
Curious as it may seem, Mulan had her first English lesson from Laopa, a Boxer. Laopa told her many things
about the foreigners that he had seen, and taught her a rhyme about English words that he had learned. The song
was this:
Lai say “come”
Ch'u say “go”
Niensze “twentyfo” (twenty-four)
Shanyao “potato”
“Yes! Yes! No.”
Malapatse, chelala, fanghuo!

The last sentence meant “Damn them, we'll catch them and set them on fire!” The funniest words were “Yes!
Yes!” which Laopa said sounded like “deadly hot” in Chinese. Every time he came to these words, he said them
energetically and roared with laughter.
Mulan began to feel like a Boxer herself. She thought she hated the foreigners, too. They had no business to
come to her country and preach a foreign god. The Chinese Christians, or Second Hairies, relied on their foreign
friends to bully their own people. She had heard her father say so; she had heard him say that in lawsuits between
Christians and other Chinese, the magistrate must let the Christians win, or he would be dismissed from his office.
Now, it was true that it was the policy of missionaries to protect Chinese Christians and themselves by their
superior foreign power, which set the Chinese Christians as a race apart, more allied to foreigners than to their
own country and their own people. There had been a series of “religious incidents,” where missionaries were
killed, and the magistrates were dismissed. For the killing of two foreigners, they had to give Tsingtao to the
Germans and the Governor of Shantung was dismissed. That was why he was so bitter against the foreigners, and
why he was one of the prime movers in influencing the Empress Dowager to favor the Boxers. The missionaries
were thorns in the cushions of the magistrates’ seats. The magistrates were more afraid of an incident involving
missionaries and Christians than of thunder from heaven. It nearly always meant the end of their office, no matter
what they did.
Moreover, Mulan had been told by her father that the “Oceanic People” did everything upside down. Their
writing went from left to right, instead of from right to left, and horizontally in “crab-walk” fashion instead of
from top to bottom. They put their personal names before their family names, and strangest of all, in writing
addresses, they began with the house number, then the street, then the city, then the province, as if purposely to be
contrary. They had to begin from the bottom if they wanted to know to which city a letter was going. And their
women had large feet, a foot long, and talked in a loud voice, and had curly hair and blue eyes and went about
arm in arm with men when walking.
All in all, the foreigners were the strangest imaginable sort of people.
*
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They had been some days on the journey and still Tehchow was not in sight. They were avoiding the main
cities which were in the hands of other troops. One day they had a brief encounter with some soldiers in which
they lost four or five men, which terrified Mulan. There were still about twenty persons left in the party.
At a place where they tarried for several days, the woman chief and Laopa had a quarrel. He wanted her to go
with him to his home village, and she wanted him to go to Tehchow, which he refused to do. Mulan could hear
them swearing at each other. There was no more of the Boxer titles of “Elder Brother” and “Honored Mother”.
They were now just ordinary people, going back to their old work.
Mulan was torn between her desire to reach Tehchow and her fear of the woman. Laopa had grown very fond
of Mulan and wanted to take her with him, but the woman had the stronger will, and he could not make her give
up the child. In the heat of the argument, Laopa began to call the woman every sort of name, “thief’s wife,”
“Shantung whore,” “big-footed witch,” “swindler,” and “child snatcher.”
“I know you are going to sell this child, you child snatcher! I know your business!” he threw at her. To Mulan
he said,
“I can’t keep you. It can’t be helped. But you look out for this woman!” And then he went away.
Mulan stared with big eyes at the woman, but dared not utter a sound. She had heard of child snatchers from
her father and from Brocade, and she was struck with terror. She made up her mind that she must try to escape as
soon as she got to Tehchow, but now she said not a word.
It was terrible to go with this woman. She had to walk now and keep up with the woman. She was told not to
talk with any man on the road and to pretend that she was the woman’s daughter.
Luckily it was less than a day’s journey, and at nightfall they reached Tehchow. At sight of the city, Mulan tried
to slip away, but the woman pulled her back and struck her on the head and face and threatened her with a
scorching iron if she tried to escape again. From that moment the woman did not relax her hold on Mulan. They
went intp the city, but after a few streets passed out of another gate and went on to a deserted village and to a
house surrounded with trees, near a little stream barely ten feet wide. There was a big man about forty in the
house. Mulan was so tired that she did not care what happened now. They locked her in a dark little room, and
while the woman talked with the man in the hall outside her door, she fell asleep.
*
In the morning Mulan woke to find herself in that little cell, with only a high window above her reach. The
woman came in with a red-hot poker and said:
“Would you like a taste of this? If you try to run away, I will burn your eyes out.”
Mulan, dazed with fear, promised to obey and never to go away.
On the third day, a girl about six years old was thrown into the same room. The rest was terror and suspense.
*
For two days Mulan did not hear the woman’s voice although men’s voices were to be heard from time to time.
Then one day the woman came in, laughing happily.
“It’s done!” the woman shouted. Mulan heard the key turn in the door.
“Hsiaochieh!” she said, all smiles. It was the first time for many days that Mulan had been called Hsiaochieh.
“You are lucky! I have found your family, and you are going to them today. Didn’t I tell you I would bring you to
your family? Haven’t I been good to you?”
Excited beyond measure, Mulan shed tears of happiness. The woman drew Mulan out into the hall, where there
was an altar with candlesticks, and a little wooden shrine with a faded, red-faced idol without a beard, the image
of “Tsitian Holy Ruler,” the crazy monk-magician.
“Where are my parents?” Mulan asked.
“Be still,” the woman said. “We will take you to the city.”
“Many thanks to you and Buddha will bless you!” cried the child. “When do we leave?”
“As soon as you are dressed.”
“How about Dimfragrance?” asked Mulan. Dimfragrance was the other girl who had shared her cell all these
days.
“Nobody has come for her yet. It is her parents’ business.”
“Can I take her with me?” Mulan asked.
“If your people will pay for her,” the woman said. Mulan rushed back to the door and called,
“Dimfragrance, I shall ask my parents to come and get you.” But she was forcibly pulled away.
“Who told you to bother about other people’s business?” the woman scolded sternly.
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The woman now insisted on combing and braiding her hair for her, and tied the braid with a new pink tape at
the lower end, and poured on her hair “tea oil” which had a strong smell. She also wanted to daub on Mulan’s face
a coating of powder and rouge, but the child refused, saying that she had never used rouge, which annoyed the
woman. A man brought several bowls of congee cooked with dates and sweetened with black sugar, and Mulan
was offered a bowl.
These gangs were a superstitious people and there was a ceremony about parting with one of their hostages.
The child must be dressed as prettily as possible before being returned, and everything must appear auspicious for
the future. Mulan, being impatient to start, said she was not hungry, but she had to taste a few mouthfuls of the
congee.
“I am going home, and 1 am not hungry,” she said. “Can I give this bowl to Dimfragrance?”
The woman looked at the child and then at the bowl of good congee, and she took it in and gave it to
Dimfragrance herself.
“Your luck!” Mulan heard her shouting.
They had then to go through a ceremony. A man lighted three incense sticks and bowed to the shrine three
times, then went outside the hall into the back garden, and facing southeast bowed with incense sticks in hand
three times to Heaven and Earth.
“Say you will bring us good luck!” Mulan was told, when they were through with the ceremony and about to
leave.
“I will bring you good luck, and Old Father Heaven will bless you and you will live a hundred years,” said the
child.
“That’s it!” cried the woman, greatly pleased.
They went down to a small boat on the little stream. Mulan could hear Dimfragrance wailing inside and felt
deeply sorry for her. They rowed down the stream to the Grand Canal, and approached a big canal boat with a red
flag on its cabin. Mulan, who could read, saw that the boat belonged to an official of some sort from Peking, and
the big character read “TSENG,” which was the family name. A woman was sitting at the bow of the boat,
anxiously watching Mulan’s boat, and several boys were beside her, staring with curiosity and fear. Mulan stared
at her, not knowing how to greet or meet her. To her great disappointment, she saw that she was not being taken to
her parents. Was this woman her parents’ friend? She knew she had never seen her before.
Trembling and blushing, half excited and half afraid, Mulan was taken aboard the big boat. The woman
extended her hand. She seemed kind and well-bred and motherly. Mulan instinctively liked her.
“My dear child, you must have had a terrible time,” said Mrs. Tseng and drew her close to her breast.
Mulan burst out crying. She knew that this was the breast of a good woman, like her own mother.
Now a strange thing happened. A middle-aged austere-looking gentleman came forward. He had a high
forehead and wore spectacles and a slight beard. He was in a white pajama dress for underclothing, topped by a
vest of pale-blue satin, and he held a water pipe in his hand. He was standing in his white cloth socks, for on such
river boats, though the women kept their shoes on, the men took off theirs so as not to soil the well-scrubbed
varnished boards that formed the cabin floor.
The gentleman came toward Mulan with a reassuring smile. Mrs. Tseng said,
“This is Tseng Laoyeh. He wonders if you know him.” Mulan, all confused, could not say either “yes” or “no”
but performed the usual ceremonial bowing and muttered in a trembling voice,
“Tseng Laoyeh! Ten-thousand fortunes! I greet you!”
“You are of the Yao family, aren’t you?” asked Mr. Tseng.
“Yes, sir.” Mulan thought she had heard this voice somewhere.
“Where is your home in Peking?” he asked.
“Matajen Hutung, at East-Four Pailou.”
“Is your name Mulan, or your sister’s?”
“My name is Mulan. My sister is called Mochow," replied the child. Slowly Mr. Tseng took from his sleeve a
small package wrapped in a handkerchief and unfolded it with a curious smile. Lying on his palm in the open
handkerchief were two little pieces of musty-looking old bones, each about an inch wide and eight to ten inches
long. They were such unimpressive pieces of old animal bones as anyone might pick up on the ground in an old
garden or in a ruin.
“What are these?” asked Mr. Tseng. Mulan’s eyes brightened as she said,
“Aren’t they bones with ancient inscriptions?”
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“There you are! She is Yao Mulan, the only girl in the world who knows about these old bones!” Mr. Tseng
shouted with enthusiasm in a voice that startled not only Mulan, but also his wife and the boys.
Mulan was confused and embarrassed. Suddenly she remembered. He was the man whom she and her father
had met one day at the Lungfusze Temple Fair, picking up some of those inscribed bones.
“You are Tseng Laoyeh!” she cried. “You have been to our home!”
“You think I have been collecting rare treasure,” said Tseng, speaking to his wife. “Today I have found a real
treasure for you. It is she,” pointing to Mulan.
Mrs. Tseng thought she had never seen her husband so enthusiastic, so completely relaxed, so undignified. …
181.98 An Autobiographical Statement\fn{by Wong See Chan (1895-1987)} Mong Shan Village, Zhongshan County,
Guandong Province, China (F) 3
I was born in Mong Shan village. I had two younger sisters and one younger brother. My parents farmed and
had a small store that sold sundry items. Our place was small and there were many children. So as the oldest, I
lived in the Girls’ House up the alley.\fn{ A common institution in rural Guangdong, a separate residence for adolescent village
girls where they spent the evenings sewing, playing games, telling stories, singing ballads, and preparing for their future domestic roles as
wives and homemakers} We chatted and learned to sing and embroider.

Then I got sick in my teens. I had chills until I was seventeen. Off and on I would get the chills and then run a
high temperature until my eyesight became blurred. So I was always in bed. I was like a sick cat.
My father and your great-grandfather were friends. Father gave him a welcoming party when he returned from
America. Your great-grandfather took a liking to me and wanted me for a daughter-in-law. Said we\fn{ She and his
eldest son} played well together.
So I was betrothed when I was ten years old. That was the custom in China. It was arranged between the
fathers. At seventeen I rode the big red sedan chair. I got married in July. It was so hot that I got sores from sitting
in the sedan chair. It was very sad. But it was considered a fancy affair. I was just seventeen and a sick weakling at
that.
*
A month after we married he returned to America. I stayed in the village with his mother and worked like a
slave. She forced me to pound and grind the rice every day. His mother was very cruel to me. She wanted to work
me to death. I had to get up at three in the morning to wash the rice. The slavegirls would report to my mother-inlaw at around 9 P.M. and ask if there was anything else she wanted them to do. She would ask,
“What is that one doing?”
“She’s still pounding the rice,” they replied.
“Oh, you can go to bed then.”
So I was worse off than the slavegirls. But I knew that if you lead a righteous life, God will see it.\fn{ Wong See
Chan became a Christian in 1916 when the family moved to Macao to escape banditry } Sometimes the slavegirls asked me to go
get water from the well. She would scold and forbid me to go again. Said that she didn’t want others outside to
say she was using me to fetch water from the well. But at home she could work me to death.
One time when her pillow fell off the dresser and broke,\fn{ It was made of porcelain} she said it was my pillow.
Every morning I would greet her and comb her hair. She would begin to scold me right there and then. I just
learned to ignore her.\fn{Asked if her mother-in-law beat her, she replied :} No, but she forced him\fn{Her husband} to beat
me. Once when my mother was going to marry off one of the slavegirls, the one who had been like a sister to me,
my mother asked me to go to the wedding. As soon as he came back, she told him I had been asking to go to my
mother’s home.
“Who knows what lover she has?”
So she told him to beat me until black and blue welts broke out. He did this a number of times. She didn’t have
the strength [to beat me] but her troublemaking was bad enough. When my younger brother who was visiting one
time saw my husband beat me, he left, saying he had mo min\fn{Literally, no face, meaning he was too humiliated } to stay.
She was very wicked.
In a way I can’t blame him because a son must obey his parents. But while there’s filial piety to one’s parents,
there’s also love for one’s spouse. So how can you do whatever your mother says? That was the first thing that
was wrong with our marriage. But God was supporting me, so it didn’t hurt me.
*
If it wasn’t for the war,\fn{World War I} he wouldn’t have returned to China. He was afraid of being drafted.
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In 1920 we left for America. I came as the wife of a U.S. citizen. Our three-year-old son came with us. We went
first class on a Japanese ship. Shared a cabin with bunk-beds. I was a little seasick but managed to leave the cabin
for meals.
I got mad when they tried to take my son away,\fn{ At the Angel Island immigration center} so they let my son stay
with me. I was there for half a month. Stayed with other women in a big room. We got along and chatted, but my
son kept fussing and crying for his father. If his father had remembered to bring our photographs, we would have
been landed immediately, but he forgot, so we had to stay at the island. It was hard, but I answered truthfully,
since I wasn’t assuming a false identity. I answered all the questions right.\fn{ Was life hard in America, she was asked}
Very hard. We lived a few months in Oregon because your great-grandfather owned a farm there. He\fn{ Her
husband} didn’t like farming and I became pregnant, so we returned to San Francisco. The minister’s wife at the
Methodist church knew Cantonese and came to teach me English, but then before long the baby was born. One
after another, seven in all, so I didn’t have the time or heart to study. I lost out. I tell others who say it’s too hard to
learn English in America that they must, no matter how hard it is. I was stupid because I didn’t get the chance.
We lived in a crowded storefront. There were three families—mother-in-law, younger sister-in-law, and us.
Each family had a room. We had a kitchen and a bathroom. No hot water. I had to wash diapers by hand in cold
water for three of my babies—see how crooked my fingers are?
I sewed in Chinatown across the street from our house on Sacramento Street. Sewed flannel nightgowns until
12 midnight. We got paid in gold coins. It wasn’t a hard job, but all that lint ruined my nostrils. When there was
no more work, we peeled shrimps. Then we moved to Powell Street and ate our meals at the store on Stockton
Street.
I was still breast-feeding my son when I decided to go to beauty school. There was a Mrs. Quock who said she
would translate for me, so I followed her to school. I would go half a day and then go home to breast-feed my son.
After I weaned him, I was able to spend more time at school. Just when I was making some headway I became
pregnant again. So I was forced to abort it; otherwise I would not have been able to finish school. So it was too
bad for that child.
It was very hard,\fn{Getting a license for the beauty shop} but I was determined to do it. Others took half a year, but
it took me over a year. I went every day with my suitcase. At night I practiced on friends.
The point behind my opening a beauty shop was to keep my family together. If you work outside, your
children will scatter like sand. With a beauty shop, I could watch the kids and we could live behind it. After
dinner, I could oversee their homework. Sometimes after homework, we would play poker or donkey and they
would jump with joy.
The shop was on Stockton near Jackson Street. Permanents weren’t popular yet. Most came for the marcel
look.
A few prostitutes came to have their hair done. You couldn’t tell by their appearance. They talked about it.
They were not ashamed. It was just another line of work.
It was busiest at New Year’s. I worked from morning until 3 A.M. the next day. Slept for two hours and then
had my next customer come at 5 A.M. There was the bathhouse to manage too. Your father helped me out
occasionally while this one\fn{Nodding at her husband} was still sleeping. I operated the beauty shop for eighteen
years,\fn{1930-1948} until they wanted the building back and we moved here to Jasper Place. Still, customers
continued coming back to me.
*
The 1930s were the hardest. You had to live day by day. I can tell you this in front of him. He gave me a
quarter to buy food for dinner. I bought two sand dabs for five cents. Ten cents for three bunches of vegetables—
two bunches for stir-fry and one bunch for soup. Ten cents for pork. What else can you eat for a quarter?
Some fish, meat, and vegetables—that would be enough for a good meal. But he didn’t like steamed sand dabs,
so he flipped the fish dish over and even the children didn’t have any to eat.
He was that mean, like his mother! He didn’t care about the children. I’m not lying.There was nothing I could
do. “You marry a chicken, you follow the chicken. You marry a dog, you follow the dog.” Even if he beat me, I
had to follow him.
My father was very strict. He told me that no matter what, I cannot make the Wong family lose face.
“Don’t divorce like others,” he said. “No matter how hard it is, you have to endure it. You cannot disgrace the
Wong name. The most important thing is your character.”
He loved me, so I did whatever he told me to do. Even now, no matter how hard it is, I have to endure it.
*
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[I enjoyed] Chinese opera and movies, mah jongg. But later when crime went up I quit everything—mah
jongg, movies, cigarettes. Lots of women smoked. I started smoking when I was a teenager. My father bought me
a water pipe when I was thirteen. Everyone in the family smoked. I smoked until after I got married and his
mother scolded me for smoking. When I came to America, I started smoking cigarettes. All my grandchildren told
me to quit, so I did.
No matter how hard life was, it was better than staying in China. All my children are doing well now. We
didn’t let them speak English at home. That’s why they can speak Chinese, but none of my grandchildren can. All
six of my children had to stop speaking English as soon as they came through the door, I said, because I didn’t
know English, if you spoke English you must be scolding your mother. They all complained the rules were too
strict, like in sports, but my second son, who is a doctor now, is glad he can speak Cantonese.
I had them bring their friends home. I didn’t want them fooling around outside. That’s why I had the beauty
shop.
In 1950.\fn{She was asked when she became an American citizen } I got to vote for Eisenhower. My daughter was my
witness. They didn’t ask much, just how long I had been in the United States. They asked me what I thought
symbolized America. I said,
“The flag.” They asked how many stars and stripes? I answered in Chinese. (They allowed interpreters then.)
I’ve voted in every election since.\fn{She was then asked if there was anything she didn’t like about America}
Not much. It’s been 62 years and I’ve settled down. When I first came, I cried day and night, wondering when
I would be able to go home. I kept worrying about my mother and cried every day. Now that I don’t have a
mother or father to worry about, I’ve stopped wanting to go back to China.
I don’t think about the past anymore. If I did, I would have died a number of times.
210.27 Excerpt from The Spirit Of Chinese Philosophy\fn{by Fung Yu-lan (1895-1990)} T’angho, Honan Province,
China (M) 8
… Mencius said,
“I know the right and the wrong in what people say, and I am skillful at cultivating my great morale.” Kung
Sun Ch’ou asked him in what way he knew this, and he answered,
“I know what is concealed in flattering statements. I know what is the beguilement in licentious statements. I
know what is the incompatibility in heretical statements. I know where the weakness lies in excuses. What people
say is born in the mind; the injury thereby done appears in government. The words are spread abroad in
government; the injury they do is in public affairs. If a sage should again arise, he would bear out my words.”
At that time it was the theories of Yang Chu and Mo Ti which Mencius regarded as the most insidious and
pernicious. He said,
“The whole world is filled with the sayings of Yang Chu and Mo Ti. The doctrines held everywhere, if they are
not close to those of Yang Chu, are close to those of Mo Ti. Yang’s principle of ‘Each for himself’ amounts to
making the sovereign of no account. Mo Ti’s principle of ‘Universal love’ amounts to a man making his father of
no account. To have no father and no sovereign is to be a beast of the field.”
“Unless these doctrines be stopped, Confucius’ doctrines cannot shine forth. These pernicious opinions mislead
the people and block the way of human-heartedness and righteousness.” Also,
“I am frightened about this and want to protect the doctrines of the sages of the past. Reject Yang and Mo, and
cast out these depraved ideas, so that they have no way to flourish.”
Mencius held that the one great task of his life was to cast out Yang and Mo, that his merit in opposing them
might be compared with (the sage king) Yü’s merit in controlling the floods and bringing peace to the world, and
Chou Kung dealing with the barbarians and driving away the wild beasts so that the people were at rest, and
Confucius who by his writing of the Spring and Autumn Annals put fear into the hearts of anarchy-producing.
ministers and rebellious sons.
That it was possible for the theories of Yang to stand in the way of human-heartedness and righteousness, is
quite clear. As we said in Chapter I, the content of jen and yi is “for the other man”, whilst Yang Chu proposed the
principle of “for myself”. Mencius said,
“Though he might have benefited the whole world by plucking out a single hair, he would not have done it.”
Also Han Fei said of Yang “a man who despised things and prized life”; also,
“His policy was not to enter a city which was in danger, not to remain in the army; and for the great profit of
the world he would not give a hair from his shin.”
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This despising of things and prizing of life describes the Yang Chu school. As for the remark about the profit of
the world and a hair from his shin there are two interpretations. One is that to get the profit of the whole world for
himself he would not give up one hair, and this illustrates his contempt for things and his value of life. The other
interpretation is that he would not give up a hair in order to profit the whole world, and this illustrates his
principle of “all for myself”. Whichever interpretation is right, these were the two convictions he had, namely,
value life and be all for one’s self convictions which were quite incompatible with the convictions held by the
Confucianists, namely “sacrifice yourself to become “jen”\fn{Human-heartedness} and “give up your life to uphold
“yi”.\fn{Righteousness}
*
Thus Yang Chu’s school was an early form of Taoism. Taoism came from recluses. We get a glimpse of such in
the Lun rü, for Confucius met a number of them; and since he had the wish to save the world, they did not
approve. According to them, Confucius was “a man who knew that that cannot be done and yet he does it.”
“They exhorted him saying, ‘Stop, stop!’. Those who take part in governing are in danger”; and
“The world everywhere is in the same disturbed condition. Who can change it?”
They called themselves “the men who shunned the world”, and “only took care of themselves”.
Thus with regard to society they had no constructive attitude and amongst them there were men who could
state their line of reasoning, by which they proved the rightness of their conduct. These, then, were the early kind
of Taoists, and Yang Chu was their leader.
The main tenets which Yang Chu held can be found in outline in Lao Tzu, Chuang Tzu and the Lü Shih Ch’un
Ch’iu.\fn{The first book in Chinese literature which can be dated with accuracy to within a year or two—it was composed by a group of
scholars c.250BC} In the Lao Tzu Book there is
“Which is dearer, one’s reputation or one’s self? Which is the most, one’s self or one’s property?”
This is the same line of reasoning as that of “despising things and valuing life”. In the Chuang Tzu Book it is
said,
“When you do something good, beware of reputation: when you do something bad, beware of punishment. To
follow the inbetween road is your constant principle. Then you can guard your body, nourish your parents, and
complete the tale of your years.”
This also is the same line of reasoning as that of despising material things and valuing life. Should a man’s
wickedness reach a certain point, he will come to it that he receives society’s reprimand and punishment; and this
is not in accord with prizing life. But should a man be too good, to the point where he obtains a fine reputation,
this also is not in accord with the principle of valuing life.
“The trees on the mountains are their own enemies, the leaping fire the cause of its own quenching. Cinnamon
is edible, therefore the cinnamon tree is cut down. The Ch’i oil is useful, therefore the tree is gashed.”
“The size of the tree attracts the wind”; this is the harm coming from having great ability or a great name.
Therefore the man who is skillful at nourishing his life does not do too much evil, neither must he do too much
good, but just live in between good and evil: as is said,
“Follow the inbetween road as your constant principle”. This is also the tenor of the chapters on ‘Value
Yourself’, ‘Life as the Root’, and ‘Prize Life’ which come in the La Shih Ckun Chiu.
This is the first step towards the development in the direction of the Taoist theories. Men who prize their life
need to avoid injuring themselves and should not let other men or other things injure them. How is one to do this?
Yang Chu apparently had but one method, and the key word was “shun”. “Shun the world,” “Shun being famous,”
“Shun being punished”: altogether make shunning the ultimate objective.
But there is no end to the chances and changes in human affairs: harm is something that is inescapable. A great
part of the Lao Tzu Book is a setting forth of general rules governing the changes of things in the universe. The
man who knows these, if he can respond to them in conduct, can obtain freedom from injury. This was the second
development in the Taoist theories.
But because human affairs change endlessly, and amongst these the unseen complications are too many,
therefore the doctrines which are set forth in the Lao Tzu Book were still unable to guarantee sure and certain
avoidance of injury to man. Thus in that book we find words which make a third line of defence:
“The chief source of trouble arises from my having a body. When the time comes and I have no body, what
troubles will there be still remaining?”
These are the words of a thoroughly understanding man. Chuang Chou followed this up by setting up the
doctrine of unifying others with himself and equalizing life and death. In other words he did not regard profit as
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profit and loss as loss. Thus physical harms is not truly injury. This was the third stage of development in the
Taoist theories.
These developments in Taoism can be illustrated by quoting a passage in the Chuang Tzu Book where he tells a
story.
Master Chuang was walking among the hills when he saw a great tree covered with most luxuriant foliage. A woodcutter stood by it and did not cut it down. Master Chuang asked him his reason and he replied,
“It is no use.” Master Chuang sajd,
“Because this tree has no exceptional qualities, it is able to complete its allotted term of years.”
The Master went away from the hills and spent the night in a friend’s house. The friend was accordingly delighted
and ordered a servant to kill and prepare a goose. The servant asked which goose he should kill, the one that cackled or
the one that did not. His master replied,
“Kill the one that cannot cackle.” The next day a disciple put the question to the Master:
“Yesterday the tree on the mountain was able to complete its allotted term because it had no special qualities. Now,
because it had no special qualities, this goose of ours has died. What do you, sir, make of this?” The Master laughed
and said,
“My way lies between having special qualities and not having them, and this being inbetween seems to be right, but
is not. That is why those who practice this method are unable to avoid trouble completely. If there could be assumption
of the Tao and its spiritual power and immersion in it, this would not happen.” Also,
“Being immersed in the Great Ancestor of things, he regarded other things as things but he was not regarded by
other things as a thing. What is there which can trouble him?”

In this story the first part describes Yang Chu’s theory of making life secure and shunning injury, whilst the
second part illustrates Chuang Chou’s theory in the same connection.
Having special qualities corresponds to doing something good in the sense of the passage quoted above;
having no special qualities corresponds to doing something bad in the same connection. The state of being
between having special qualities and not having them corresponds to the “following the inbetween path as your
constant principle”.
According to this story, if men cannot “take death and life to be just one item (and not separate items) and
possibility and impossibility to be one connected chain”, in our human world, no matter in what way we do our
best to shun trouble, the upshot is that we cannot guarantee any way of entirely avoiding it. Whether a man has
special qualities or not, or is in the inbetween condition, there is no guarantee that he will only receive good
fortune and not receive bad fortune.
If you are a perfect man, then “whether you are alive or whether you are dead will have no effect on you, and
all the more is this so in relation to profit and loss”. To have reached this sphere of living is really to be able “to
avoid trouble”. This then is what is described as “to regard things as things but not be regarded by other things as
a thing”; which is to say that the men in this kind of sphere are in regard to everything self-propelling and not
propelled from without.
With regard to the man who assumes the Tao and its spiritual power and roams freely in it as also “in the
beginning of things”, his sphere of living is the transcendent sphere. With regard to the man who calculates in
relation to having special qualities or not having them in order to fly to profit and flee from loss, his sphere of
living is the utilitarian one. The early Taoists only recognized this sphere: the later Taoists recognized the
transcendent one. Between the earlier Taoists and the later is clearly a thread of development. We may say that the
early Taoists were selfish; but in the last resort, their selfishness has turned and sacrificed itself; just like a man
committing suicide; he has blotted himself out. In this connection, the Buddhist’s motive in seeking to be liberated
from the misery of life and death and so becoming a monk, this motive also is a selfish one. The outcome,
however, for him later is life in the transcendent sphere. This is selfishness wiping out selfishness.
So far as the early Taoists are concerned, they were selfish. Their principle was to encourage selfishness. They
“prized life”, that is to say, prized their own lives; as they put it, “for myself.” Therefore their idea was not in
accord with the criterion of attaining to the sublime. Their sphere of living was the utilitarian one and may be said
“to have blocked the way to jen and yi”. As Tzu Lu said of them,
“They want to make themselves clean, but they throw into confusion the great relationships of life.” Or to use
Mencius’ words,
“Yang’s ‘for myself’ amounts to having no sovereign.”
“For myself,” is the same as wanting to make myself clean, and “having no sovereign” is the same as
“throwing into confusion the great relationships of life”.
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To use our modern terms, if men are for the sake of themselves only, then there is no society. For there not to
be a society is something impossible to contemplate.
*
It is entirely obvious that Yang’s theory blocked the way to jen and yi, because the Confucian emphasis on jen
and yi contained an emphasis on “the other man”. On the other hand, since Mo Ti’s universal love really aimed at
benefiting others, why was it criticized as blocking the way to jen and yi? In replying to this question it is
necessary to explain how the Confucianists and Mohists were in some ways basically different.
Their difference can from several points of view be quite easily discerned. The Mohists criticized the
Confucianists as follows:
“The Ju principles\fn{I.e., the rituals attendant upon ceremonies, administered by a class of people called ju, who made it their
business to know and teach about and advise upon the practical application of such things:H } ruin the whole of society in four
ways. They hold that Heaven has no discernment and that the spirits of the dead are not really spirits, with the
result that Heaven and the spirits are not pleased. This is enough to ruin society. Also they insist on elaborate
funerals and make mourning last a long time, duplicate the coffins, making an inner and an outer, and the number
of robes for the corpse very numerous, whilst the funeral processions are like the mass removal of a population.
The three years of weeping, the getting others to help him\fn{ I.e. the chief mourner} to stand up, the leaning on a
stick to enable him to walk, the ear hearing nothing and the eye seeing nothing, this is enough to ruin society. Also
the playing of lutes, the singing, the beating of drums and the practicing of music, this is enough to ruin society.
Also, the view that there is fate, that riches and poverty, long life and an untimely death, good order and anarchy,
and times of peace and times of danger are pre-determined, and it is impossible to worsen or improve them, so
that when those in high places act on this theory they do not attend to their administrative duties, and when those
beneath them act on this theory they do not attend to their business: this is enough to ruin society.”
The idea of fate which the Mohists denounced was not what the Confucianists held. They did not believe that
men’s poverty and riches and all the other conditions in life were pre-determined, and that it was impossible to
worsen or improve them. When Confucius spoke of “fate”, he may have meant Heaven-determined. When
Mencius and Hsün Ch’ing spoke of fate, they certainly only meant that there are certain changes in the universe
through which men pass and which are beyond the limited control of man’s strength; and these are something
about which man can do nothing.
But what the Ju were convinced of was that man should do his best while awaiting his lot, not that he should
stop exerting himself and be merely dependent on fate. None the less, the Mohists were persuaded that what they
denounced was really what the Confucianists believed. Apart from this point, the issue very much expresses the
differences between the Confucianists and the Mohists.
Whether the Mohists were right or wrong we need not discuss here, though it should be said that the Mohist
criticism was limited for the most part to these aspects. For instance, in the chapter entitled Anti-Confucianism in
the Mo Tzu Book they denounce the Confucianists on these grounds:
“They enhance the beauty of ritual and music, wherewith they debauch people. They lengthen the period of
mourning and make weeping hypocritical, whereby people deceive their parents. They establish a fate and cause
people to slip into poverty, whilst they themselves live luxuriously. They go counter to the basic industry of
farming, abandoning their business and doing everything lazily.” Also,
“Those with long life cannot exhaust the learning required for their studies, even young men with the vigor of
youth cannot practice all their ceremonial duties. Even those who have amassed wealth cannot afford music. They
enhance the beauty of wicked arts and thereby lead their sovereign astray. They make a great business of music,
and thereby debauch the innocent people. Their doctrines cannot meet the needs of the age, their learning cannot
educate the people.”
These criticisms are of the same character as those quoted from the Kung Meng chapter.
With regard to the Confucianists’ central thought of jen and yi, the Mohists had no criticism to make, for at
bottom they also were advocates of jen and yi. Yet it is possible that they did criticize the Confucianists and this in
three ways. Tzu Hsia’s disciples asked Mo Ti whether men of breeding engaged in dueling. Mo Ti replied that
they did not. The disciples then said,
“Even dogs and pigs fight, why should not a knight engage in dueling?” Mo Ti said,
“What a distressing situation! In regard to what you say, you are named after T’ing and Wen,\fn{ Two of the sageemperors who built up a civilized way of living in society } in regard to what you do, you are illustrated by dogs and pigs.
Very distressing!”
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The inference to be drawn from this is that the Mohists could say of the Confucianists that their speech and
their actions did not tally. They might have much to say on jen and yi, but they did not actually put these
principles into practice. Again, the Mohists said,
Duke Yeh Tzu Kao asked Chung Ni\fn{Confucius} about government:
“How will the man skillful in governing act?” Chung Ni said,
“Those who are skillful in governing, cause distant people to come near and old things to become new.”
Our Master, Mo, heard about this and said that Duke Yeh was not to the point in his question, and Chung Ni was not
to the point in his answer. Of course, Duke Yeh knew that those who are skillful in governing cause distant people to
come near and old things to become new. What he really asked was how to do it. Since a man here was not told what he
did not know, but was told what he did know, therefore Duke Yeh was not to the point in his question. Confucius, also,
was not to the point in his reply.

The inference to be drawn from this illustration is that the Confucianists could talk about jen and yi, but they
did not know how they should practice jen and yi. Again, the Mohists also said,
Our Master, Mo, asked the Ju why they made music. Their reply was,
“Music is for music’s sake.” Our Master Mo replied,
“You have not answered my question. Now if I ask you why a house is built and you reply “In winter, to get shelter
from the cold, in summer, to get shelter from the heat; and to be the means by which the distinctions of sex are
regulated,” you have told me the reason for a house. But now, when I ask you for what reason you make music, you
say, “Music is for music’s sake.” It is as if you said, in answer to the same question about a house, that a house is for a
house’s sake.”

The inference to be drawn from this is that the Mohists could say of the Confucianists that they talked about
jen and yi, but they did not know the content of the ideas, nor did they know the function of jen and yi.
In these three passages we have criticisms which were possibly made by the Mohists against the Confucianists.
When we say “possibly” here, we are not thinking of a theoretical possibility, but that as a matter of fact they did
make such criticisms, although the historical evidence is inadequate.
Thus the Mohist criticism was not a statement to the effect that jen and yi were wrong, and that the
Confucianists must not speak in this way, but to the effect that the Confucianists did not know how to put these
principles into practice and did not know what their content was nor their function. Further, the Mohists did not
come to doubt whether what the Confucianists called jen and yi were really jen and yi. The basic principle of jen
and yi was what the Mohists approved. Thus, what they called “universal loving of each other” was to them the
actual method of practicing jen—indeed, the whole content of jen. Then, what they called “the interchange of
mutual profit” this was to them the actual method of practicing righteousness (yi)—for them it was the whole
content of righteousness.
The Confucianists for their part, although they openly stated that jen meant loving men, yet directly criticized
the Mohist conviction about universal love. As Mencius said,
“Universal love amounted to a man having no father.”
In this he was undoubtedly referring to the Mohist conviction that in loving, there should be no degrees of
greater and less love. Thus, in the Keng Chu Chapter, we find one Wu Ma Tzu telling Master Mo that he was
different from him, the Master. He explained himself as follows:
“I am not able to love universally. I love the men of Tsou better than I love the men of Yueh. I love the men of
Lu better than I love the men of Tsou. I love the men of my own district better than I love the men of Lu. I love
the members of my own clan better than I love the men of my district. I love my parents better than I love the
members of my clan. I love myself better than I love my parents.”
This Wu Ma Tzu was a Ju, and he could not love universally because he could not avoid making degrees in
love. Thus, we see that the important thing about “universal love” was that it recognized no degrees in love.
Mencius, in quoting a Mohist called Yi Chih, said that the Mohists recognized no degrees in love, whilst love
really began with one’s parents. Thus one great distinction between the two schools was that the Mohists affirmed
that there were no degrees in love and the Confucianists were convinced that there were.
The representation of Wu Ma Tzu as saying, “I love myself better than I love my parents”, comes from a
Mohist source and for the most part is an exaggeration; for the words do not agree with the Confucianist emphasis
on filial piety. As to their conviction about degrees in love, Mencius said,
“The man of honor in relation to the lower creatures, feels an affection (ai) for them, but he has no humanheartedness towards them; in relation to the common people, he has human-heartedness towards them, but no
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deep family love (ch’ing) for them. Have family love for the family, but human-heartedness (jen) for the people:
have jen for the people, but an affection (ai) for the lower creatures.”
He questioned whether the Mohist Yi Chih really believed that men loved their brothers’ children in the same
way as they loved their neighbors’ children. The love for a brother’s child is naturally much greater. So also with
parents: a man loves his father and mother naturally more than he loves somebody else’s father and mother. And
the same applies to his own sons and daughters.
This does not need to be corrected. What must be borne in mind is that while you love your parents, other men
love their parents; as also is the case with children. Thus, you must remember to arrange for other men, so that
they are able to love their parents and children. At the very least, you must not hinder them doing so. As Mencius
said,
“Treat the aged men in your family as they should be treated, and extend this to the aged in other people’s
families. Extend the same treatment to other men’s young folk as you give to your own young folk.” As Mencius
said of the men of old,
“They were very able at extending the scope of their activity.” Also he said,
“Further, Heaven has in its bringing of life to all creatures made each come from one stock, whilst Yi Chih
makes them come from two (i.e. from the man in the street as well as his father). To extend the care of the aged
from one’s own circle to the aged outside it, and the care of the young in the same fashion, this is the same
principle as that in ‘chung and sku’,\fn{I.e., to do one’s very best; and then to extend this beyond oneself to others } and this is
‘the method of jen ’, the method by which jen is practiced.”
The practice of chung and shu in full measure is equivalent to the practice of human-heartedness; and there is
nothing forced about the practice of jen, because men have in their original endowment “the mind of
commiseration”, the mind which cannot bear to see the suffering of others. Chung and sku and jen are the
development of this to the full. The Confucianists, in emphasizing that there were degrees in love, were not
refraining from loving other men, but were loving their parents to a greater degree. Confucius himself said, “Jen
is loving men,” the very thing of which the Mohists approved. What they disapproved was men loving their
parents to a greater degree. They insisted that the love of other men should be on a par with the love of parents, as,
for that matter, that the love of parents should be on a par with the love of other men.
Whether this meant loving one’s parent less or loving others more, whatever the outcome, degrees of love
should not exist. Should this happen, then it would not be enough to regard one’s parents as one’s parents only.
That is why Mencius said that the Mohists’ universal love meant “no more father”, and that was what he meant by
his “double stock”. To recognize no degrees in love meant, in the strict sense, loving every individual equally.
According to this, then, every individual is himself a stock. As Chu Hsi said,
“With no degrees in love, why stop at two stocks? You might as well have a thousand.”
The Mohists might well have said that although they were convinced that there were no degrees in love, yet
they also believed that parents were the beginning of this. To this the Confucianists might have replied by asking
for what reason they thought parents were the beginning. If the reason for this is that according to basic principles
you must first love your parents, this is equivalent to saying that you love your parents better than you do other
men, and this entails that there are degrees of love. If because your parents, as a matter of fact, are by your side,
therefore you must love them above all others, this “must” has a condition attached to it. Suppose your parents are
not by your side, then it is not necessary that love “will begin with parents”. That being so, then “beginning with
parents” does not help us to get over the difficulty in taking love as having no degrees.
*
The Mohist universal love and the Concfucianist jen differ in this fashion. This was pointed out not only by
Mencius, but also by others after him. Besides this there is in addition another even more important difference
between the two schools, one to which Mencius and the others did not refer. We must now deal with it.
As we have noted, Confucius said “Jen is loving men”, and the Mohists agreed with him in this; but if we ask
for what reason the jen man loves others, the Mohist and Confucianist answers to this question are different.
The Confucianist answer was that all men have a mind which cannot bear to see others suffer.
“If the men of today see a child falling into a well, they are all alarmed and in a state of commiseration.” Since
this sense of commiseration is the bud of jen, when it is developed and brought to full measure, the result is the
jen man. The jen man working from this beginning in sympathy, cannot bear to see a man not in his right place,
and therefore he loves him and does good to him.
The Mohist answer was that the principle of universal love is “hitting the target of profit for the state, for the
hundred clans and every person in them”. They said,
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“The business of the jen man is the discharge of the necessary duty of benefiting the whole world and of
removing the evils in the world; but the question for today is which is the greatest of these evils; and the answer
is, the attacks made on small countries by great, the upsetting of the smaller clans by the larger, the oppression of
the weak by the strong, the bullying of the minority by the majority, the deceiving of the simple by the cunning,
the arrogant treatment of the lower classes by the upper. These are the great evils in the world. Now let us
examine the source, as to whether there is evidence of social solidarity or of social discrimination. The answer
cannot but be that there is evidence of social discrimination. But then this mutual social discrimination, of course,
gives birth to the great evils in the world, does it not? For this reason, I am opposed to social discrimination.”
Also,
“The man who is opposed to anything, has a plan for remedying it; therefore our Master Mo said that solidarity
is the way to remedy discrimination.”
This, then, is the ground on which Mo Ti based his arguments for teaching people universal love. It is the
utilitarian argument, the argument to which the Confucianists were violently opposed.
The ground of all the arguments which the Mohists used was utilitarian. For example, they were convinced that
the expenditure on funerals should be cut down and the periods of mourning reduced. The theoretical basis they
adduced for their position was as follows:
“Elaborate funerals mean the waste of wealth, the long periods of mourning mean the holding up of ordinary
business. To hide away and bury the wealth which has already been produced and to restrict, for a long period, the
production of new wealth, all this with the aim of producing prosperity, is like forbidding the cultivation of the
fields and expecting a harvest”; “to do this with a view to getting a large population, is like making a man stab
himself in order to obtain long life.”
The theoretical basis on which the Confucianists argued for elaborate funerals is in an entirely different
category. Mencius accused the Mohist Yi Chih as follows:
“The earlier generations had the custom of not burying their parents. When they died, they took them and left
them in a dry gully. Passing that way, later, there (they saw) foxes and wild cats eating them, the flies and gnats
battening on them. The perspiration broke out on their foreheads, they turned their eyes away and could not look.
And this sweat did not break out just to make a show for others to see. Their inmost heart was revealed on their
faces, and so they came back and brought basketfuls of earth and covered them. If to cover them is really right,
then there must be a right way for filial sons and jen men to do this.”
Elaborate funerals are merely a way of bringing peace of mind to people, just as long periods of mourning
have the same intention. There is no nice calculation of the amount of profit and so of making the funeral
elaborate and the period of mourning long.
The Mohists discussed the origin of the state and society on a utilitarian basis. What they said was,
“In the very early days when man first began to live and there was no organization of government, in speaking
with each other every man had his own ideas … therefore, every man used his own ideas to contradict other men’s
ideas, with the result that there was mutual contradiction. Thus, in the family, fathers and sons and elder and
younger brothers hated each other: they fell apart and could not live in harmony. Everywhere among the clans
they used water and fire and poison to ill-treat each other to such a pitch that although a man had strength to spare
he would not work for others, although he had materials in danger of rotting he would not share them out, whilst
good ideas were hidden and not communicated. The confusion in the world was like that among the birds and
beasts. The people understood that the reason why everywhere there was confusion clearly was because there was
no one to take the head. The result was that they chose the worthiest among them to be a Son of Heaven.”
The origin of the state and of society was like this, and therefore the basis of its continuance was also like this,
namely, that if the state existed, it was beneficial, and if it did not exist, then there was harm. This kind of
explanation is a utilitarian one.
The Confucianist explanation was a different one. Take Mencius’ statement:
“Hou Chi taught the people to sow and reap so that when the five kinds of grain were ripe, they might be
nourished. The human way is as follows: If men satisfy their hunger and have clothes to wear and live at ease but
have no good teaching, then they are close to being like the birds and beasts. The sage\fn{ I.e. Yao} was distressed
over this and appointed Hsieh as official instructor to teach men the basic relationships of life. Father and son
should love each other; king and subject should be just to each other; husband and wife should distinguish their
respective spheres; elder and younger should have a sense of precedence; between friends there should be good
faith.”
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The existence of human relationships is the distinguishing mark between men, and the birds and beasts. The
state and society take their origin from the existence of these human relationships, and the reason why they must
have them is because otherwise they would approach the level of the beasts.
*
There is a question which may be raised. The reason why the Mohists emphasized universal love was because
thus “they hit the target of profit for state and people”. Now in Chapter I, the statement was made that the
Confucianists also made public utility the content of righteousness. According to this the Mohist teaching of
universal love may also truly be a teaching of men to act righteously. Is there any distinction here from the
Confucianists?
The question is a good one, and in spite of the Confucianist and Mohist conclusions given above, we may
follow the question up and put another question which will throw fresh light on the difference between Mohism
and Confucianism.
As has been explained, for the Confucianists, the jen man loves men because he cannot bear to see others
suffer, and in the development of this disposition to the full he becomes a jen man. Now let us go a step further.
Why should a man develop this disposition?
The final Confucianist answer to this was that the possession of this disposition is the distinguishing mark
between man and the beasts. Mencius said,
“The difference between man and the beasts is a very slight one, and ordinary people lose it: the man of honor
preserves it.”
That which constitutes a man a man, i.e. that which distinguishes him from a beast, is that, being a man, he
must manifest that which constitutes him a man. For men to develop their sympathetic disposition, this is to
actualize that which constitutes a man a man. This is not because thereby there may be any benefit accruing.
The Mohist position was that men must have universal love because this was of benefit to the state and society.
Here we follow up with a question: why should we aim at profiting the state and society?
The Mohist final answer was that to obtain the benefit of the whole was the best method for obtaining the
benefit of the individual. They said,
“Men are sure to follow on with loving those who love others, sure to follow on with serving the interests of
those who serve the interests of others. Men are sure to follow on with hating those who hate others. Men are sure
to follow on with injuring those who injure others.” Not only so: according to the Mohist theory, Heaven will
always reward the man who gives universal love, and so also will the spirits and the state. He can indeed get a
great quantity of reward.
As for the man without universal love, Heaven will punish him, and so will the spirits and the state. He will
suffer a great quantity of punishment. Therefore, from the point of view of individual profit, to love universally
will bring a hundred profits and not one injury, not to love universally will bring a hundred injuries and not one
profit.
According to the Confucianist distinction between righteousness and profit, the man who for his own
advantage practices universal love does deeds which, strictly speaking, are still profit-seeking and not righteous
deeds at all. Man must practice universal love, because the very act in itself is of profit to him. To speak like the
Mohists is to make the “obligation” in such acts one with conditions attached to it. Then acts of universal love are
acts not done for their own sake.
The basic difference between Confucianism and Mohism lies just here. We find in the Mencius Book the
following statement:
Sung K’eng was on the way to Ch’u State. Mencius met him at Shih Chiu and asked him why he was going. Sung
K’eng replied,
“I hear that Ch’in and Ch’u are getting their armed forces together. I want to get an audience of the king of Ch’u and
stop this. If the king of Ch’u is unwilling, then I shall get an audience of the king of Ch’in and propose that he stop it.
Among the two kings there will surely be one who will agree with me.” Mencius said,
“I will not ask in detail, I only want to hear the outline of how will you persuade them.” Sung K’eng said,
“I shall tell them of the unprofitableness.” Then Mencius said,
“Sir, your purpose is a great one, but the title you give to it is indefensible.”

Mencius might have spoken to the Mohists in the same way.
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According to the criterion which we proposed in the Hsin Yuan Jen, to do an act of universal love for one’s
own advantage is an action in accord with morality, but is not a moral action. However much the action may be in
accord with morality, the man who does it is not living in the moral sphere, but in the utilitarian sphere.
We may say that the Mohists only spoke of the utilitarian sphere. With regard to the criterion we set up,
namely “attaining to the sublime but performing also the common task”, the Mohist theories were not in accord
with the sublime side to the criterion.
This is not to say that the sphere in which Mo Ti and some of his followers lived was only that of the utilitarian
one. With regard to Mo Ti himself, it was said of him that if he could benefit the world he would do it, in spite of
suffering from head to heel. At the least, the sphere in which he lived was the moral sphere; but those who
listened to what he said and who sought their own advantage by means of universal love were living in the
utilitarian sphere. This was the only sphere on which he spoke.
Neither do we mean that a man must not have universal love. If the universal love of the Mohist theories will
not do, how much more will lack of universal love come short? This is like the Taoists criticizing the
Confucianists and saying, “away with jen and abolish yi.”
It was not that they taught men there was no need of jen and yi, but that the kind of jen and yi, if it was like
that of the Confucianists, would not do.
That being so, how much worse things would be without jen and yi! …
1896

123.107 Mud\fn{by Mao Tun aka Shen Yen Ping, Shen De Hong (1896- )} Tuang-hsiang, Chekiang Province, China (M)
3
The machine guns howled like wolves all night long. Just before first light three cars mounted with iron armor
plating arrived in front of whatever headquarters it was that was located in the village’s earth-god temple. Several
uniformed men tumbled out and scuttled into the temple. Soon a dozen-odd men swarmed out again, hoisted two
heavy wooden crates into the cars and squeezed themselves in after; the cars creaked away. After that a group of
gray-uniformed soldiers passed through the village like a receding tide. The pop-pop of intermittent gunfire,
flame. By about 7:00 A.M. everything had become still: there were two or three bodies lying on the main road,
and white smoke still rose from the thatched roof of the small general store, to one side of which lay a naked
female corpse, her face the color of pig’s liver and one of her small, bound feet cut off.
After a half-hour more, another group of gray-uniformed soldiers poured into the village on its three access
roads. They appeared more dirty and tired than the soldiers that had just withdrawn, and a good deal smaller. They
swept through the village like a wind, leaving only a small troop to hold the exit road. Some men on horseback
found the temple, tore off the paper strips pasted at the door, and replaced them with new white strips written with
red characters. Four riflemen then stood at the temple doorway.\fn{ In rural China before the revolution, village temples were
centers of political, as well as social and cultural, activities .}
Then something new happened. Some unarmed ones in gray uniforms began to hand out leaflets; they pasted
up slogans, and went from house to house knocking on doors to get the villagers to come out. A pale youth with
round eyes, also wearing a gray uniform, stood in the middle of the road and barked through a metal bullhorn.
Eventually, several pinched, sallow faces still wearing queues\fn{ The Manchu (or Qing) Dynasty (1644-1911) required all
Han Chinese males to wear their hair in queues as a sign of submission; in wearing the queue in the context of this story signifies that
period when political change was just reaching the rural villages .} poked out through the wooden windows of the thatched

huts and stared with wide eyes. They saw that although the men knocking on the doors were wearing “tiger
skins,”\fn{Military uniforms.} they acted gentle enough and did not carry guns. So the people with the sallow faces
began to come out and cautiously circled around the youth with the bullhorn, as if expecting a performance.
The bullhorn blurted out sounds which were like fantasy language; the people with the sallow faces did not
understand. But one thing was clear: there was no need to fear. Colored printed papers were stuffed into their
hands. They held them. The bullhorn soon went silent, and the men in the gray uniforms dispersed; the people of
the village with their sallow faces returned to their thatched huts puzzling.
*
Old Man Huang and his two sons squatted by the side of their mud stove whispering. Half to himself, Old Man
Huang said,
“What is this Republic stuff? The emperor was better! Sixteen years of the Republic and there has been
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fighting every year.\fn{The story describes the turbulent time in 1927 when competing warlords and local military commanders were
carving out territories; for since the fall of the Dynasty, there had in reality scarcely been a central government .} This year, too, of
course! In the spring it was Marshal Wu’s\fn{ Wu Peifu, who controlled Peking and much of North China in the 1920’s .}
troops, then it was the Fengtian army, and now …” He had a curse he wanted to spit out, but he held it in and cast
his eyes all about the room.
The two pieces of printed paper that he had taken had already been pasted on the mud wall. Old Man Huang
glanced at the characters on the paper; forty years before he had in fact sat for a preliminary examination. He had
later taught all the characters that he saw. He knew them all, but he could not figure out their meanings here.\fn{ A
note reads: The man must have been educated in village schools and had taken the lowest level of he civil service examinations used by the
Qing to recruit aspiring scholars into the imperial bureaucracy. In 1905, the examinations were abolished, and new-style schools were
established.} Lao San imitated his father and looked at the flyers; he recognized the character for “farmer” and the

one for “union,” as well as the one for “united,” since that same character had appeared in the name of the United
Prosperity general store, which had been burned down that morning. Lao Qi had lived as a cowherd and farmhand
all his life, but all he cared to look at was the girl pictured on the flyer, with her slim waist and short sleeves,
raising both arms in the air.
“Goddam! This means sharing wives for sure.”
Old Man Huang forgot himself and blurted out the curse. He had also seen the bare-armed girl, laughing in the
midst of four or five men, and holding onto the arms of one to each side. Lao San blanched, cherishing the fact
that his own wife had died the previous spring.
“Dad! Speak more softly so they won't hear!”
“Huh, communizing isn’t so bad; after all, we don’t have any women in our household.”
Old Man Huang shot Lao Qi a severe stare and thought of what Confucius would have said. Father and sons
could converse no more and instead immersed themselves in hard contemplation.
Ping, Ping! The three immediately went into a panic. Should they hide in the dirt cellar? Old Man Huang was
just thinking about this when someone began to knock on the door. Lao Qi went over. After quickly peering out,
he pulled back the bolt. A man in gray uniform entered, accompanied by Pockmarked Li from their own village.
There was the trace of a smile on the pale face of the uniformed man.
“This is Old Man Huang, he’s the only one who can read and write.”
“All right, come along with us then.”
Old Man Huang’s trembling lips could not utter a word. Pockmarked Li added an explanation: this
commissioner wants the villagers to set up an organization to deal with village affairs; this requires someone who
can read and write. He patted a big parcel of paper under his arm, saying that someone is to read the villagers
these written “notices.”
“Oh no, I am far too old. The eyes are blurred. I really cannot manage.”
Old Man Huang fearfully declined and thought to himself that something was not right, that this could be a
trap. But it was no use. He was finally borne away. Lao San squatted by the door, stupefied, but Lao Qi wanted to
see the action and so followed along.
*
The Peasants’ Association was established.\fn{ Many of these were organized during the 1920’s by the Communists; students
from cities were recruited to help with them, and to mobilize peasants to force landlords to reduce rents and punish local tyrants .} Old
Man Huang worked every day with his heart in his mouth. His job was to write out the “name roll.” Working with
him was a young man of seventeen or eighteen, who also wore a gray uniform. Old Man Huang treated him as his
superior, and all the new tricks came from this “superior.” The young fellows in the village rushed about looking
for “local bullies;” they dragged out people who cowered in their houses and pressed them to join the association.
Lao Qi found the whole thing amusing, but he was a trifle unhappy that they had not “shared out the wives.”
Nobody was ever serious about sharing wives—dammit, he thought.
The sound of machine-gun and cannon fire was now even farther away, and the small troop that had guarded
the road into the village had long since moved forward; only the four soldiers were left in front of the temple and
maybe a dozen-odd inside. There appeared to be fewer of the unarmed men in gray uniforms. Everything was to
be more peaceful, except that the village reverberated with calls to “join the association!” Old and young women
once again dared to venture outdoors.
One day another unarmed group of people in uniform arrived in the village. There were five or six of them.
This was sure to be the “child soldiers,” as their voices had yet to break. But as soon as the “child soldiers”
arrived, they barged straight into the humble village houses, attempting to strike up conversations with the
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womenfolk. Cries of horror shook the whole village. Only later was it learned that the “child soldiers” were in fact
“woman soldiers.” The womenfolk in the village also had to organize an association, and the “woman soldiers”
had been specifically charged with bringing this about. As soon as Old Man Huang returned home, he complained
to Lao San and Lao Qi.
“It’s all because of that bastard Pockmarked Li’s fanciful idea; and the same with the two of you, making your
old man plod along. This is just terrific! Now the women are to have an association too. If that’s not sharing
wives, I don’t know what is; sooner or later they’re going to be shared, and whoever did something he shouldn’t is
going to be struck by lightning. So I find myself in the muck up to my waist! Even if the gods forgive me, who in
the village will?”
Lao San opened his mouth unable to say half a word. Lao Qi, on the other hand, cocked his head and stared at
the bare-armed girl on the wall. What he was wondering was How were they going to share? That night he had
many dreams.
The atmosphere in the village became tense. The young fellows rushed about on some new business. Lao Qi
spent the whole day tailing the “woman soldiers,” greedily anticipating new tricks to happen.
Seven or eight ruffians crowded into Pockmarked Li’s house and cursed through clenched teeth: Bastard! All
right! You say no sharing? You are going to brown-nose your way into something good? Where is your woman?
We’ll take her first! Pockmarked Li indeed had a wife, who was not pockmarked. She hid in the pigsty trembling.
By afternoon, Old Man Huang’s “superior” knew about this and immediately summoned the entire village to a
meeting. For half an hour, he stretched forth his neck and vociferously exhorted everyone not to be so suspicious.
One of the “woman soldiers” also came out to give a speech.
The villagers said nothing, but remained unconvinced. They went home and shut their doors tightly. The
womenfolk hid themselves away yet again.
A dozen or so village toughs gathered in the woods beyond the village. The ground was heated red hot by the
sun, and the yellow dust piles gathered by the wind crouched round like mangy dogs. One of the fellows with a
long, narrow face was called “No Predicting.”\fn{ In the popular culture, Wu-chang (“No Predicting”) is one of the runners of
the Lord of the Underworld who takes life away; and the Chinese term used here, huo Wuchang, means “a living Wuchang.”} He sat on
the root of a big tree, rolled his eyes and growled:
“It all sounds nice, but it’s really a swindle! I haven’t yet seen a chunk of mud, much less land. Those sons-ofbitches! It’s the same old stuff with just a few new tricks—Meetings! Fuck! Summoning me to idle under the redhot sun and sweat! Ha! This is our so-called benefits!”
“Inhuman sons-of-bitches! They are merrymaking in the temple. Lao Qi saw it with his own eyes, right? Then
they cheat us by denying it. Who believes them?” A younger one spoke, blinking his eyes.
“They should let us have some fun! We want to have some fun too.” Another one spoke.
“They say they’re not sharing out wives! Hey! The five or six new ones, what are they there for? So they only
share among themselves? Let us gents share theirs! Only sons of bitches would not come along. Fuck!”
“As if you have to tell us! That one with the long legs, whose ass wiggles when she walks, she makes me
drool.”
Everyone burst out laughing, swallowing a thick mouthful.
“Let;’s do it! Penting up the heat all our lives, we’ve had enough. This is a chance hard to come by. Whoever
hesitates is a lousy son-of-a-bitch!”
No Predicting jumped up to make the declaration. A sudden burst of wind obliterated the last part of what he
was saying. The yellow dirt blew up from the ground and rolled itself into a curtain of dust, enveloping them all.
It was probably Lao Qi who let the cat out of the bag. The “woman soldiers” disappeared from the village
streets. Old Man Huang did not see his “superior” for several days, and the atmosphere relaxed somewhat. But No
Predicting and his gang suddenly became active. First Pockmarked Li was beaten up. For that there were a few
guesses: some said it was because he “was not careful” in what he said; others said it was a misfortune invited by
his non-pockmarked wife. In addition, several dan\fn{1 dan = about 110 pounds.} of wheat hidden underground by the
Zhang family were stolen. Who did it? The old man of the Zhang family would not dare to say. When Old Man
Huang went outdoors, all gave him a wide berth and greeted him with their face half-turned away.
Suddenly one day the people discovered that the four soldiers in front of the temple were gone, a matter of
great importance. A good many rumors followed, and a good many actions followed the rumors. There were
several vicious fights within a day. It was unclear who was fighting with whom and for what reason. No
Predicting was wounded and disappeared. The other side also sustained a few injuries. At night a fire erupted.
Some people ran outdoors to gaze in the direction of the fire. They smiled in satisfaction and retreated into the
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houses. The temple of the earth god was burning.
The next morning a troop of soldiers arrived at the northern entrance to the village. They sent someone into the
village, saying that they needed to have a word with the village head. There was no village head. When the grayuniformed men who distributed flyers arrived the previous time, the village head and guarantor\fn{ They were
informal local officials who mediated between village and government and were active in community affairs .} had both fled. So they
went to Old Man Huang, but he was lying sick on his broken old bed. Finally, Old Man Zhang was made to go.
The villagers waited with trepidation.
The troops later marched into the village and set up their tents in the open air. They also wore gray uniforms,
but they were taller and spoke with a northern accent. They were also carrying flyers and printed papers, but they
did not distribute them.
Old Man Huang, who was said to be lying sick on his broken old bed, was dragged up. Lao San was also
found. They were both escorted into one of the tents for interrogation. Old Man Huang was trembling all over,
sensing that the situation was bad. But as soon as he got to the tent he saw the large flag stuck into the mud, and
he felt somewhat relieved. He recognized the flag and understood that the characters written on its edge were the
same as those of the troops of his “superior.” Only the number was different.
“What have you done?”
Two mustachioed men who looked to be officers asked him. Old Man Huang told them everything as truthfully
as he could.
“Is this your son? Don’t you have a younger one?”
“Lao Qi hasn’t returned home since last night.”
The two officers smiled and nodded their heads. They gave a glance to the pistoleers who were standing off to
one side, whereupon two soldiers led Old Man Huang and Lao San out and shot them right outside the tent.
In the afternoon, the men in the tents came out to make their requisitions from the villagers. Pockmarked Li
had a pig; the Zhang family still had some grain buried underground; some other family had something else; it
was all requisitioned. The villagers thought that this was the sort of thing they had always been used to and there
were to be no more new and incomprehensible terrors in store. They all breathed sighs of relief—everything had
returned to normal.
Lao Qi squatted in the woods outside the village, his clothes stained with blood. His head was heavy. His body
felt as if it were floating. His mouth tasted dry and bitter. From time to time an image flickered in front of his eyes
—it was the beautiful girl on the flyer with her bare arms extended. In his delirium, his lips quivered, as if to say:
“It was a swindle all along! Fuck!”
195.74 Autobiographical Statement\fn{by Ch’eng Fang-wu (1896- )} Hsing Hua County, Hunan Province, China
(M) 1
I was born in Hunan, in Hsing Hua County in 1896, of a large landlord family, my grandfather being a high
official, though he had not much money and later became bankrupt when I was young. He was a chin-tzu, which
is higher than a hsiu-tsai scholar, and he loved to read and study. My father did no work and smoked opium.
At the end of the Manchu Dynasty, the government sent many students abroad and my brother was sent to
Japan. Rich families did not want their sons to go abroad, but the poor intelligentsia did. The rich clung to the old
traditions and didn’t want to change. They had a prejudice against foreigners and said they “walked with straight
legs,” meaning their trousers were too stiff to bend.
My brother took me to Japan with him. I was then thirteen, and it was 1910.
In 1911 the Revolution broke out and my brother returned, so I was left alone in Japan where I stayed eleven
years. I studied in the Imperial University in Tokyo, specializing in the technology of arms. In 1915, the 21
Demands were made, and many Chinese students in Japan returned home. I went to Shanghai and planned to
organize a school to build up a new study group, but this idea failed. Then I returned to Japan again, where I
studied philosophy by myself, though I continued the study of the technology of arms.
It was at this time, about 1916, that I began my literary work with Kuo Mo-jo, Yü Ta-fu, Chang Tzu-p’ing,
T'ien Han, and Chen Po-ch’i—there were six of us, mostly students at the Imperial University. From this time I
adopted a literary career and lost interest in arms and armies.
In 1921 I returned to Shanghai with Kuo Mo-jo, and we established the Creationist magazine, first as a
quarterly, then as a monthly. In 1925 it was very popular with the Kuomintang armies. In 1924 I taught in Canton
University—physics and dynamics. This was during the time of the reorganization of the Kuomintang. Next year I
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left Kwangtung for Hunan, but in 1926 I returned to Kwangtung again. In 1927 the purgation of the Communists
occurred, and many revolutionaries left Kwangtung when the counterrevolution came—I was one of them.
That same year the Creationist Society in Shanghai was suppressed by Chang Tso.lin, whose army was there,
and later by the Kuomintang, also. There was no freedom in Shanghai, so 1 went to Japan for a short time; then
later I went to France.
I had joined the left wing in 1925 and was one of the founders of the group, but 1 had no interest in Marxism
until 1927. The purgation made me very angry and turned me sharply toward the Communists, causing me to
study, and, in the latter part of 1927, 1 began to translate Marxist books.
I stayed in France a year and went on to Germany, where I studied social sciences in Berlin. After leaving
Shanghai I had not much relation with Chinese literary circles, and, upon my return in September 1931, we
organized the Union of Social Scientists in Shanghai and I took care of the newspaper, which we had to publish
secretly. At the end of the year, I was ordered to go to the Hupeh-Honan-Anhui soviet district.
197.181 Excerpt from Inside Mao Tse-tung Thought: An Analytical Blueprint Of His Actions\fn{by Yeh Ch’ing
aka Jen Tso-hsuan (1896- )} Nach’ung, Szechwan Province, China (M) 7
Having dealt with Mao Tse-tung Thought and analyzed its aspects one by one in the previous chapters, the
following conclusions can be made.
*
In Chapter XVIII, “Methodology,” we saw that Mao does not add anything essentially original whether he
discusses Marxism-Leninism, materialism, pragmatism, empiricism, dialectics, contradiction, historical
materialism, or the theory of the class struggle. What one finds are the thoughts of Marx, Engels and Lenin, or
Marxism-Leninism slightly remolded by Mao. Chapters I, II, and III deal with Mao’s analyses of the world
situation and Chinese society. With respect to the Chinese revolution, Mao’s fundamental theoretical ideas are
taken from the opinions of Lenin, Stalin, the Communist International and the CCP\fn{ Chinese Communist Party}; not
a single one is his own. Chapter IV will be assessed a little later, but in Chapter V when dealing with “the people
and the masses,” Chapter VI with “the peasant problems,” Chapter VII with “the United Front,” we see that Mao
merely tries to apply the principle of democracy and the theory of the class struggle, Leninism, Stalin’s thought
and the programs of the Communist International. But with respect to the situation in China, none of these ideas
can be called original Mao Tse-tung Thought.
In Chapter IV, when dealing with “New Democracy,” Mao seems to be original, but he was only borrowing
this idea from Outer Mongolia and eastern European countries. The “People’s Democratic Dictatorship” is
actually a one-party, one-man dictatorship, being a combination of Marxist proletarian dictatorship and Leninist
proletarian democracy. In Chapter VIII dealing with “revolutionary war,” Chapter X with “military thought,” and
Chapter XI with “military bases,” Mao draws largely on his many years of experience in the military, even though
he also borrows from Marx, Engels, Lenin and Stalin. The major part of original Mao Tse-tung Thought is limited
to what Lin Piao summarized in a single apt phrase, “the People’s War.” It comprises militarism, terrorism,
backwardness and savagery. Actually Mao Tse-tung Thought is a conglomeration of ideas borrowed from
Marxism-Leninism, Chinese historical banditry and from the warlordism which was prevalent in the early days of
the Republic of China.
In Chapter XII one learns how Mao deals with “the establishment of the CCP,” which contains elements of
Marxism-Leninism and of camouflaged democracy, and some of Mao’s own thought, relative to the movement
designed to correct unorthodox tendencies in learning, in the Communist Party, and in literature through
“brainwashing,” which is not only an inhumane method but one with very limited effectiveness. In Chapter XIII
“the building of a state” is dealt with and some elements of Marxism-Leninism and of camouflaged democracy.
While Stalin was still living, Mao was willing to submit to his will even at the price of betraying his country. In
Chapter XIV “land reform” is dealt with. Mao sought to realize Lenin’s principle of land redistribution and Dr.
Sun Yat-sen’s doctrine of “land to the tillers,” by means of Marxist class struggle. Not only did Mao fail to
introduce any new thought on this subject, he dealt out exceedingly harsh and cruel treatment to the people,
similar to that in Chinese historical peasant revolts when large-scale killings occurred. Mao calls such actions
anti-feudal. But wicked feudal despotism is inherent in Mao Tse-tung Thought.
In Chapter XV “economy and finance” come under purview. Mao at first glance seems to be copying Dr. Sun’s
idea in the “principle of livelihood.” However, his wild adventurism in launching “the Great Leap Forward” and
“the People’s Communes” shows us what Mao Thought really is. In Chapter XVI “education and culture” are
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dealt with. Numerous new measures such as socialist education in villages, urban intellectual reform, management
of education by the workers’ propaganda teams, the Great Proletarian Cultural Revolution, the Red Guards, the
Three-Way Alliance, etc., actually are Mao’s new inventions and Mao Tse-tung Thought. In Chapter XVII the
arts, literature and philosophy come up for consideration. In this field Mao’s new concepts include the literature of
the workers, peasants and soldiers, and the people who make history. But all of his new measures either failed or
were forced on people. Mao has destroyed much of Chinese civilization by instigating class struggle, and in the
civil war which it engendered countless numbers were killed. Being a militarist, it is but natural that Mao is
militaristic in his proposed methods both in dealing with the problems of China and his attitude toward foreign
nations.
In short, Mao’s original Thought is very limited. But if all of his statements and actions are taken as
expressions of his Thought it surely is voluminous. Mao’s Thought may be classified under two general headings:
(1) ideas of a general nature and (2) ideas of a particular nature that are different from those of others. The bulk of
Mao’s Thought comes under the former. His original, “different,” ideas are rather meager in scope and amount.
Furthermore, Mao Tse-tung Thought is merely a working plan. It is largely policy and method rather than
theory and doctrine. Mao’s Thought differs from Marxism-Leninism, which consists of erroneous theory and
doctrine, while Maoism consists of erroneous policies and methods. His Thought is more practical and technical
than theoretical and doctrinal.
Socialism in Marx’s day developed from a utopian type to a scientific one. Therefore, in Marxism there are
numerous theories. Later, at the time of Lenin, socialism shifted from science to action; hence Leninism combines
half theory and half strategy. Following Lenin’s lead, Mao’s Thought turns out to be chiefly a strategic working
plan rather than a system of ideas.
When Lin Piao wrote “Long Live the Victory of People’s War,” his systematic analysis of Mao’s Thought, he
was regarded as Mao’s “close comrade” and heir apparent. He had studied Mao’s Thought diligently and sought to
promote it, considering it to be mainly the theory of people’s war; in other words, merely a strategy of war based
largely on Mao’s personal limited war experience. To dignify it by calling it Mao’s Thought is somewhat
misleading.
*
We are in agreement with Lin Piao in considering Mao’s Thought as the theory of people’s war. Lin
summarizes this matter:
The establishment of rural base areas and the use of the countryside to encircle the cities and finally capture them.

These words imply war, because not only are “the establishment of rural base areas” actions of military
occupation, but “to encircle” and “capture” clearly involve military action. Therefore, Mao’s theory of people’s
war is a theory of peasants’ war.
Whether it is people’s war or peasants’ war, both lead to cruel armed hostility, as the following two quotations
critical of Mao’s Thought show:
War is armed hostility. Enemies are fought with armaments … the people’s war, too … is war among men. Lives
must be sacrificed to the enemy. Is this not cruel?
People’s wars have been fought since the time of the ancients and history records their backwardness and cruelty …
In the past two thousand years, Huang Cho’s rebellion and Chang Hsien-chung’s revolt are examples of peasants’ war.

Lao Tzu once said,
“Heaven and earth are ruthless, and treat the myriad creatures as straw dogs.”
If we may paraphrase this statement it may be said that Mao Tse-tung is ruthless and treats myriad creatures as
“straw dogs,” or to be even more specific, Mao Tse-tung is ruthless and treats the peasants as “straw dogs.”
Therefore, his theory of people’s war contains dangerous elements, and since this is the core of his Thought, his
Thought as a whole is very dangerous indeed.
Of course some of Mao’s Thought seems to be attractive and favorable to some people, such as topics
discussed in the chapters on the people and the masses, the peasant problems, and the United Front. Are these
topics sufficient evidence that Mao’s Thought as a whole is attractive? These are but decoys used to lure people
into sacrificing their lives in a people’s war. By means of sugar-coated promises and policies he tries to gain his

966

ends. Mao’s trick is to keep smiling, though deep inside a villain is concealed. These are clearly some of the
dangerous elements in Mao’s Thought.
The “establishment of the Communist Party,” “nation-building” and “land reform” are necessary if Mao is to
achieve his ends. Because people’s war means total war, a strong party as well as a strong nation are essential if
war is to be waged successfully.
Other dangerous elements appear in the fields of economy and finance, education and culture, philosophy, the
arts and literature. This was clearly demonstrated during the Great Proletarian Cultural Revolution. Literary
debates led to struggle and struggle to disturbances by the Red Guards, ending finally with the army’s “ThreeSupport” and “Two-Military” campaigns, which plunged mainland China into total chaos. Even members of the
CCP, cadres and comrades of Mao who had fought shoulder to shoulder with him for years, began to realize that
his Thought was dangerous and was bringing calamity upon China. They are beginning gradually to oppose
Mao’s Thought.
Mao’s jingoism, terrorism and militarism have wrought colossal damage to the country. The situation in
mainland China today is similar to that described by Mao in his poem, “K’unlun Mountains” (melody of “Nien
Nu Chiao”), the first part of which in English translation reads:
Towering aloft above the earth,
Great K’unlun, you have witnessed all
that was fairest in the human world.
As they fly across the sky the three
million dragons of white jade
Freeze you with piercing cold.
In the days of summer your melting torrents
Fill streams and rivers till they overflow,
Changing men into fish and turtles.
What man can pass judgment on all the good and evil
You have done these thousand autumns?

One might turn the tables and say this is a good description of the disasters brought about by Mao’s Thought.
Chinese public opinion, by and large, had judged Mao and found his Thought wanting. Even members of the CCP
and the people of the Soviet bloc have taken to criticizing him. Mao’s Thought is not only full of errors, it has
been responsible for many serious crimes committed by those upholding and defending it.
*
The Communique of the Eleventh Plenary Session of the Eighth Central Committee of the CCP, issued on
August 12, 1966, points out:
Comrade Mao Tse-tung is today the greatest Marxist-Leninist. Ingeniously and creatively he has developed
Marxism-Leninism, and brought it to a new high peak. Mao Tse-tung Thought defends and promotes MarxismLeninism today when imperialism is facing a total collapse and socialism is marching on to complete victory. Mao Tsetung Thought is the guiding principle of everything undertaken by the CCP and by the whole country … We can with
confidence overcome all difficulties and obstacles and fulfill our historical mission.

Accepting this as accurate would mean that Maoism is excellent. However, even Mao’s own Thought
contradicts such flattering words:
Contradiction is universal, absolute, existing in all processes of the development of things and running through all
processes from beginning to end.
There is nothing that does not contain contradiction; without contradiction there would be no world.
Thus the point is already clear … whether in objective or ideological phenomena, contradiction exists universally
and in all processes.

Taking him at his word, even Mao’s Thought should be no exception. It has good features as well as bad ones,
some correct ideas and some incorrect ones. Hence the flattering words of the Eleventh Plenary Session of the
Eighth Central Committee of the CCP, are one-sided. All pro-Mao leaders, such as Lin Piao, Chen Po-ta and
others, fall under the same judgment, for they claim that Mao’s Thought has only good features.
On the subject of one-sidedness Mao expresses himself very clearly:
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One-sidedness means thinking in terms of absolutism … To regard everything as positive is to see only the good and
not the bad, and to tolerate only praise and no criticism. To talk as though our work is good in every respect is at
variance with the facts. It is not true that everything is good; there are still shortcomings and mistakes. But neither is it
true that everything is bad, and that, too, is at variance with the facts. Here analysis is necessary.
The analytical method is dialectical. By analysis we mean analyzing the contradiction in things.

Without analysis of a problem, a person often falls victim to one-sidedness. In Mao’s opinion “one-sidedness is
a violation of dialectics.” He, therefore, advocates that “we should criticize those people who take such a onesided approach to problems.”
Assuming our analysis of Mao’s Thought is correct, still it is advisable for us to quote Mao’s own defense in
order to avoid the one-sidedness of criticism on this subject. Mao in 1957 made the following statement:
Both dogmatism and revisionism run counter to Marxism. Marxism must certainly advance; it must develop along
with the development of practice and cannot stand still. … However, the basic principles of Marxism must never be
violated, or otherwise mistakes will be made. It is dogmatism to approach Marxism from a metaphysical point of view
and to regard it as something rigid. It is revisionism to negate the basic principles of Marxism and to negate its
universal truth.

Here Mao obviously has made contradictory statements, first saying that “Marxism must certainly advance …
it would become lifeless if it remained stagnant and stereotyped,” and then proceeding to say that “the basic
principles of Marxism must never be violated, or otherwise mistakes will be made.”
Does he mean to say that Marxism is “stereotyped”? If so, is he not negating the basic principles of Marxism?
From Mao’s way of reasoning both dogmatism and revisionism are needed. This calls for the unity of opposites,
and is clearly a contradiction.
Thus when the above quotation is analyzed, one can see the contradictory nature of Mao Tse-tung Thought.
Take another example, Mao’s proposed “New Democracy,” also called “People’s Democracy,” which in effect is
“a people’s democratic dictatorship under the leadership of the working class and based on the alliance of workers
and peasants.” This does seem to deny the class struggle. If so, it is undoubtedly revisionism. But Mao still
advises: “Never forget the class struggle.” Marx regards class struggle as the means of carrying out socialism.
Mao, however, has his own opinion and expresses it this way:
The victories of the bourgeois-democratic revolution and the socialist revolution and our achievements in socialist
construction have rapidly changed the face of old China.
The class struggle between the proletariat and the bourgeoisie, the class struggle between the different political
forces, and the class struggle in the ideological field between the proletariat and the bourgeoisie will continue to be
long and tortuous and at times will even become very acute.

Mao even goes so far as to claim that “struggle is absolute.” This does affirm and emphasize class struggle,
and undoubtedly leads to dogmatism. From this we can see another of the inconsistencies in Mao’s Thought.
Take, for instance, Mao’s view with respect to the Soviet Union. He often remarks that the Soviet Union is a
socialist country. In his report “On the Question of Agricultural Co-operation,” on July 31, 1955, at a conference
of secretaries of provincial, municipal and autonomous region committees of the CCP, Mao states:
The great historical experiences of the Soviet Union in building socialism inspires our people with full confidence in
the building of socialism in China.

But since Mao’s confrontation with Khrushchev, he has called the Soviet Union a revisionist regime.
“Revisionism is one form of bourgeois ideology” he affirms, for it seeks to “restore … capitalism.” However, the
Soviet economic system is not such a system. Mao in making such a statement shows how emotional he can be.
He ends up by contradicting himself.
All valid thought must be logical, systematic and consistent. Mao’s Thought is definitely not. Hence it cannot
be considered valid. The elements of dogmatism and revisionism in Mao’s Thought contradict each other, for
“both dogmatism and revisionism run counter to Marxism.” How can Mao’s Thought be regarded as the further
development of Marxism? Moreover, how can anyone claim that it represents Marxism-Leninism “during the
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period when imperialism is facing total collapse, and socialism is marching toward a complete victory”? Frankly
speaking, Mao’s Thought is heresy from the point of view of Marxism-Leninism, for he negates its ideas.
*
While some of Mao’s Thought has dangerous elements and inconsistencies, some of it is neither dangerous nor
inconsistent, but rife with error. Take, for example, what he boasts of on September 16, 1945:
Under the leadership of the Communist Party, as long as there are people, every kind of miracle can be performed.
… We believe that revolution can change everything, and that before long, there will arise a new China with a big
population and a great wealth of products, where life will be abundant and culture will flourish.

Again, ten years later, in December 1955, Mao boasted:
The old system is dying and a new system is being born. Chicken feathers really are flying up to heaven.

These statements are the product of Mao’s fertile but subjective imagination. They are unreal and erroneous.
Mao himself had to admit as much in 1957, when in a sober mood he forewarns his followers:
It is sheer fantasy to imagine that the cause of socialism is all plain sailing and easy success, without difficulties and
setbacks or the exertion of tremendous efforts.
We will need several decades of intensive effort to raise the standard of living of our entire people step by step.
Some of our young people think that everything ought to be perfect once a socialist society is established and that
they should be able to enjoy a happy life ready-made, without working for it. This is unrealistic.

Mao has changed his tune and become more realistic. Of course there is no “miracle.” How can a chicken
feather fly up to heaven? Mao is wrong in claiming that it could.
But his errors are not limited to these matters. Take his view with respect to the Soviet Union. Before the late
1950s he was consistently pro-Soviet, and issued numerous pro-Soviet statements. In 1939 he told Edgar Snow
that “we firmly support the close cooperation with the Soviet Union.” In 1945 he repeatedly urged his people to
“improve Sino-Soviet relations” and insisted that “the Kuomintang government must end its hostility toward the
Soviet Union.” On June 30, 1949, in commemoration of the twenty-eighth anniversary of the CCP, Mao publicly
announced the policy of leaning to one side, meaning of course, to the side of the Soviet Union. In 1951 during
the Third Session of the First National Plenary Commission of the People’s Political Consultative Council, Mao
proposed that “we must unite closely with our Soviet ally.” In 1957 in a speech Mao urged his countrymen “to
strengthen our solidarity with the Soviet Union … our fundamental policy, this is where our basic interest lies.”
When Khrushchev visited Peking in August 1958, a joint communique signed both by Mao and Khrushchev
declares:
With our unshakeable and sacred unity as the permanent and dependable guarantee of success for our mutual
undertakings, the CCP and the Soviet Communist Party will work hard to defend it.

In 1960 Mao had another confrontation with Khrushchev. This was followed by his conflict of interest with
Kosygin and Brezhnev which grew in intensity. Mao directed The Red Flag magazine and The People’s Daily to
attack the leaders of the Soviet Communist Party. In 1966 Mao, who presided over the Eleventh Plenary Session
of the Eighth Central Committee, had this to say about Soviet Russia:
The ruling clique of the Soviet Communists rebelled against Marxism, rebelled against great Lenin, rebelled against
the great October revolution, rebelled against proletarian internationalism, rebelled against the international proletarian
class and oppressed people and the revolutionary tasks of the oppressed nations, rebelled against the great Soviet
people and socialism as well as the interests of the people of various nations. … Therefore, they are uniting with
imperialist nations headed by the United States and the reactionary groups of various nations, to organize an antiCommunist, anti-people, anti-revolution, and anti-China sacred alliance.

This quotation proves that Mao has made a reversal of his previous pro-Soviet statements. When was he
wrong?
If this quotation is his final position, it seems that, compared with Shih Chin-tang and Chang Pong-chang, Mao
is like the repentant prodigal, a traitor changed into a patriot. However, he is still similar to Shih Chin-tang and
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Chang Pong-chang. Mao and Wu San-kuei are exactly alike. Wu at first entered into a plot with the Manchus,
selling out his country, but eventually revolted against the Manchus. Mao is just as fickle for he acted the same
way. Therefore both his anti-Soviet and his pro-Soviet statements are valueless, for they contradict each other.
Suffice it to quote the proposal he made in his speech on the twenty-eighth anniversary of the CCP, regarding
“leaning to one side”:
… all Chinese without exception must lean either to the side of imperialism or to the side of socialism. Sitting on the
fence will not do, nor is there a third road.

This statement is in direct conflict with Mao’s later anti-Soviet statements. On the one hand, Mao is against
American “imperialism”; on the other, he is also against Soviet “socialism.” Does this not mean that he is
following “a third road” although he claims there is none? If we take his words and actions seriously we see he is
fighting on two fronts, isolating China and losing international assistance. Under these circumstances it is hard for
Mao either to admit that he is wrong, or to admit that he is right.
Mao is caught in this awkward dilemma, because his Thought is illogical and inconsistent. According to Dr.
Sun Yat-sen’s thought, the Chinese people should lean neither to the side of the imperialists nor to that of the
socialists, but become self-sufficient and independent. Here one can see how Mao’s Thought resembles what he
wrote to jeer at others:
The rushes on the wall—swollen head, weak in legs,
and loose in roots;
The bamboo shoots among the rocks—sharp in tongue,
thick of skin, but empty in the belly.

*
Briefly stated, Mao’ Thought lacs logic, is inconsistent, sparse in originality. Therefore, it faces a dim uncertain
future.
Of course Mao and his supporters will disagree with this conclusion. They may argue: If you think that Mao’s
Thought has no essential value, why is it still so popular ever since Liu Shao-chi in 1945 proposed using “Mao
Tse-tung Thought”? Moreover, how could the CCP by implementing Mao’s Thought occupy mainland China,
organize the People’s Republic of China, realize land reform, establish agricultural cooperatives, introduce
socialist transformation in industry and commerce, make the Great Leap Forward, establish People’s Communes,
and perform many other great deeds? Mao’s Thought has long been put to the test and accomplished much. Your
conclusions, they claim, seem to be without factual foundation.
In answer, let us first of all consider the case of Liu Shao-chi. When Mao initiated and directed the Great
Proletarian Cultural Revolution, his major goal was to overthrow Liu by accusing him of being number one
among the influential leaders who follow the capitalist line. The twelfth Plenary Session of the Eighth Central
Committee, held from October 13 to 31, 1968, approved “The Report on Liu Shao-chi’s Criminal Acts” prepared
by the Central Special Case Small Group, which had ascertained that Liu was “a traitor, disloyal and the workers’
thief hidden in the Party … who became a criminal imperialist, modern revisionist, and a running dog of the
Kuomintang’s reactionary clique.” Consequently he was expelled from the CCP and stripped of all of his official
duties.
How then can the slogan “Mao Tse-tung Thought,” coined by Liu, have any value at all? Since Mao and his
supporters refused to accept any of Liu’s contributions, what about his promotion of “Mao Tse-tung Thought,”
and his own related book, A Report Concerning the Revision of the Party Platform. If they had acted logically,
Mao Tse-tung Thought should also have been discarded. Why was it not? Because after the Tsunyi Conference,
when Mao had assumed the chairmanship of the CCP with aid from the Soviet Union, the personality cult got
under way and became the order of the day. When Liu began promoting “Mao Tse-tung Thought,” he was then
Mao’s heir apparent, and all other party members followed suit. Hence Mao’s Thought became popular within the
CCP, since all members were trying to curry Mao’s favor.
But that does not mean much. As the Chinese proverb puts it,
“As soon as a dog barks at a shadow, a hundred dogs automatically will join in barking.” Liu Shao-chi’s
allegiance to Mao was largely ftattering praise. As Confucius said,
“If everybody likes a person, it is necessary to examine the reason why.”
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Currently the majority of people outside the CCP oppose Mao, and even within the CCP a large number
oppose him. Consequently his Thought is not generally accepted as truth.
Mao’s establishment of the “People’s Republic of China” is no evidence that Mao’s Thought is valid truth. As
previously discussed, there were numerous reasons for Mao’s success in 1949, hardly any of them attributable to
his Thought. In Chinese history, there were many upstarts like Wang Mang, a usurper, who from A.D. 8-25 upset
the Han dynasty; Yüan Shih-kai and his attempt in 1916 to become emperor with the title of Hung Hsing; and Wei
Chung-hsien’s rule as a powerful eunuch, who built temples all over China. Although these three persons had
some achievements to their credit, it does not necessarily prove that their thoughts were valid truth. Mao Tse-tung
actually is merely a contemporary Wang Mang, or Yüan Shih-kai, or Wei Chung-hsien. No matter what Mao has
achieved, it does not prove that his Thought is valid truth.
Moreover, Mao’s “Three-Red-Banners” policy, comprising the General Line of Socialism, the Great Leap
Forward, and the People’s Communes, ended in failure. Because of this he lost the Chairmanship of the People’s
Republic of China. Surely a policy based on Mao Tse-tung Thought cannot prove that it is valid truth. Liu Shaochi succeeded Mao as Chairman of the People’s Republic of China. He promptly revised the “Three-RedBanners” policy, so that Mao’s blind adventurism and leftist opportunism could be rectified.
Mao never really examined himself, nor did he pay attention to situations objectively. Pretending to be always
in the right, he obviously erred because he relied on subjective impulses. By trying to impose socialism on a
China not yet industrialized, by establishing the socialist system in agricultural villages instead of in industrial
cities, Mao follows Communist dogma, makes glowing promises, and ends up committing the error of
dogmatism. In dealing with Liu Shao-chi’s attempt at revision, instead of examining Liu’s records based on
objective facts, Mao was interested only in regaining his former position as Chairman of the government lost to
Liu in 1959. The power struggle between the Mao-Lin clique and the anti-M’ao faction reached its peak during
the Great Proletarian Cultural Revolution. Is this not sectarianism? At the end of the Cultural Revolution Mao
defeated Liu and his group. This cannot be taken as proof that Mao’s Thought is valid truth, because Mao’s
victory owed its success to Lin Piao’s military forces, who embraced Mao’s teachings that “political power grows
out of the barrel of a gun.”
However, Mao’s Thought, after vigorous promotion, reached every corner of mainland China. His Thought
seemingly has taken command, and become very popular indeed. But even during the Great Proletarian Cultural
Revolution, there was a strong anti-Mao faction, even within the CCP leadership. Some actually used Mao’s
Thought to oppose Mao’s Thought!
Today among the supporters of Mao’s Thought who can guarantee that some of these dissidents do not still
hold views not in harmony with Mao’s Thought? Moreover, who can guarantee that these leaders will not some
day rise up in revolt? Therefore the fact that Mao Tse-tung Thought is even written in the CCP Constitution and
the New Constitution of the People’s Republic of China is but a superficial phenomenon lacking lasting value.
In the Great Proletarian Cultural Revolution, Mao was able to overthrow the leaders of the opposition and
defeat revisionism as well as Liu Shao-chi’s rightist opportunism. Mao’s leftist opportunism was revived. Will
Mao now begin again to promote his “Three-Red-Banners”? If he does not, then the Cultural Revolution was
fought in vain and Mao Tse-tung Thought has come up against a dead end. If he is able to revive his “Three-RedBanners” policy then a peasant revolt seems inevitable. This would end Mao’s regime, and the influence of his
Thought would be ended, as was the case with the Ch’in dynasty (221-206 B.C.). If the peasants do not revolt,
there might arise new contenders for paramount power who would not hesitate to destroy Mao and his Thought.
Mao’s Thought does not seem to have a very bright future.
150.22 & 192.31 1. Sinking 2. Flight\fn{by Yu Dafu [Yü Ta-fu] (1896-1945)} Fuyang, Zhejiang [Chekiang] Province,
China (M) 24
1
Lately he had felt pitifully lonesome.
His emotional precocity had placed him at constant odds with his fellow men and inevitably the wall
separating him from them had gradually become thicker and thicker.
The weather had been cooling off day by day and it had been almost two weeks since his school started.
It was September 22nd that day. The sky was one patch of cloudless blue; the bright sun, timeless and eternal,
was still making its daily circuit on its familiar track. A gentle breeze from the south, fragrant as nectar, brushed
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against his face. Amidst the half-ripened rice fields or on the meandering highways of the countryside he was seen
strolling with a pocket edition of Wordsworth’s\fn{William Wordsworth (1770-1850), English poet.} poems. On this great
plain not a single soul was around, but then a dog’s barking was heard, softened and rendered melodious by
distance. He lifted his eyes form the brook and, glancing in the direction of the barking, saw a cluster of trees and
a few houses. The tiles on their roofs looked like fish scales and above them floated a thin layer of mist like a
dancing ribbon of gossamer “Oh, you serene gossamer! you beautiful gossamer!” he exclaimed, and for reasons
unknown even to himself his eyes were suddenly filled with tears.
After watching the scene absently for a while, he caught from behind him a whiff suggestive of violets. A little
herbaceous plant, rustling in the breeze, had sent for this scent and broken his dreamy spell. He turned around: the
plant was still quivering and the gentle breeze compact with the fragrance of violets blew on his pallid face. In
this crisp, early autumn weather, in this bright and pellucid ether, his body felt soothed and languid as if under the
influence of mild intoxication. He felt as if he were sleeping in the lap of a kind mother or being transported to the
Peach Fount Colony in a dream or else reclining his head on the knees of his beloved for an afternoon nap on the
coast of Southern Europe.
Looking around, he felt that every tree and every plant was smiling at him. Turning his gaze to the azure sky,
he felt that nature herself, timeless and eternal, was nodding to him in greeting. And after staring at the sky fixedly
for a while, he seemed to see a group of little winged angels, with arrows and bows on their shoulders, dancing up
in the air. He was overjoyed and could not help soliloquizing.
“This, then, is your refuge. With all those philistines envying you, sneering at you, and treating you like a fool,
only Nature, only this eternally bright sun and azure sky, this late summer breeze, this early autumn air still
remains your friend, still remains your mother and your beloved. With this, you have no further need to join the
world of the shallow and flippant. You might as well spend the rest of your life in this simple countryside, in the
bosom of Nature.”
After talking in this fashion, he began to pity himself as if thousand sorrows and grievances finding no
immediate expression were weighing upon his heart. He redirected his tearful eyes to the book:
Behold her, single in the field,
You solitary Highland Lass!
Reaping and singing by herself;
Stop here, or gently pass!
Alone she cuts and binds the grain,
And sings a melancholy strain;
O listen! for this Vale profound
Is overflowing with the sound.

After reading through the first stanza, for no apparent reason he turned the page and started on the third:
Will no one tell me what she sings?—
Perhaps the plaintive numbers flow
For old, unhappy, far-off things,
And battles long ago:
Or is it some more humble lay,
Familiar matter of today?
Some natural sorrow, loss, or pain,
That has been, and may be again?

It had been his recent habit to read nonconsecutively. With books over a few hundred pages it was only natural
that he seldom had the patience to finish them. But even with slender volumes like Emerson’s Nature or Thoreau’s
Excursions,\fn{Ralph Waldo Emerson (1803-1882), American essayist and poet; Henry David Thoreau (1817-1862), American writer,
philosopher, and naturalist. Nature was first published in 1836, Excursions in 1863.} he never bothered to read them from
beginning to end at one sitting. Most of the time, when he picked up a book, he would be so moved by its opening
lines or first two pages that he literally wanted to swallow the whole volume. But after three or four pages, he
would want to savor it slowly and would say to himself: “I must not gulp down such a marvelous book as this at
one sitting. Instead, I should chew it over a period of time. For my enthusiasm for the book will be gone the
moment I am through with it. So will my expectations and dreams, and won’t that be a crime?”
Every time he closed a book, he made up excuses for himself in this way. The real reason was that he had
already grown a little tired of it. However, a few days or even a few hours later he would pick up another book
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and begin to read it with the same kind of enthusiasm. And naturally the one which had touched him so much a
few hours or days earlier would now be forgotten.
He raised his voice and read aloud once more these two stanzas of Wordsworth. Suddenly it occurred to him
that he should render The Solitary Reaper in Chinese.\fn{A note reads: Yü Ta-fu’s translation of the two stanzas is omitted
here.}
After orally translating these two stanzas in one breath, he suddenly felt that he had done something silly and
started to reproach himself. “What kind of a translation is that? Isn’t it as insipid as the hymns sung in the church?
English poetry is English poetry and Chinese poetry is Chinese poetry, why bother to translate?”
After saying this, unwittingly he smiled a little. Somewhat to his surprise, as he looked around him, the sun
was already on its way down. On the western horizon across the great plain floated a tall mountain wrapped in its
mists which, saturated with the setting sun, showed a color neither quite purple nor quite red.
While he was standing there in a daze, a cough from behind his back signaled the arrival of a peasant. He
turned around and immediately assumed a melancholy expression, as if afraid to show his smile before strangers.
*
His melancholy was getting worse with time.
To him the school textbooks were as insipid-tasting as wax, dull and lifeless. On sunny days he would take
along a favorite work of literature and escape to a sequestered place in the mountain or by the sea to relish to the
full the joy of solitude. When all was silent about him at a place where sky and water met, he would now regard
the plants, insects, and fish around him and now gaze at the white clouds, and blue sky, and feel as if he were a
sage or hermit who had proudly detached himself from the world. Sometimes, when he ran into a peasant in the
mountain, he would imagine himself to be Zarasthustra and would repeat Zarathustra’s sayings in front of the
peasant. His megalomania, in exact proportion to his hypochondria, was thus intensified each day. Small wonder
that, in a mood like this, he didn’t feel like going to school and applying himself to the mechanical work.
Sometimes he would skip classes for four or five days in a row.
And when he was in school he always had the feeling that everyone was staring at him. He made every effort
to dodge his fellow students, but wherever he went, he just couldn’t shake off that uncomfortable suspicion that
their malevolent stare was still fixed on him.
When he attended classes, even though he was in the midst of all his classmates, he always felt lonely, and the
kind of solitude he felt among a press of people was far more unbearable than the kind he experienced when
alone. Looking around, he always found his fellow students engrossed in the instructor’s lecture; only he, despite
his physical presence in the classroom, was wandering far and wide in a state of reverie.
At long last the bell rang. After the instructor had left, all his classmates were as lively and high-spirited as
swallows newly returned in spring—chatting, joking, and laughing. Only he kept his brows knit and uttered not a
sound as if his tongue were tethered to a thousand-ton rock. He would have liked to chat with his fellow students
but, perhaps discourage by his sorrowful countenance, they all shunned his company and went their own ways in
pursuit of pleasure. For this reason, his resentment toward them intensified.
“They are all Japanese, all my enemies. I will have my revenge one day; I’ll get even with them.”
He would take comfort in this thought whenever he felt miserable. But when in a better mood, he would
reproach himself thus: “They are Japanese and of course they don’t have any sympathy for you. It’s because you
want their sympathy that you have grown to hate them. Isn’t this your own mistake?”
Among his more sympathetic fellow students some did approach him, intending to start a conversation. But
although he was very grateful and would have liked to open his heart to them, yet in the end he wouldn’t say
anything. As a result, even they respected his wishes and kept away from him.
Whenever his Japanese schoolmates laughed and joked in his presence, his face would redden because he
thought they were laughing and joking at his expense. He would also flush if, while conversing, one of the
students threw a glance at him. Thus, the distance between him and his schoolmates became greater each day.
They all took him to be a loner and avoided his presence.
One day after school he was walking back to his inn, satchel in hand. Alongside him were three Japanese
students heading in the same direction. Just as he was about to reach the inn, there suddenly appeared before him
two girl students in red skirts. His breathing quickened, for girl students were a rare sight in this rural area. As the
two girls tried to get by, the three Japanese boys accosted them, “Where are you going?”
Coquettishly the two girls answered, “Don’t know, don’t know.”
The three students all laughed, pleased with themselves. He alone hurried back to his inn, as if he had done the
accosting. Once in his room, he dropped his satchel on the tatami floor and lay down for a rest (the Japanese sit as
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well as sleep on the tatami). His heart was still beating wildly. Placing one hand underneath his head and another
on his chest, he cursed himself:
“You cowardly fellow, you are too cowardly!\fn{ The text has: … coward … coward!} If you are so shy, what’s there
for you to regret? If you now regret your cowardice, why didn’t you summon up enough courage to talk to the
girls? Oh, coward, coward!”
Suddenly he remembered their eyes, their bright and lively eyes. They had really seemed to register a note of
happy surprise on seeing him. Some second thoughts on the mater, however, prompted him to cry out.
“Oh, you fool! Even if they appeared interested, what are they to you? Isn’t it quite clear that their ogling was
intended for the three Japanese? Oh, the girls must have known! They must have known that I am a Chinaman,
otherwise why didn’t they even look at me once? Revenge! Revenge! I must seek revenge against their insult.”
At this point in his monologue, a few icy teardrops rolled down his burning cheeks, he was in the utmost
agony. That night, he put down in his diary:
Why should I have come to Japan? Why should I have come here to pursue my studies? Since you have come, is it
at all surprising that you should be treated by the Japanese with contempt? China, O my China! Why don’t you grow
rich and strong! I cannot bear your shame in silence any longer!
Isn’t the scenery in China as beautiful? Aren’t the girls in China as pretty? Then why should I have chosen to come
to this island country in the eastern seas?
And even if I accept the fact that I have already come here, there is no reason why I should have entered this cursed
“high school.”\fn{A note reads: a Japanese “high school” of the early modern period provided an education equivalent to the last
two years of an American high school and the first two years of college.} Those who have returned to China after studying only
five months here, aren’t they now enjoying their success and prosperity? How can I bear the five or six years that still
lie ahead of me? And how an I be sure that, even if I managed to finish my long years of studies despite the thousand
vexations and hardships, I would be in any way better off than those so-called returned students who came here simply
for fun?
One may live to a hundred, but his youth lasts only seven or eight years. What a pity that I should have to spend
these purest and most beautiful seven or eight years in this unfeeling island country. And, alas, I am already twentyone!
Dead as dried wood at twenty-one!
Dead as cold ashes at twenty-one!
It would be much better for me to turn into some kind of mineral, for it’s unlikely that I will ever bloom.
I want neither knowledge nor fame. All I want is a “heart” that can understand and comfort me, a warm and
passionate heart and the sympathy that it generates and the love born of that sympathy!
What I want is love.
If there were one beautiful woman who understood my suffering, I would be willing to die for her.
If there were one woman who could sincerely love me, I would also be willing to die for her, be she beautiful or
ugly.
For what I want is love from the opposite sex.
O ye heavens above, I want neither knowledge nor fame or useless lucre. I shall be perfectly satisfied if you can
grant me an “Eve” from the Garden of Eden, allowing me to possess her body and soul.

*
His home was in a small town on the Fu-ch’un river, about eighty or ninety li from Hangchow. The river
originates in Anhwei and meanders through the length of Chekiang. Because it traverses a long tract of variegated
landscape, a poet of the T’ang dynasty\fn{ 618-907AD.} wrote in admiration that “the whole river looks like a
painting.” When he was fourteen, he had asked one of his teachers to write down this line of four characters for
him and had it pasted on the wall o his study. His study was not a big one, but since through its small window he
could view the river in its ever-changing guises in rain and shine, morning and evening, spring and autumn, it had
been to him as good as Prince T’eng’s tall pavilion.\fn{ A note reads: celebrated in the T’ang poet Wang Po’s lyrical prose
composition, T’eng Wang ko hsü.”.} and it was in this small study that he had spent more than ten years before coming
with his elder brother to Japan for study.
When he was three his father had passed away, leaving the family in dire poverty. His elder brother, however,
managed to graduate from W. University in Japan, and upon his return to Peking, he earned the chin-shih degree
and was appointed to a position in the Ministry of Justice. But in less than two years the republican revolution
started in Wuchang. He himself had by then finished grade school and was changing from one middle school to
another. All his family reproved him for his restlessness and lack of perseverance. In his own view, however, he
was different from other students and ought not to have started the same prescribed courses through the same
sequence of grades. Thus, in less than half a year, he transferred from the middle school in the city K. to one in the
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city H. where, unfortunately, he stayed less than three months owing to the outbreak of the revolution. Deprived
of his schooling in the city H. he could only return to his own little study.
In the spring of the following year he was enrolled in the preparatory lass for H. college on the outskirts of
Hangchow. He was then seventeen. Founded by the American Presbyterian Church, the college was notorious for
its despotic administration and the minimal freedom it allowed its students. On Wednesday evenings they were
required to attend vespers. On Sundays they were not allowed to go out or read secular books—they could only
pray, sing psalms, or read the Old and New testaments. They were also required to attend chapel every morning
from nine top nine twenty: the delinquent student would get demerits and lower grades. It was only natural that, as
a lover of freedom, he chafed under such superstitious restrictions, fond as he was of the beautiful scenery around
the campus. He had not yet been there half a year when a cook in the employ of the college, counting on the
president’s backing, went so far as to beat up students. Some of his more indignant schoolmates went to the
president to complain, only to be told that they were in the wrong. Finding this and similar injustices altogether
intolerable, he quit the school and returned to his own little study. It was then already early June.
He had been home for more than three months when the autumn winds reached the Fu-ch’un River and the
leaves of the trees on its banks were about to fall. Then he took a junk down the river to go to Hangchow where,
he understood, the W. Middle School at the Stone Arch was just then recruiting transfer students. He went to see
the principal Mr. M. and his wife and told them of his experience at H. College. Mr. M. allowed him to enroll in
the senior class.
It turned out, however that this W. Middle School was also church-supported and that this Mr. M. was also a
muddle-headed American missionary. And academically this school was not even comparable to the preparatory
class at H. College. After a quarrel with the academic dean, a very contemptible character and a graduate of h.
College as well, he left W. Middle School in the spring. Since there was no other school in Hangchow to his
liking, he made no plans to be admitted elsewhere.
It was also at this time that his elder brother was forced to resign his position in Peking. Being an upright man
of strict probity and better educated than most of his colleagues in the ministry, he had invited their fear and envy.
One day a “personal friend” of a certain vice minister asked for a post and he stubbornly refused to give him one,
as a result, that vice minister disagreed with him on certain matters and in a few days he resigned his post to serve
in the Judicial Yuan. His second elder brother was at that time an army officer stationed in Shaohsing. He was
steeped in the habits of the military and therefore loved to squander money and associate with young gallants.
Because these three brothers happened at three same time to be not doing too well, the idlers in their home town
began to speculate whether their misfortune was of a geomantic nature.
After he had returned home, he shut himself in his study all day and sought guidance and companionship in the
library of his grandfather, father, and elder brother. The number of poems he wrote in his diary began to grow. On
occasions he also wrote stories to an ornate style featuring himself as a romantic knight-errant and the two
daughters of the widow next door as scions of nobility. Naturally the scenic descriptions in these stories were
simply idyllic pictures of his home town. Sometimes, when the mood struck him, he would translate his own
stories into some foreign language, employing the simple vocabulary at his command. In a word, he eas more and
more enveloped in a world of fantasy, and it was probably during this time that he sowed the seeds of his
hypochondria.
He stayed at home for six months. In the middle of July, however, he got a letter from his elder brother saying:
The Judicial Yuan has recently decided to send me to Japan to study its judicial system. My acceptance has already
been forwarded to the minister and a formal appointment is expected in a few days. I will, however, go home first and
stay for a while before leaving for Japan. Since I don’t think idling at home will do you any good, this time I shall take
you with me to Japan.

This letter made him long for his brother’s return though he did not arrive from Peking with his wife until the
latter part of September. After a month’s stay, they sailed with him for Japan.
Though he was not yet awakened from his dreams of the romantic age, upon his arrival in Tokyo, he
nevertheless managed to pass the entrance examination for Tokyo’s First High School after half a year. He would
be in his nineteenth year in the fall.
Just when the first High School was about to open, his elder brother received word from the minister that he
should return. Thus his brother entrusted him to the care of a Japanese family and a few days later returned with
his wife and newborn daughter.
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The First High School had set up a preparatory program especially for Chinese students so that upon
completing that program in a year they could enroll along with the Japanese students in regular courses of study in
the high school of their choice. When he first got into the program, his intended major was literature. Later,
however, when he was about to complete the course, he changed to medicine, mainly under pressure from his
brother but also because he didn’t care much either way.
After completing his preparatory studies, he requested that he be sent to the high school in N. City, partly
because he heard it was the newest such school in Japan and partly because N. city was noted for its beautiful
women.
*
In the evening of August 29, in the twentieth year of his life, he took a night train all by himself from Tokyo’s
central station to N. City.
It was probably the third or fourth day of the seventh month in the old calendar. A sky the color of bluishpurple velvet was studded with stars. The crescent moon, hooked in the western corner of the sky, looked like the
untinted eyebrow of a celestial maiden. Sitting by the window in a third-class coach, he silently counted the lights
in the houses outside. As the train steadily surged ahead through the black mists of the night, the lights of the great
metropolis got dimmer and dimmer until they disappeared from his ken. Suddenly his heart was overtaken by a
thousand melancholy thoughts and his eyes were again moist with warm tears. “Sentimental, too sentimental!” he
exclaimed. Then, drying his tears, he felt like mocking himself.
“You don’t have a single sweetheart, brother, or close friend in Tokyo—so for whom are you shedding your
tears? Perhaps grieving for your past life or feeling sad because you have lived there for the last two years? But
haven’t you been saying you don’t care for Tokyo?
“Oh, but how can one help being attached to a place even after living there for only one year?
The orioles know me well because I have long lived here;
When I am getting ready to leave, they keep crying, four or five sad notes at a time.\fn{A note reads: a couplet from a quatrain by the
T’ang poet Jung Yü; identified by Professor Chiang Yee.}

Then his rambling thoughts turned to the first Puritans embarking for America: “I imagine that those crossbearing expatriates were no less grief-stricken than I am now when sailing off the coast of their old country.”
The train had now passed Yokohama and his emotions began to quiet down. After collecting himself for a
while, he placed a postcard on top of a volume of Heine’s\fn{ Heinrich Heine (1797-1856), German poet.} poetry and
with a pencil composed a poem intended for a friend in Tokyo:
The crescent barely rising above the willows,
I again left home for a distant horizon,
First pausing in a roadside tavern crowded with revelers,
Then taking off in a carriage as the street lights receded.
A youth inured to partings and sorrows has few tears to shed;
The luggage from a poor home consists only of old books.
At night the reeds find their roots stirred by autumn waters—
May you get my message at South Bank!

Then after resting for a while, he read some of Heine’s poetry under a dim light bulb:
Leber wohl, ihr glatten Sälle
Glatte herren, glatte Frauen!
Auf die Berge wil ich steigen,
Lachend auf euch niederschauen!

But with the monotonous sound of the wheels pounding against his eardrums, in less than thirty minutes he was
transported into a land of dreams.
At five o’clock dawn began to break. Peering through the window, he was able to discern a thread of blue
making its way out of the nocturnal darkness. He then stuck his head out of the window and saw a picturesque
scene wrapped in haze. “So it’s going to be another day of nice autumn weather,” he thought. “How fortunate I
am!”
An hour later the train arrived at N. City’s railroad station. Alighting from the train, he saw at the station a
Japanese youth wearing a cap marked by two white stripes and knew him for a student of the high school. He
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walked toward him and, lifting his cap slightly, asked, “How do I find the X. High School?” The student
answered, “Let’s go there together.” So he left the station together with the student and took a trolley in front of its
entrance.
The morning was still young and shops in N. City were not yet open. After passing through several desolate
streets, they got off in front of the Crane Dance Park.
“Is the school still far off?” he asked.
“About two li.”
The sun had risen by the time they were walking the narrow path between the rice fields after crossing the
park, but the dewdrops were still on the rice stalks, bright as pearls. Across the fields in front were clusters of
trees shading several scattered farmhouses. Two or three chimneys rising above these structures seemed to float in
the early morning air, and bluish smoke emanating therefrom curled in the sky like incense. He knew that the
farmers were preparing breakfast.
He inquired at an inn near by the school and was informed that the few pieces of luggage sent out the previous
week had already arrived. The innkeeper, used to Chinese lodgers, gave him a hearty welcome. After unpacking,
he had the feeling that the days ahead promised much joy and pleasure.
But all his hopes for the future were mocked by reality that very evening. For his home town, however, small,
was a busy little town, and while he had often felt lonely amid large throngs in Tokyo, nevertheless the kind of
city life there was not too different from what he had been accustomed to since childhood. Now this inn, situated
in the countryside of N. City, was far too isolated. To the left of its front door was a narrow path cutting across the
rice fields; only a square pond to the west of the inn provided some diversity to the scene. Since school had not
yet begun, student shad not yet returned and thus he was the only guest in this spacious hostel. It was still not too
unbearable in the day, but that evening, when he pushed open the window to look out, everywhere was pitch
darkness. For the countryside of N. City was a large plain, with nothing to obstruct one’s view. A few lights were
visible in the distance, now bright and now dim, lending to the view a spectral quality. Up above the ceiling he
could hear the scampering rats fighting for food, while outside the window several wu-t’ung trees would rustle
whenever there was a breeze. Because his room was on the second floor, the rattle of the leaves sounded so close
that he was frightened almost to the point of tears. He had never felt a stronger nostalgia than that evening.
He got to know more people after school started, and his extremely sensitive nature also became adapted to the
pastoral environment. In less than three months he had become nature’s child, no longer separable from the
pleasures of the countryside.
His school was located on the outskirts of N. City which, as has already been mentioned, were nothing but
open fields offering broad horizons of unobstructed vision. At that time Japan was not so industrialized and
populous as it is now. Hence this large area of open space around the school diversified only by clumps of trees
and little knolls and mounts. Except for a few stationery shops and restaurants serving the needs of the students,
there were no other stores in the neighborhood. A few inns, however, dotted the cultivated fields in this mainly
untilled wilderness. After supper he would put on his black serge mantle and, a favorite book in hand, take a walk
in the lingering glow of the setting sun. Most probably it was during these idyllic wanderings that he developed
his passion for nature.
So at a time when competition was not as keen as today and leisure was as plentiful as in the Middle Ages he
spent half a year of dreamlike existence in a quiet retreat simple in its manners and uncontaminated by the
presence of philistines. These happy days and months seemed to go by in a twinkling.
The weather was now getting milder and the grass was turning green under the influence of warm breezes. The
young shoots in the wheat fields near the inn were growing taller inch by inch. With all nature responding to the
call of spring, he, too, felt more keenly the urge implanted in him by the progenitors of the human race.
Unflaggingly, he would sin every morning underneath his quilt.
He was ordinarily a very self-respecting and clean person, but when evil thoughts seized hold of him, numbing
his intellect and paralyzing his conscience, he was no longer able to observe the admonition that “one must hot
harm one’s body under any circumstances since it is inherited from one’s parents.” Every time he sinned he felt
bitter remorse and vowed not to transgress any more. But, almost without exception, the same visions appeared
before him vividly at the same time the next morning. All those descendants of Eve he would normally meet in
the course of the day came to seduce him in all their nakedness, and the figure of a middle-aged madam appeared
to him even more tempting than that of a virgin. Inevitably, after a hard struggle, he succumbed to temptation.
Thus once, twice, and this practice became a habit. Quite often, after abusing himself, he would go to the library
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to look up medical references on the subject. They all said without exception that the practice was most harmful to
one’s health. Since then his fear had increased.
One day he learned somewhere in a book that Gogol,\fn{ Nikolay Vasilyevich Gogol (1809-1852) Russian writer.} the
founder of modern Russian literature, also suffered from this sickness and was not able to cure himself to the day
of his death. This discovery comforted him somewhat, if only because no less a man than the author of Dead
Souls was his fellow sinner. But this form of self-deception could do little to remove the worry in his heart.
Since he was very much concerned about his cleanliness and health, he now took a bath and had milk and
several raw eggs every day. But he couldn’t help feeling ashamed of himself when taking his bath or having his
milk and eggs: all this was clear evidence of his sin.
He felt that his health was declining day by day and his memory weakening. He became shy and especially
uncomfortable in the presence of women. He grew to loathe textbooks and turned increasingly to French
naturalistic novels as well as a few Chinese novels noted for their pornography. These he now read and reread so
many times that he could almost recite them from memory.
On the infrequent occasions when he turned out a good poem he became overjoyed, believing that his brain
had not yet been damaged. He would then swear to himself: “My brain is all right, since I can still compose such a
good poem. I mustn’t do that sort of thing again. The past I can no longer help, but I shall control myself in the
future. If I don’t sin again, my brain will be in good shape.” But when that critical moment came each morning,
he again forgot his own words.
On every Thursday and Friday or in the twenty-sixth and twenty-seventh of every month he abandoned himself
to this pleasure without qualms, for he thought that he would be able to stop by next Monday or next month.
Sometimes when he happened to have a haircut or a bath on a Saturday evening or the evening of the last day of
the month, he would take that as a sign of his reformation. But only a few days later he would have to resume his
diet of milk and eggs.
Hardly a day passed in which he was not troubled by his own fears as well as by his sense of guilt, and his
hypochondria worsened. He remained in such a condition for about two months and then the summer vacation
began. However, he suffered even worse during the two-month vacation than before: for by the time school
resumed, his cheekbones had become even more prominent, the bluish-gray circles around his eyes even bigger,
and his once-bright pupils as expressionless as those of a dead fish.
*
Again it was fall. The big blue firmament seemed to be suspended higher and higher each day. The rice fields
around his inn had now turned the color of gold. When the chilly winds of morning or evening cut into his skin
like a dagger, he knew that those bright autumn days were not far behind.
The week before, he had taken along a volume of Wordsworth and strolled on the paths in the fields for a
whole afternoon. From that day on he had not been able to free himself from the spell of his cyclic hypochondria.
Moreover, the two girl students he had met a few days before stayed in his memory and he couldn’t help blushing
whenever he recalled that encounter.
Recently, wherever he went, he was unable to remain at ease. At school he had the feeling that his Japanese
classmates were avoiding him. And he no longer wanted to visit his Chinese classmates simply because after each
such visit his heart felt all the more empty. Those Chinese friends of his, hard as they tried, still couldn’t
understand his state of mind. Before each visit he expected to earn their sympathy, but it turned out that no sooner
had they exchanged a few words than he began to regret his visit. There was one, however, whose conversation he
enjoyed, and sometimes he told him all about his private and public life. On his way home, however, he always
regretted having talked so much and ended up in a worse state of self-reproach than before. For this reason a
rumor circulated among his Chinese friends that he was mentally sick. When the rumor reached him, he wanted as
much to avenge himself on these few Chinese friends as on his Japanese schoolmates. He was finally so alienated
from the Chinese that he wouldn’t even greet them when he met them in the street or on the campus. Naturally he
didn’t attend any of the meetings for Chinese students, so that he and they became virtual enemies.
Among these Chinese students there was one eccentric. Probably because there was something reprehensible
about his marriage, he seemed to take particular delight in malicious gossip—partly as a means of covering up his
own immoral conduct. And it was none other than this eccentric who had spread the rumor that he was mentally
sick.
His loneliness became most intolerable after he had cut himself off from all social contacts. Fortunately, the
innkeeper’s daughter held some attraction for him, for otherwise he could really have committed suicide. She was
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just seventeen and had an oblong face and big eyes. Whenever she smiled, she showed two dimples and one gold
tooth, and quite often she put a smile on her face, confident of its charm.
Although he was very fond of her, yet when she came in to make his bed or deliver his meals, he always put on
an air of aloofness. And however badly he wanted to talk to her, he never did because he could hardly breathe in
front of her. To avoid this kind of insufferable agony, he had lately tried to leave his room as soon as she entered
it. but the more he tried to avoid her, the more he longed for her.
One Saturday evening all the other students in the inn had gone to N. City to amuse themselves. For economic
reasons he didn’t go there. He returned to his room following a brief after-dinner stroll around the pond on the
west side. But it was difficult for him to stay by himself on the deserted second floor and soon he got impatient
and wanted to go out again. To leave the place, however, meant passing the door of the innkeeper’s own room,
which was situated right by the main entrance, and he remembered that the innkeeper and his daughter were just
having dinner when he returned. At this thought he no longer had the desire to g out again, since seeing her would
mean another torturing experience.
Instead, he took out a novel by George Gissing\fn{ George Robert Gissing (1857-1903), English free-lance journalist (both
here and in the United Kingdom), and the author of 22 novels (1880-1904; there was a posthumous publication), most of which deal chiefly
with the lives of lower-middle-class Londoners and the degrading and brutalizing effect poverty upon them .} and started to read but,

before he had finished three or four pages, he heard, in the dead silence, some splashings of water. He held his
breath and listened for a while, and soon he started panting and his face turned all red. After some moments of
hesitation, he pushed open the door quietly and, taking off his slippers, went down the stairs stealthily. With the
same kind of caution he pushed open the door to the toilet and stood by its glass window to peep into the
bathroom (that bathroom was adjacent to the toilet; through the glass window one could see the goings-on in the
bathroom). At first he thought he would be content with just a glance. But what he saw in the next room kept him
completely nailed down.
Those snow-white breasts! Those voluptuous thighs! And that curvaceous figure!
Holding his breath, he took another close look at the girl and a muscle in his face began to twitch. Finally he
became so overwrought that his forehead hit the windowpane. The naked Eve then asked across the steam, “Who
is it?” Without making a sound, he hurriedly left the toilet and rushed upstairs.
Back in his room he felt his face was burning and his mouth parched. To punish himself, he kept slapping his
own face while taking out the bedding to get ready for sleep. But he could hardly fall asleep. After tossing and
turning under the quilt for a while, he strained his ears and concentrated all his attention on the movements
downstairs. The splashing had stopped, and he heard the bathroom door open. And judging by the sound of her
footsteps, he was positive she was coming upstairs. Immediately he buried his head beneath the quilt and listened
to the whisper of his inner voice, “She is already outside the door.” He felt as if all his blood were rushing to his
head. Certainly he was now in a state of unusual excitement, compounded of fear, shame, and joy, but if someone
had asked him at this moment, he would have denied that he was filled with joy.
Holding his breath, he strained his ears and listened—it was all quiet on the other side of the door. he coughed
on purpose—still no response. But just as he was getting puzzled, he heard her voice downstairs talking with her
father. Hard as he tried (he was so tense that his palms were soaked in sweat), he still couldn’t make out anything
she was saying. Presently her father roared with laughter. Burying his head underneath the quilt, he said through
clenched teeth, “So she has told him! She has told him!”
He didn’t get a wink of sleep that night. Early next morning he stole downstairs to make a quick toilet and
rushed out of the inn. It was not yet time for the innkeeper and his daughter to get up.
The sun was rising, but the dew-drenched dust on the road had not yet dried. Without knowing exactly where
to go, he headed east and before long saw a peasant pushing a cart of vegetables coming his way. “Good
morning,” the peasant greeted him as their shoulders brushed. This took him by surprise, and immediately his
emaciated face flushed red. He wondered, “So he also knows my secret?”
After walking hurriedly without any sense of direction for a long while, he turned his head and saw that he was
already a great distance from his school. The sun had now risen. He wanted to ascertain the time but could not do
so since he had forgotten to take his silver pocket watch along. Judging by the position of the sun, it was probably
about nine o’clock he was very hungry, but unwilling to go back and face the innkeeper and his daughter, though
all he had on him was twelve cents, hardly enough for a decent snack. Finally he bought from a village grocery
store twelve cents’ worth of food, intending to eat it in a nook unseen by others.
He kept walking until he reached at crossroads. There were very few pedestrians on the side path running from
north to south. As its south side sloped downward flanked by two precipices, he knew that the path had been dug
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out of a hill. Thus the crossroads was the tip of the hill, while the main path on which he had been walking was its
ridge and the intersecting side path sloped in two directions following the contour of the hill. He paused at the
crossroads for a while before choosing the southern path flanked by precipices, and at its termination he came
upon a large plain which, he knew, would lead to the city.
Across the plain was a dense grove where, he thought, the A. Shinto Temple was located. When he had reached
the end of the path, he saw that there stood upon its left a precipice a parapet encircling a few cottages. Above the
door of one of these cottages hung a tablet inscribed with three Chinese characters, hsiang hsüeh hai (sea of
fragrant snow)\fn{A note reads: a traditional metaphor for a grove of mei or Japanese apricot trees.} He walked up a few steps
to the entrance of the parapet and with one push opened both leaves of the door. Stepping casually inside, he
found a winding path leading uphill flanked by a great many old mei trees and knew for sure that this was a mei
grove. He walked up the northern slope along this winding path until he reached the hilltop where he saw
stretching before him a plateau of great scenic beauty. From the foot of the hill to the plateau, the whole grove
covering the surface of the slope was most tastefully planned.
West of the plateau was the precipice, which faced another across the gulf, and down below was the narrow
pathway he had just traversed. Aligned on the edge of this precipice were a two-story house and several cottages.
Since all their doors and windows were tightly shut, he knew that they were restaurants and taverns, open only
during the season of the mei blossoms. In front of the two-story house was a lawn with a ring of white rocks at its
center, and inside the ring an old mei tree crouched on its gnarled trunk. At the outer edge of the lawn marking the
beginning of the southern slope stood a stone tablet recording the history of the grove. He sat on the grass in front
of the tablet and started eating the food he had bought in the grocery store.
He sat on the lawn for a while even after he had finished breakfast. There were no human voices around, only
from the trees in the farther distance came the occasional chirping of birds. Gazing at the azure sky, he felt that
everything around him—the trees and houses, the lawn and birds—was being equally nourished by Nature, under
the benign influence of the sun. In face of all this, his memory of last night’s sin vanished like a boat sailing
beyond the outer rim of the sea.
From the plateau to the end of the downhill slope there were many little winding paths. He got up and took a
random walk among these until he came to a cottage situated midway on the slope surrounded by mei trees.
Nearby on the east side was an ancient well covered with a heap of pine needles. He turned the handle of the
pump several times trying to draw up some water, but the machine only creaked and no water came up. He
thought, “Probably this grove is open only during the flowering season. No wonder there’s no one around.” Then
he murmured as another thought flashed upon him, “Since the grove is unoccupied, why don’t I go and ask the
owner if I could lodge here for a while?”
This decided, he rushed downhill to look for the owner. As he came near the entrance, he ran into a peasant
around fifty years of age coming into the grove. He apologized and then inquired, “Do you know who owns this
place?”
“It’s under my management.”
“Where do you live?”
“Over there.” The peasant pointed to a little house on the west side of the main path. Following his direction,
he saw the house on the far end of the western precipice and nodded to acknowledge its existence. Then he asked.
“Can you rent me that two-story house inside the grove?”
“Sure. But are you by yourself?”
“Yes.”
“Then you might as well save yourself the trouble.”
“Why?”
“Because I have had student tenants before and they hardly stayed more than ten days before they moved out,
probably because they couldn’t stand the solitude.”
“I am quite different from the others. I won’t mind the solitude as long as you agree to rent the place to me.”
“I can’t think of any reason why not. When do you want to move in?”
“How about this afternoon?”
“It’s all right with me.”
“Then may I trouble you to clean it up before I move in?”
“Certainly, certainly, Good-by!”
“Good-by.”
*
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After he had moved to the mei grove, his hypochondria took a different turn.
Over some trivial matters he had started a quarrel with his elder brother, which prompted him to mail to Peking
a long, long letter severing ties of kinship. But after that letter was sent, he mused for many an hour in front of his
house. He thought he was the most miserable man in the world. Actually, he was the one to blame for this
fraternal split, but precisely because a quarrel of this sort is usually more bitter than a quarrel among friends, he
hated his brother like a viper or a scorpion. When he was humiliated, he would reason thus: “If even my own
brother could be so unkind to me, how can I blame others?” After reaching this conclusion, he would review all
the unkind things which he imagined his brother had done to him and declare that his brother was bad and he
himself was good. He would then itemize his own virtues and list all his past wrongs and sufferings in an
exaggerated fashion. When he had proved to his own satisfaction that he was indeed the most miserable of all
men, his tears would course down like a waterfall. A soft voice would seem to be speaking to him from the sky,
“Oh, so it’s you who are crying. It’s really a shame that such a kindhearted person as you should be so maltreated
by the world. But let it be since it has been decreed by Heaven, and you’d better stop crying since it won’t do your
health any good.” As soon as he heard this voice, he would feel greatly relieved: there seemed to be infinite
sweetness in chewing the cud of bitter sorrow.
As a means of retaliation, he gave up his study of medicine and switched to literature, intending this change of
major to be a declaration of war, since it was his brother who had urged him to study medicine. Also, changing his
major would delay his graduation for a year, which meant shortening his life by one year, and the sooner he died,
the easier it would be for him to maintain a lifelong enmity toward his brother. For he was quite afraid that he
would be reconciled with his brother in a year or two, and he changed his major to help strengthen his sense of
enmity.
The weather had gradually turned cooler. It had been a month since he moved up the hill. In the past few days
dark clouds had hung heavily in the somber sky, and when the frosty northern winds came, the leaves on the mei
trees would begin to fall.
Upon moving to his retreat, he had sold some old books to buy cooking utensils and had made his own meals
for nearly a month. Now that it was getting chillier, he gave up cooking and ate at the grove keeper’s house down
the hill. Like a retired monk idling in a temple, he had nothing to do but to blame others and reproach himself.
One morning he got up very early. Pushing open the window facing the east, he saw a few curls of red cloud
floating on the far horizon. The sky directly above was a patch of reddish silver-gray. Because it had drizzled the
day before, he found the rising sun all the more lovely. He went down the slope and fetched water from the
ancient well. After washing his face and hands with the water, he felt full of energy and ran upstairs for a volume
of Huang Chung-tse’s\fn{A famous poet (1749-1783) of the Ch’ing dynasty .} poetry. He kept pacing along the winding
paths in the grove as he chanted the poetry. Soon the sun was up in the sky.
Looking southward from the plateau, he could see, at the foot of the hill, a large plain checkered with rice
fields. The unharvested grain, ripened to a yellowish gold, gave a most brilliant reflection of the morning sun
against the background of a violet sky. The scene reminded him of a rural painting by Millet.\fn{ Jean François Millet
(1814-1875), French genre and landscape painter .} Faced with this magnificence of Nature, he felt like an early Christian
of Jesus’ time and could not help laughing at his own pettiness:
“Forgive, forgive! I have forgiven you all who have wronged me. Come ye all and make peace with me!”
Just as he was contemplating—with a book of poems in hand and tears in eyes—the beauty of the autumnal
scene and thus getting lost in thought, all of a sudden he heard two whispering voices close by him:
“You have to come tonight!” It was clearly a man’s voice.
“I want to very much, but I’m afraid. …”
It was a girl’s seductive voice and he felt instantly electrified, as if his circulation had stopped. Looking
around, he found himself standing by a growth of tall reeds. He was on its right and the couple were probably on
its left, completely oblivious of his existence.
“You are so kind. Do come tonight, because so far we haven’t … in bed,” the man continued.
He heard the noise made by their sucking lips, and immediately he prostrated himself on the ground, as
stealthily as a wild dog with a stolen morsel in its mouth. “Oh, shame, shame!” he cursed himself severely in his
heart, “How can you be so depraved!” Nevertheless, he was all ears listening to what they were doing and saying.
The crunching of fallen leaves on the ground.
He noise of undressing.
The man’s rapid panting.
The sucking of lips.
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And the woman pleading in half-audible, broken tones: “Please … please … please hurry … otherwise we …
we will be seen. …”
Instantly his complexion changed to ashen gray, his eyes reddened with fire, and his upper teeth clattered
against his lower. He could hardly get up, let alone run away from the scene. He was transfixed in agony.
He waited there until the couple had left before he went back to his bedroom upstairs like a drenched dog and
covered himself up with a quilt.
*
Without bothering with lunch, he slept until four o’clock—until the whole area was suffused with the late
afternoon sun. In the distance a thin veil of smoke was seen floating leisurely to top of the trees across the plain.
Hurriedly he ran downhill to get on the road and headed south without any apparent reason. He eventually crossed
the plain to arrive at the trolley stop in front of the A. Temple. A trolley came by just then and he boarded it,
without knowing why he should be taking the trolley or where he was going.
After running for fifteen or sixteen minutes, the trolley stopped and the operator asked him to change cars. So
he took another trolley. Twenty or thirty minutes later it reached its last stop, and so he got off. He found himself
standing by a harbor.
In front of him was the sea, lazing in the afternoon sun, smiling. Across the sea to the south was the silhouette
of a mountain floating hazily in translucent air. To the west was a long dike, stretching to the middle of the bay. A
lighthouse stood beyond the dike like a giant. A few tethered boats and sampans were moving slightly, while a
number of buoys farther out in the bay shone red on the water. The wind carried from a distance broken snatches
of a conversation, but he was unable to tell what it was about or where it came from.
After pacing aimlessly for a while on the bank, he suddenly heard something which sounded like chimes. He
went over and saw that the musical signal was designed to attract customers to the ferry. Soon a steamboat came
by from the opposite side. Following a middle-aged worker, he too boarded the ferry.
No sooner had he landed on the eastern bank than he found himself in front of a villa. The door was wide open,
showing a courtyard made of rocks. Without ascertaining the identity of the place, he simply walked in and was
immediately greeted by a very sweet feminine voice: “Please come in.”
Taken by surprise, he stood there in a daze and thought, “This is probably some kind of restaurant, but I have
heard a place like this cannot be without prostitutes.
At the thought of this he became invigorated, as if he had just been drenched by a bucketful of cold water. But
he soon changed color because he didn’t know what to do with himself, whether to advance or retreat. It was a
pity that he had the lust of an ape and the timidity of a rabbit, which accounted for his present quandary.
“Come in. Please do come in.” That seductive voice called from the hall again, accompanied by giggles.
“You devils! You think I am too timid to come in?” he said to himself in anger, his face burning hot. After
stamping his feet lightly, he advanced, gnashing his teeth and clenching his fists, as if preparing to declare war on
these young waitresses. But hard as he tried, he couldn’t possibly erase the flushes of red and blue on his face nor
compose its twitching muscles. So when he came near these girls, he almost cried like a child.
“Please come upstairs!”
“Please come upstairs!”
Bracing himself, he followed a waitress of around seventeen or eighteen upstairs and felt somewhat calmer. A
few steps on the second floor and he came into a dark corridor, immediately his nostrils were assaulted by a
strange mixture of the perfume of face powder and hair tonic and the special kind of bodily fragrance that
distinguished Japanese women. He felt dizzy and sparks floated before his eyes, which made him reel. After
steadying himself, he saw emerging from the darkness in front of him the oblong, powdered face of a woman who
asked him with a smile:
“Would you like to have a place by the sea? Or did you have a special place in mind?”
He felt the woman’s warm breath upon his face and he inhaled deeply without being aware of what he was
doing. But as soon as he became conscious of his action, his face reddened. With great effort he mumbled an
answer:
“I’ll take a room facing the sea.”
After taking him to a small room by the sea, the waitress asked what kind of food he would like, and he
answered:
“Just bring a few dishes of what you have in readiness.”
“Want some wine?”
“Yes.”
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“After the waitress had left, he stood up and pushed open the paper windows to let in some fresh air, for the
room was very stuffy and her perfumed presence lingered on, suffocating him.
The bay was calm. A light breeze passed by and the surface of the sea was wrinkled into a series of waves
which, under the reflection of the setting sun, glinted like the scales of a golden fish.
After watching the scene from the window for a while, he was moved to whisper a line of poetry:
The setting sun has crimsoned my seaside chamber.

Looking westward, he saw that the sun was now only about ten feet from the horizon. But however beautiful
the scene, his thoughts were still with the waitress—the fragrance emanating from her mouth, hair, face, and body.
After repeated attempts to engage his mind elsewhere, he resigned himself to the fact that in his present mood he
was obsessed with flesh rather than poetry.
Before long the waitress brought in his food and wine. She squatted by him and served him most attentively.
He wanted to take a close look at her and confide to her all his troubles. But in reality he didn’t even dare to look
her in the eye, much less talk to her. And so, like a mute, all he did was to look furtively at her delicate, white
hands resting upon her knees and that portion of a pink petticoat not covered by her kimono.
For Japanese women wear a short petticoat instead of drawers. On the outside they wear a buttonless, longsleeved kimono with a band about fourteen inches wide around the waist fastened into a square bundle on the
back. Because of this costume, with every step they take, the kimono is flung open to reveal the pink petticoat
inside and a glimpse of their plump thighs. This is the special charm of Japanese women to which he paid most
attention whenever he saw them on the street. It was also on account of this habit that he called himself a beast, a
sneaky dog, and a despicable coward.
Precisely it was the corner of the waitress’s petticoat that was perturbing him now. The more he wanted to talk
to her, the more tongue-tied he became. His embarrassment was apparently making the waitress a little impatient,
for she asked, “Where are you from?”
At this, his pallid face reddened again; he stammered and stammered but couldn’t give a forthright answer. He
was once again standing on the guillotine. For the Japanese look down upon Chinese just as we look down upon
pigs and dogs. They call us Shinajin, “Chinamen,” a term more derogatory than “knave” in Chinese. And now he
had to confess before this pretty young girl that he was a Shinajin.
“O China, my China, why don’t you grow strong!”
His body was trembling convulsively and tears were again about to roll down.
Seeing him in such agitation, the waitress thought it would be best to leave him to drink alone, so that he could
compose himself. So she said:
“You have almost finished this bottle. I’ll get you another one.”
In a while he heard the waitress coming upstairs. He thought she was coming back to him and so he changed
his sitting position and adjusted his clothes. But he was deceived, for she was only taking some other guests to the
room next to his.
Soon he heard the guests flirting with the waitress, who said coquettishly, “Please behave. We have a guest in
the next room.” This infuriated him, and he cursed them silently:
“Bastards! Pigs! How dare you bully me like this? Revenge! Revenge! I’ll revenge myself on you! can there be
any true-hearted girl in the world? You faithless waitress, how dare you desert me like this? Oh, let it be, let it be,
for from now on I shall care nothing about women, absolutely nothing. I will love nothing but my country, and let
my country be my love.”
He had an impulse to go home and apply himself to study. At the same time, however, he was very envious of
those bastards next door, and there was still a secret corner in his heart which expected the waitress’s return.
Finally, he suppressed his anger and silently downed a few cups of wine, which made him feel warm all over.
He got up and opened some more windows to cool himself, and saw that the sun was now going down. The he
drank a few more cups and watched the gradual blurring of the seascape. The shadow cast by the lighthouse on
the dike was getting longer and longer, and a descending fog began to blend the sky and the sea. But behind this
hazy veil the setting sun lingered on the horizon, as if reluctant to say good-by. After watching this view for a
while, he felt inexplicably merry and burst out laughing. He rubbed his burning cheeks, muttering, “Yes, I’m
drunk. I’m drunk.”
The waitress finally came in. Seeing him getting all red and laughing idiotically in front of the windows, she
asked:
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“With the windows wide open, aren’t you afraid of the cold?”
“I’m not cold, not cold at all. Who can afford to miss this beautiful sunset?”
“You’re indeed a poet. Here is your wine.”
“Poet? Yes, I am a poet. Bring me a brush and some paper and I’ll write a poem for you.”
After the waitress had left, he was surprised at himself and thought, “How have I become so bold all of a
sudden?”
He became even merrier after emptying more cups of the newly warmed wine and broke into another round of
loud laughter. In the next room those bastards were singing Japanese songs aloud, and so he also raised his voice
and chanted:
Drunk, I tap the railing and feel the chillier because of the wine;
Rivers and lakes again turn bleak in the dead of winter.
The mad poet\fn{Ni Heng, a precocious and utterly proud scholar of the Later Han Dynasty (5BC-220AD) who once wrote a fu poem on the parrot,
indirectly comparing himself to this bird of supernal intelligence forced to live in captivity.} with his profound pity for the parrot
Was spared through death—his bones buried in the Central Province—
The further ignominy of another talented youth\fn{Chia I, a Former Han writer of greater fame, whose hopes for a political career were dashed when
he was assigned or rather banished to the state of Ch’ang-sha to serve as its king’s tutor, and where he died a few years later, heartbroken, at the age of thirtythree.}

Exiled to Ch’ang-an with the title of grand tutor.
It’s not too hard to try to repay a life-saving meal
With a thousand pieces of gold,\fn{A reference to Han Hsien, a prominent general under the founding emperor (Han Gao Zu (206-195BC) of the Former
Han Dynasty, was befriended in his youth by a washerwoman who repeatedly gave him meals when he had nothing to eat. After he had achieved fame, he
sought her out and gave her a thousand pieces of gold.}

But how many could pass through the capital
Without heaving five long sighs?\fn{Liang Hung, a recluse of the Later Han, once passed through the national capital and composed a Song of Five
Sighs (Wu-i chih ko), each of its five lines ending with the exclamatory word i (alas!). the emperor, Su-tsung, was highly displeased, and Liang Hung had to
change his name and live in hiding.}

Looking homeward across the misted sea,
I, too, weep for my beloved country.

After repeating the poem several times, he fell asleep on the floor.
*
When he woke up, he found himself lying underneath a red satin quilt scented with a strange perfume. The
room was not big, but it was no longer the same room he had occupied in the late afternoon. A ten-watt bulb
suspended from the ceiling gave a dim light. A teapot and two cups were placed beside his pillow. After helping
himself to two or three cups of tea, he got up and walked unsteadily to the door. Just when he was opening it the
same waitress who had taken care of him in the afternoon came in to greet him: “Hey, there! Are you all right
now?”
He nodded and answered with a smile, “Yes. Where is the toilet?”
“I’ll show you.”
He followed her and again passed through the corridor, but it was now lit up and from far and near came
singing and laughter and the sound of the samisen.\fn{A Japanese banjo-like instrument of three strings.} All this helped
him to recall what had happened this afternoon, especially when he had said to the waitress when in a drunken
state. His face flushed again.
Returning from the toilet, he asked the waitress, “Is this quilt yours?”
“Yes,” she answered with a smile.
“What time is it now?”
“It’s probably eight forty or eight fifty.”
“Would you please give me the check?”
“Yes, sir.”
After he had paid the bill, tremblingly he handed the waitress a banknote, but she said, “No, thanks. I don’t
need it.”
He knew she was offended by the small tip. Again red with embarrassment, he searched his pocket and found
one remaining note. He gave it to her, saying, “I hope you won’t scorn this paltry sum. Please take it.”
His hand trembled more violently this time, and even his voice quivered. Seeing him in this state, the waitress
accepted the money and said tin a low voice, “Thank you.” He ran straight downstairs, put on his shoes, and went
outside.
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The night air was very cold. It was probably the eighth or ninth of the lunar month, and the half moon hung
high in the left corner of the grayish-blue sky, accompanied by a few lone stars.
He took a walk by the seashore. From afar the lights on the fishermen’s boats seemed to be beckoning him,
like the will-o’-the-wisp, and the waves under the silvery moonlight seemed to be winking at him, like the eyes of
mountain spirits. Suddenly he had the inexplicable urge to drown himself in the sea.
He felt in his pocket and found that he didn’t even have money for the trolley fare. Reflecting upon what he
had done today, he couldn’t help cursing himself:
“How could I have gone to such a place? I really have become a most degraded person. But it’s too late to
regret, too late to regret. I may as well end my life here, since I’ll probably never get the kind of love I want. And
what would life be without love? Isn’t it as dead as ashes? Ah, this dreary life, how dull and dry! Everyone in this
world hates me, maltreats me—even my own brother is trying to push hem off the edge of this world. How can I
make a living? And why should I stay on in this world of suffering?”
This thought gave him pause, and tears began to roll down his face, which was now as pallid as a dead man’s.
He didn’t even bother to wipe away those tears, which glistened on his moon-blanched face like the morning dew
on the leaves. With anguish he turned his head to look at the elongated shadow of his thin body.
“My poor shadow! you have followed me for twenty-one years and now this sea is going to bury you. Though
my body has been insulted and injured, I should not have let you grow so thin and emaciated. O shadow, my
shadow, please forgive me!”
He looked toward the west. The light on the lighthouse was doing its job, now beaming red and now green.
When the green beam reached down, there would immediately appear on the sea an illuminated path of light blue.
Again looking up, he saw a bright star trembling in the farthest reach of the western horizon.
“Underneath that shaky star lies my country, my birthplace, where I have spent eighteen years of my life. But
alas, my homeland, I shall see you no more!”
He was thinking such despondent thoughts of self-pity as he walked to and fro along the shore. After a while,
he paused to look again at that bright star in the western sky and tears poured down like a shower. The view
around him began to blur. Drying his tears, he stood still and uttered a long sigh. Then he said, between pauses:
“O China, my china, you are the cause of my death! … I wish you could become rich and strong soon! …
Many, many of your children are still suffering!”
2
The Jinhua winds east to meet the Qu as it meanders southward, and the confluence of these two rivers has for
centuries been a prosperous market town and center of communications. About ten thousand households live here,
their junks forming a forest of masts, and the well-watered mountainous region is rich in natural resources.
Although the county town of Lanxi is small, it has such strategic value that all those battling in the late twenties
for the control of Zhejiang Province knew that this was the first port to seize in the upper reaches of the Qiantang
River.
As the National Revolutionary Army\fn{ China was ruled by many feudal warlords during the early 1920s. In 1925, the
Chinese Communist Party together with the Kuomintang set up a national government in Guangzhou and formed a National Revolutionary
Army. The next year this army set out on a northern expedition against the warlords } advanced east from Dongjiang, Fujian

Province came over as soon as an order was received, and while the year 1926 drew to a close the vanguard of the
Northern Expedition Army approached the Xianxia Mountains, whose capture should make their position
invulnerable. The peasants of eastern Zhejiang, long trampled underfoot by the warlords, began to stir and look
forward to some action.
On the eve of a social upheaval, roughly the same phenomena may be observed in all villages and small towns
throughout the country. First, troop movements; next, a flood of rumours; and then the evacuation of the rich who
know, like weathercocks, when a storm is brewing. Though the order of evacuation may vary slightly, in general it
follows certain hard and fast rules: the plutocrats of the provincial capitals and big cities move into the foreign
concessions in Shanghai, small-town money-bags move to the cities and provincial capitals, while of course the
local gentry in the villages move to the nearby small towns till the trouble blows over.
Dong Yulin had hired a small junk and filled its hold with cases and crates of valuables. With him were his
wife, whose hair was already turning white, his much loved daughter Wanzhen, a student in a normal school in
Hangzhou, his thirteen-year-old son Dafa, and the family maid Ai’e. As they surreptitiously left their home in
Dong Village and set sail for Lanxi in the north to take refuge there, the late-rising winter sun was already above
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the tree-tops and the thick frost on the ground was sparkling like crystal. As the junk cast off, Dong Yulin wiped
his perspiring forehead with the sleeve of his padded gown and gave last instructions to the hired hand left in
charge, who had come to see them off, reminding him to collect all debts and interest. Swaying as the boat rocked,
he looked at the morning sun in the east, the fields and hills on both sides which belonged to him, and felt a pang
at having to leave his property. Not till the woods and fields of Dong Village were lost to sight did he lower his
head and step silently into the cabin.
The Dong family’s fortune had been built up in two generations. Dong Yulin’s father Dong Zhangzi had
deserted from the Taiping Army\fn{The army of a peasant uprising which swept through more than half of China during 18101864} bringing back considerable loot. That was before Dong Yulin was born, when his mother was working as a
slatternly barefoot serving girl for an impoverished family in the next village. Nearly twenty years of fighting,
affecting ten provinces or more, had left its mark on the Chinese countryside; but because this region was rich and
not too densely populated, recovery proved fairly rapid. Dong Zhangzi came back a strong fellow of eighteen. By
the time Dong Yulin was born he had worked hard for several years and built a three-roomed thatched cottage
west of the village, besides improving the soil of thirty mu of sandy land near by. In those days, moreover, the
land tax and cost of living were low. Thanks to Dong Zhangzi’s economy, apart from land, a house and
immovable property, Dong Yulin inherited a wine vat filled with bright silver dollars which he found buried under
his father’s deathbed.
Dong Yulin was half an inch shorter than his father but resembled him in every other way. They had the same
heavy jowls, broad shoulders, ferrety eyes, pug nose, large mouth and wispy moustache. He inherited not only his
father’s appearance but his miserly habits too. The year that he was nineteen, Dong Zhangzi found him a worthy
wife from Shangtang Village a hundred li away. When the old man lay on his deathbed with closed eyes, his
features relaxed in a smile, for young as she was his daughter-in-law had proved herself a far better manager, far
more parsimonious, than he was himself. It was rumoured in the village that Dong Zhangzi had not disclosed his
hidden hoard before he breathed his last, but that he came to life again to whisper its whereabouts to his daughterin-law.
As soon as Dong Zhangzi was dead, Dong Yulin and his wife started managing affairs in their own way. Their
first act was to reduce the old hired hand’s wages from eight thousand cash a year to seven thousand. But in
addition to cereals, they made him grow cabbages and turnips too. This meant extra work for him in winter, when
he had to carry vegetables to market.
One day on Dong Yulin’s way back from the district town, where he had been to sell maize, in a junk shop
outside the West Gate he discovered an old net in fairly good condition. He bought it for a song, took it home and
had it mended, and every evening after that they caught fish and prawns in the river. So sometimes, among the
vegetables in the hired hand’s load were eggs laid by Mrs. Dong’s hens, or fish and prawns.
The custom in Dong Village was to have four meals a day during the busy summer season, and three meals of
congee or rice in the more leisurely winter months. After Dong Zhangzi’s death, however, in the name of
economy Dong Yulin reduced the four summer meals to three, and the three winter meals to two or two and a half
—half meant leftovers which were eaten cold.
The year after Dong Zhangzi died, the region around Dong Village was ravaged by flood in May and by
drought during autumn. Many villagers were reduced to selling their children. Starvation stared them in the face
that winter. While Yulin and his wife also put up a show of despair, as if not knowing where their next meal was
to come from, they were secretly calculating how best to take advantage of the situation, how best to use the
hoard left them by Old Dong.
The first tentative step was taken by Mrs. Dong with the loan of a few silver dollars to certain families who
still owned some land but needed money badly before New Year. They promised to pay back double the amount
in two months or to forfeit their property, including even their children, in lieu of the debt. This excursion into
usury taught the Dongs a new and most expeditious way of making money. Thereafter, whenever New Year
approached, their gate was thronged by peasants from near by, and they utilized other festivals as well as the
hungry season between the consumption of the old crops and the ripening of the new to extract what little
property still remained to the simple, honest countryfolk. A man who is parched will drink even brine. Everyone
knew the danger of borrowing money at high rates of interest, but there was no pawnshop in the village, no bank
to give credit, and peasants driven to desperation had nowhere else to turn.
A monkey may let fall the fruit it steals, but not once did the Dongs lose out on a loan—they recouped capital
and interest every time. A few examples should suffice to demonstrate their skill in this respect.
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In the temple to the tutelary god in the northwest corner of the village lived a nun of around sixty, who sold
paper ingots to burn for the dead and performed other little services for the Buddhists. It was generally thought
that she must have some savings tucked away. One day she was taken ill and, because she was alone in the world,
Mrs. Dong decided to have a try at appropriating her property after she died. She called several times at the
temple, bringing occasional gifts for the nun, which cost her nothing. The old nun grew steadily worse, but when
some elderly Buddhist women in the village urged her to buy medicine she assured them that she could not afford
a doctor. They were arguing this point one day when along came Mrs. Dong. Hearing the other women’s advice,
she did not hesitate to producc two dollars from the pocket of her cotton skirt.
“Why pretend to be so poor, mother?” she cried. “If you grudge the money, let me advance it for you!”
She handed the money to a devout old woman, who went off to fetch a doctor and buy medicine. All present
praised Mrs. Dong’s generosity, and took it in turns to look after the old nun. But the medicine proved unavailing:
after another fortnight the old nun died.
When the news reached Mrs Dong, she dropped the pan she was holding and rushed to the temple. First she
made a thorough search of the corpse and bed, then she ransacked the whole shabby room. When she realized,
after searching until the evening, that the rumour of the old nun’s savings was false, she was too infuriated to
leave the temple. The next morning some good souls in the village contributed ten or twenty cents apiece to buy a
simple coffin. But before they could stop her, Mrs. Dong made off with the lid. When they overtook her and
demanded an explanation, she said she had taken it in lieu of the two dollars still owed her. The villagers talked it
over and chipped in to make up this sum to redeem the lid. But when the corpse was laid out she came back again
to claim her two weeks’ interest, and snatched a tattered padded jacket off the corpse. So the old nun was buried in
nothing but a ragged shift.
Another pathetic yet ludicrous example was the case of Ah De, an old bachelor who had earned a pittance in
his younger days by farming and herding for others or working as a hired hand in nearby villages. By skimping
for years on food and clothing, he contrived to put by between twenty and thirty dollars with which he bought two
mu of sandy land adjoining Dong’s property. Too old for heavy work now, he built himself a hut on his small plot,
meaning to spend his last years there. But soon coming to the end of his meagre savings he borrowed a silver
dollar from Dong Yulin for the Mid-autumn Festival. At the end of the year Dong went to Ah De’s hut to dun him
for both principal and interest, and since payment was not forthcoming he insisted on buying the old man’s two
mu of land. When all Ah De’s pleading fell on deaf ears, the old fellow shed tears of rage and rushed to the river.
“If you drive me any further, damn you!” he sobbed, “I shall jump in!”
Dong Yulin snatched up a long pole, ran after him and shoved him over the bank. Pushing Ah De out into deep
water with his pole, he ground his teeth and swore:
“Die and be done with it! You won’t pay me back and yet you dare talk about ending your life. I’ll do it for
you, you dog!”
This commotion had drawn the villagers from far and near. They heard Ah De, really terrified now, call out:
“Don’t drown me! I’ll let you have it! You can have it!”
The upshot was that for less than twenty dollars Dong bought the two mu of land that Ah De had been counting
on to provide for his funeral.
The Dongs combined their flair for usury with remarkable thriftiness.
To them, smoking was a luxury, but they needed the solace of a pipe during the long evenings when they sat
making up their accounts by lamplight. To cut the cost of tobacco, they dried and chopped up some mugwort or
artemisia and mixed this in with it. And when they bought a box of matches they carefully selected the thicker
ones and split them into two or three, to make one box go as far as one and a half or two.
Naturally the Dongs’ property grew from day to day till the fields, hills, oxen and implements they had
acquired by forced purchase or trickery came to four times as much as Dong Zhangzi had owned. But children
cannot be bought or seized by force, and in the seven years of their marriage all five of the infants born to them
had died. Ill-wishers in the village, toasting themselves before a brazier in winter as they gossiped about their
neighbours, would say with a snigger:
“Those skinflints have sucked us clean, but they’ve done for themselves as well. Just see! They’ve no children
to enjoy their ill-gotten gains!”
The taunts of these peasants whose land they had seized reached the, ears of Dong Yulin and his wife; and late
at night, tired out from devising new economies or writing up their accounts, they would often fall silent as they
looked round their home, conscious of something missing. Then Mrs. Dong decided that she would pray to
Buddha to send her offspring. And her husband agreed that Buddha alone could help them gain their desire.
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They did not make their long pilgrimages without careful preparation, however. In the first place they would
make ready for six months in advance, accumulating a boatload of local products to be sold near some far-famed
temple. In the second place, they always hired a boat that was going back to its base, because that cost two-thirds
of the normal price. And after beating the charge down as low as they could, they sometimes recruited other
passengers to contribute to the fare. Whereas other pilgrims spend money on a pilgrimage, the Dongs usually
made a tidy profit out of it, increasing their capital for usury.
Moreover, their frugality extended to the alms they offered Buddha. Thus if the image in some famous temple
needed a new embroidered silk gown, more often than not the pious Dongs would head the list of subscribers. If
the cost of the gown was estimated at fifty dollars, they would collect seventy, and the tailors were particularly
accommodating when it came to serving this charitable pair. A gown for which others paid fifty cost them no
more than thirty to thirty-five dollars. Furthermore their familiarity with current prices, no rare attribute in itself,
was turned to good account when they purchased an equally handsome but less durable material at half the
estimated price. The amount too would be less than stipulated. Of course this made it difficult for the monks to
put the gown on the Buddha, but these economies covered the pious Dongs’ travelling expenses as well as board,
lodging and alms.
Since the Dongs were given to good works on this scale, they made many friends among the rich gentry and
landlords in the vicinity, who every winter gave this charitable couple handsome donations in the shape of ricetickets, clothes and money to distribute amongst the poor. So not only the Dongs’ relatives but even their hired
hands and temporary helps benefited every winter from their charity. Their very livestock was fed on husks
obtained from the rice shop in exchange for rice-tickets. As for the padded garments, some underwent a
transformation and turned into quilts for the Dongs, others took the place of wages for the day labourers who
worked for them in busy seasons.
The most talked of act of charity undertaken by this virtuous couple occurred during an epidemic of plague in
the village. After drawing funds from the Philanthropic Association in town, Dong Yulin hired men to make a
dozen or so coffins, which he stored in readiness in the family temple. The pine wood was felled at no expense on
the nearby mountains, and the carpenters were village men who received food but no wages. Anyone could have
one of these coffins for a nominal fee, but shortness of stature was a prerequisite for the occupant, for without
exception these coffins were unusually small. A large corpse could not fit inside.
So Dong Yulin and his wife contrived to feather their nest while doing good works and worshipping the spirits.
Naturally Buddha could not fail to protect them, and so a daughter Wanzhen was born to them and had grown up a
healthy girl. She was followed a few years later by Dafa, a son to carry on the family line.
*
The sun, rising higher, flooded the wintry fields on both frosty banks with a brilliant, rarefied light. Not the
russet of late autumn but the deep sombre green retained even in sere, yellow winter by the country south of the
Yangzi. This was particularly true of the old trees, circled by birds or wreathed with wisps of straw, which could
be seen from time to time through the cabin window standing out boldly against the clear blue sky. Wanzhen, who
had come home on holiday from Hangzhou a fortnight earlier, was reminded of the university student from
Quzhou who had travelled with her for one day and one night on his way back from Shanghai.
Boat travel is slow and uneventful, and she was lucky on the steamer to have the company of this lively young
man, who explained to her the stranglehold imperialism had on China and the need for a great social revolution.
Wanzhen was already eighteen, and although this undergraduate used many terms she could not understand, his
enthusiasm, his piercing eyes and his flushed cheeks when he was carried away by emotion convinced her that
everything said by this promising well-read youth must surely be true. She had two meals with him on board, and
they put up in the same hotel that night. Their parting the next morning on Lanxi jetty filled her with an
indefinable regret, as if by fading moonlight under wind-tossed willows she were saying farewell forever to a
gallant knight.
Back home with her parents and mischievous younger brother, she soon forgot the journey. She did not think
of the young man again till disquieting rumors of the probable fighting in the neighborhood agitated their
household, and they decided to move out of harm’s way.
“If he were here, that rabble of northern soldiers would never dare to touch us” she thought. “How well he
spoke about a social revolution and overthrowing the status quo! And how helpfully and admirably he behaved
when we boarded and left the boat, or went to the hotel!”
In the intervals between packing she had recalled him. Now on the river her memories took a more vivid
shape, as sometimes happens when you visualize scenes from a book you have once read. And finally her
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thoughts turned to a photograph she had seen in a Hangzhou studio of a girl in a veil, holding flowers, beside a
dashing handsome young man dressed in a western suit.
Wanzhen was considered not bad looking by her classmates. True, the shape of her face resembled that of her
father, but in place of his pug nose she had her mother’s aquiline features; and the result was a pleasant but
ordinary face, neither specially attractive nor in any way repulsive. But after all, her age is a girl’s chief charm.
When the gawky Dong family bone-structure was clothed in the flesh of eighteen, although her skin was not
notably white and her clothes quite unremarkable—she wore the jacket and black skirt of a school-girl—this
could not disguise the natural magnetism on a young girl, the attraction she has for the opposite sex. The
afternoon sun was sinking as the Dong family’s boat put in at Lanxi, and Wanzhen’s wholesome good looks drew
the eyes of all the noisy idlers on shore.
Dong Yulin had rented an old house in a small lane in the southwest part of town. It had three rooms upstairs,
another three down, and the rent was less than ten dollars a month; but even this struck the Dongs as so excessive
that barely had they settled in than they started looking round for tenants sufficiently well-to-do to rent the ground
floor. Family after family, refugees like themselves from neighbouring villages, came to see the rooms but jibbed
at the high rent asked. Meanwhile the news from outside became daily more alarming, until all business virtually
came to a stop.
And then, one cold winter’s evening, the army withdrew from the front and the harbours south and west of the
town were filled with crowded troop transports.
Dong Yulin had just picked up his bowl at the supper table when the sound of bugling outside the town made
his blood run cold and he hurried to bolt the gate. That evening the five of them dared not go upstairs but spread
mattresses on the ground floor and passed an uneasy night there. The next morning they made Ai’e slip out
through the back door to buy some beancurd from a shop in the side street. She came back after a long time white
as a sheet, her bowl empty. As soon as the back door was bolted she caught hold of Mrs. Dong and whispered,
trembling:
“Mercy on us! They were looting and raping women last night outside the south and west gates. They’re pressganging men on the streets and stopping all boats. There’s not a soul about and not a shop open. When the
beancurd seller saw me through the window, he called me in quickly and scolded me for taking such a risk. Then
he scared the wits out of me, saying there’s going to be fighting here in Lanxi!”
For two days and three nights the family had next to nothing to eat and huddled fearfully on the floor
downstairs. Then suddenly they heard footsteps in the street. At about ten in the morning firecrackers went off,
there was pounding on the gate and someone shouted:
“Open the door! The warlord Sun Zhuanfang’s bandit troops have gone! This morning the National Revolutionary Army marched into town. You’re invited to attend a mass meeting at the foot of Big Cloud Hill to
welcome them.”
Dong Yulin opened the door a crack and peered out.
He saw a Lanxi youth in a gray jacket and leather belt, holding a Kuomintang flag. Observing Dong’s fright,
the young man stopped to explain that the National Revolutionary Army was a people’s army and would make no
trouble for the common folk. Wanzhen and Dafa went out while he was talking and stood behind their father, and
Wanzhen was instantly reminded of the undergraduate she had met on the boat, for both young men spoke the
same language. Presently the lad moved on to the next house. They heard later that he was in charge of
propaganda in the west part of the town.
So came the strenuous high tide of revolution. A Party headquarters was set up in Lanxi, the whole
administration was reorganized, the crimes of many local magnates were exposed and not a little land was
confiscated. One day at a concert to entertain the troops, Wanzhen was surprised to meet one of her classmates in
the Hangzhou Normal School whose family lived in Lanxi. This girl, who had always shone in school debates,
was now an executive member of the Women’s Association affiliated to the Lanxi Party headquarters.
Having chatted very briefly, they exchanged addresses. Then the other girl had to go off to attend to some
business, That evening when Wanzhen went home she told her parents about the encounter, concluding:
“She was very keen for me to join the Party and take up some work in the Women’s Association or Party
headquarters.”
Since the revolutionary army entered the town, Dong Yulin had seen enough red and green slogans, heard
enough speeches and witnessed the arrest and punishment of enough landowners to turn him against the
Kuomintang, for he feared it would reach out a powerful hand to clutch him. His daughter’s talk of joining the
Party made him see red.
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“You want to join the revolutionary Party? It’s not as if men of property were thieves, damn it all! That riffraff
is just making trouble. What do they mean by ill-gotten gains? What’s this talk of confiscation? They’re
swindlers, the lot of them!”
Dong Yulin had never lost his temper with Wanzhen or spoken to her harshly, and since she went to school in
Hangzhou he had shown her even more consideration. This sudden outburst so frightened his wife that she did not
know what to do. The three of them sat in silence round the lamp until crafty, shrewd Mrs. Dong hit on a way of
smoothing things over.
“Times have changed,” she said. “If this is the way things are in town, there’s likely to be trouble in our village
too. I’d let Wanzhen join her friend there and get to know more people—such contacts may come in useful. So
long as she’s on her guard you needn’t worry.”
Since she was his trusted helpmate and had his interests at heart, Dong Yulin after thinking it over let himself
be persuaded by his wife. So this small family dispute was settled without more ado.
*
Wanzhen did indeed join the Party and start work in the propaganda section of the county Party headquarters.
It was a resolution passed by the Dong Village Peasants’ Association that prompted her to act so quickly.
The peasants wanted to confiscate all Dong Yulin’s land and forbid his family to return to the village to fleece
them again. Resolutions from local peasant associations had to be ratified by the county Party headquarters, and
as soon as this news reached Dong Yulin he urged his daughter to establish connections with the Party
headquarters. She had in fact been given a job in the propaganda section before this resolution reached the county.
The chief of the propaganda section, Qian Shiying, was a young man of twenty-five who had come from the
Guangzhou revolutionary army. A capable member of the revolutionary Party, he had been left in Lanxi to direct
the Party work here during the confusion following the fighting. His native province was Hunan but he had been
brought up in Anhui, graduated from a normal school in Wuhu, and gone to Guangzhou two years before this to
join the army. Qian was quite a veteran, having been among the first batch to complete the Party’s course of
political training.
Qian Shiying, while not tall, was powerfully built and looked as steady and solid as a rock. Being full-fleshed,
his long face seemed oval. He was short-sighted and wore glasses, but although his black pupils were not large
you felt they could see right through you. As a rule he spoke little, but in an emergency he went straight to the
heart of the matter and could explain even the knottiest problems and find a satisfactory solution for them. His
frequent smile was not the usual artificial smirk but a frank, unaffected smile from the heart, which seemed to
illumine the darkness all around.
Wanzhen worked at a desk opposite Qian Shiying, and at first his presence made her so nervous that she hardly
knew what to do. Later, when she made some ridiculous mistakes in copying out slogans and he corrected them in
a friendly way, she felt he was quite approachable after all, though her colleagues seemed to look up to him as if
he were a god.
That winter was exceptionally warm in the south, but one Saturday in spring there was a heavy fall of snow.
When Section Chief Qian came back at five that afternoon from a meeting of county delegates, his face was
distinctly clouded. He put down and picked up his briefcase 6everal times and cast sidelong glances at Wanzhen,
as if he had something important to say to her. Finally he looked at his watch, picked up his case and left. He
turned in the doorway with a smile to tell her:
“Comrade Dong! Tomorrow’s Sunday and a holiday. Will you come with me to Mount Heng to look at the
snow? There’s a lunch party in the county government, but it should be over by three. Do you mind waiting for
me at the jetty outside the West Gate?”
Wanzhen flushed and hung her head as she murmured her assent. The next instant she brightened and looked
up with a smile at Qian. When their eyes met he was the one to seem taken aback. His smile gave way to a look of
doubt, but after a momentary hesitation he left the office. All the others had gone and dusk was rapidly falling.
The faint light reflected from the snow lit up Wanzhen’s rosy cheeks and dancing eyes.
All the way home her heart beat fast as she recalled Qian Shiying’s steady, experienced manner, his smile just
now, and their date for the next afternoon. She could hardly forbear from proclaiming the good news to passers-by
on the road. So absorbed was she by her thoughts that she took the wrong turning, heading east instead of west,
down the narrow lane which led to the hostel for workers in the Party headquarters where Qian Shiying lived. She
toyed with the idea of calling for him and finding somewhere nearby to spend the night instead of waiting till the
next day. But that would not do. Too many other people lived there, and Qian Shiying would be embarrassed if
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they knew. Snowflakes were stinging her cheeks now and a piercing wind recalled her to her senses. She turned
and took the road home.
The night dragged past as slowly as if she were a prisoner newly confined. As she tossed and turned on the
bed, her fancy ran riot. As soon as there was a glimmer of light she threw on her jacket and sat up in her quilt. It
was not the dawn that she saw through the window, however, but the gleam of the snow. Unable to sleep, she
dressed and lit the lamp. She would have gone downstairs to wash, but as the maid was still in bed the water
would be icy cold. In desperation she took up a book and opened it at random to choose some characters which
would indicate whether she were to be lucky or not. She could make no sense of the first four words she hit on,
“constant”, “also”, “has” and “end”. However, at last she heard movement downstairs and knew Ai’e was boiling
water and getting breakfast. She tried again and relaxed when this time she picked “then”, “profit” and “arive”,
for surely “profit” augured well for today.
She went downstairs to wash and comb her hair and had barely finished breakfast when her classmate from the
Women’s Association called. Wanzhen was as pleased as a child with a new toy, for it was this friend who had
recommended her to join the Party and work in the propaganda section. Yesterday the setion chief had made a
secret appointment with her, and today her sponsor had called—there must be some reason for this. She
entertained her most hospitably. Judging by the other’s manner and certain hints she let fall, there was something
on her mind which she found it hard to put into words. Guessing that this concerned Qian Shiying, Wanzhen tried
to stop her from coming out with it, for she meant to ask this friend to broach the subject formally to her parents
after she had seen the section chief that afternoon. When the other girl left after an hour or so, Wanzhen waited
impatiently for three o’clock.
She urged Ai’e to expedite lunch. The meal ended, she changed and prinked herself.\fn{ Dressed herself up} It had
not yet struck two when she set out in her new gray gown to the jetty by the West Gate. The day was fine,
although slushy underfoot, and the sky above glowed an enchanting blue. After walking up and down on the bank
to kill time for half an hour, she accosted an old boatman and arranged to hire his boat for the trip to Mount Heng.
At first she thought she would sit in the boat and wait. But then, afraid Qian might miss her, she gathered up the
skirt of her gown and went ashore to pace the muddy path in the sunlight for another half hour. At three exactly,
she saw Qian Shiying approaching, a smile on his face. And the fact that he was wearing a black serge padded
gown instead of his usual uniform pleased Wanzhen, who saw in this a deep significance.
Once aboard the boat Qian remained silent, smiling light-heartedly as he looked out across the snowy
countryside in the slanting afternoon sun. Wanzhen watched him with expectant, eager eyes. When the boat
reached midstream he met her glance. At once his face grew grave and gazing at her steadily he said to her,
“Comrade Dong!”
Wanzhen’s cheeks burned, she looked the picture of confusion. Her heart pounded and she trembled as the
young man continued gently:
“Comrade Dong! People who work for the revolution shouldn’t do anything underhand, you know …”
This only increased her confusion. Her brimming eyes shone, her breath came in gasps, her lips quivered. She
was shaking like a leaf.
“But what else could I do?” he went on. “Yesterday at the county meeting the delegate from Dong Village
presented a resolution. At first I didn’t realize it dealt with your family, but when they passed it to me for
ratification I saw your name. Down in black and white was an account of the land apd property your father had
seized, his usury and embezzlement of public funds. It stated correctly too that your father was hiding in the
county town and that you had got a job in the Party headquarters. I didn’t like to bring this up in the office, that’s
why I asked you to come out today …”
Wanzhen had been so keyed up that this sudden blow reduced her to helpless despair. She lost all control and
will-power. Before Qian Shiying could finish she tumbled into his arms, too distracted to care about appearances,
and gave way to a fit of weeping.
Qian Shiying was a young man, hot blood coursed through his veins. The warm helpless girl in his arms and
her utter distress aroused in him both pity and desire, undermining his level-headedness and good judgement.
Holding her close, he murmured,
“Don’t take it so to heart!”
And before he knew what he was doing he had lowered his head against her burning cheek. They clung to each
other, their lips met. But then he came to his senses with a start and recoiled in bitter remorse, self-reproach in his
eyes. Heaving a long sigh, he stood there motionless. He had invited Wanzhen out solely to settle this business,
with no ulterior motive, meaning to advise her to resign and persuade her father to return some of his property to

991

its rightful owners. He had intimated as much the previous day to the classmate who had introduced Wanzhen,
asking her to prepare the girl and tell her not to lose heart—other work would be found for her. But his carefully
thought-out scheme and comradely consideration had degenerated into such a base impulse! This was as bad as
taking advantage of another man’s danger to abduct his wife or daughter. Such conduct was morally indefensible,
especially since he was a Party member in a position of authority. It was up to him now to atone for his mistake.
He would have to go through with this. Once the two of them had come together, he could gradually set things
right. This resolution brought him a faint gleam of hope. Laying a hand on Wanzhen’s shoulder, still bowed in
weeping, he softly urged her to sit up and tidy herself. By the time the boat reached Mount Heng, a smile had
dawned again on her tear-stained face.
*
This heavy snowfall had made Mount Heng lovelier than usual. Although most of the snow had melted on the
path by the river where their boat moored, it still sparkled on the ridges on both sides, the thatched roofs of mud
cottages and the branches of trees. The sun, sinking, plunged the east side of the mountain into shadow and
empurpled half the river, like a Chinese landscape in ink and water colours. Qian Shiying helped Wanzhen up the
stone steps to the temple and, as they looked back at the little town of Lanxi, each was happy for different reasons.
The clustered roofs of the town were powdered with spring snow, while encircling the high masts of the junks
in the harbours was the arched dome of the sky, blue as an indigo flower, bringing a lift to men’s hearts. The
white-capped mountains near and far, the two towers rising sheer from the hillsides and the confluence of the
three streams east, west and south of Lanxi combined to form a snowy landscape of incomparable beauty.
Wanzhen for her part felt that it was this snow that had brought her and Qian Shiying together, that this cloak
of white over the earth was a happy omen that they would live together until their hair was white. Her parents’
difficulties, her own future and present status had all been settled when Qian Shiying bent his head. As for the
young man, he pitied Wanzhen because although healthy and well-educated she lacked training. He believed that
if somebody would guide her along the right path, a girl like this could do useful work for the revolution. And
another consideration, underlying his legitimate concern, was the thought of his lonely bachelor life in the hostel,
the natural appetite of a young man of twenty-five.
The scene before him was entrancing, the ardent girl beside him was longing for love. As Qian gazed round at
his surroundings, Wanzhen’s childish preoccupation with the pleasure of the moment and lack of anxiety about the
future helped to stifle the remorse he had felt in the boat.
Leaning over the stone balustrade and pointing out various landmarks in Lanxi, they suddenly found
themselves gazing into each other’s eyes. Wanzhen flushed and turned her head away with a smile; but her eyes
swivelled back to survey the young man’s whole person and scrutinize his face. Qian, smiling, was regarding her
as intently as if at a first encounter. The second time their glances met, he felt constrained to speak and asked with
a laugh:
“Are you game enough to climb up to the top?”
“I’ll go wherever you do!”
“Good! Let’s see who’s the best climber.”
After entering the temple to ask an old Taoist the way to Orchid Shade Shrine, they struck up a side path
towards the summit. The sun had melted most of the snow, but although the narrow path did not look too wet it
was difficult to climb. After slipping twice, Wanzhen let Qian put his arm round her supple waist, and so they
proceeded slowly, chatting as they walked. By the time they reached the top, talk had veered to the question of
their future.
“We must keep this secret for a while. The first thing to do is to deal with that resolution from Dong Village.
Revolutionaries mustn’t do anything dishonest. There’s clear evidence that much of your land and property was
wrongly come by, and of course that must be returned to its rightful owners. Besides, since you and your father
are accused of deceiving the Party, you’ll obviously have to resign, or it won’t look good. After I’ve dealt with
this case, we can find you another job. It was to tell you this that I asked you out today. But the way things have
turned out rather complicates matters. My plan, after sorting out the Party affairs here, is to take you away to
some place where there’ll be no fingers pointed at you. Please explain this to your parents when you go home. We
won’t talk about marriage until the case is settled …”
Wanzhen listened with a sinking heart. If she really resigned tomorrow, what chance would she have of seeing
him? Of course she was concerned about her parents’ property, but she also revelled in working with young men,
going out early, returning late, attracting glances as she walked down the street. And still more essential to her
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happiness was the love of this sturdy Section Chief Qian, which she was hoping to enjoy to the full. What would
become of that if she had to resign?
Qian guessed from her clouded face what was in her mind. So he added:
“We must always take the long view. Putting your own individual comfort before the cause is a most
unrevolutionary attitude. You’re not a child any more, you should understand that.”
A passionate embrace and ardent kisses smoothed away the worried look on Wanzhen’s face. They had now
reached Orchid Shade Shrine and could see the sunset over the River Qu, the snow drifts in the western fields, the
smoke rising from villages nestled in trees far and near. Dusk was falling and it was time to return. Side by side,
their faces shining, they gazed at the breath-taking loveliness of the snow-clad village below the hill in the
splendid evening light. Then they hurried down the broad pathway from the West Peak.
Sleep evaded Qian Shiying on his return from Mount Heng, just as it had Wanzhen the night before. His
thoughts strayed to Huang Lie, a girl who had studied with him in Guangzhou. They had never spoken of love,
but after knowing each other for a year and going through difficulties and dangers together they had come to think
and behave alike, to share the same ideals. When he compared Huang Lie with Dong Wanzhen, the one was a fine
woman comrade with a mind of her own, the other just a healthy specimen of the opposite sex. Yes, more
dispassionate reflection led to a return of the regret he had known earlier in the day.
Most people marry sooner or later. Unfortunately life had been so strenuous and rushed in Guangzhou that he
and Huang Lie had simply remained good comrades with no chance to develop a closer relationship. One evening
shortly before she left for Hunan with the Northern Expedition Army, he saw her back to her hostel after a
farewell party and caught a new note in her voice as she said:
“Comrade Qian! Revolutionaries like us shouldn’t feel any regret at parting, but somehow or other in these last
few days the farewell parties given us by the comrades staying in Guangzhou have made a weakling of me. I
couldn’t sleep for a long time last night. Have you anything to say, any word of advice, encouragement or warning
to help raise my morale?”
As he recalled that evening, he could still hear how her voice had trembled at the last words. But he was just
planning to set out himself with the contingent going east and had no thought to spare for anything else. He
merely repeated the cheering words that were on everybody’s lips:
“We must go all out till we meet again in Wuhan!”
So, after a warm handshake, they parted in the dark in front of her hostel. A few days later he caught a last
hurried glimpse of her in the crowd when he went to see her off at the station.
Unrequited love is bitter, but unsolicited love is embarrassing. Qian was now in the unenviable position of
having to accept Wanzhen’s love, and this put him in a dilemma. He could of course run away. Many of his
comrades indulged in love as a sport, but this was beyond him. Besides, Wanzhen was not a girl who could be
trifled with. Immature as a child, she was taking her first risky steps in life and her future development, for good
or for evil, depended entirely on her reaction to this first experience.
“Oh, well, I must put up with it, I suppose! It’s the duty of a revolutionary to change someone whose
character’s still unformed into a fighter able to serve society. There’s no going back now that I’ve taken the first
step. Besides, it’s by no means certain that the way ahead lies through quicksands.”
He decided at length that he had no alternative. Turning over towards the wall, he was just composing himself
to sleep when the cocks at the foot of Big Cloud Hill started crowing to announce the dawn.
*
After an investigation by the local Party branch, Dong Yulin’s case was settled surprisingly easily. The reason
was that many peasants like old Ah De, whose property he had seized, were dead; others had left the village to
find some means of livelihood outside, and their whereabouts was unknown. Those ruined by his high rates of
interest had no proofs to offer, no witnesses to produce, hence they let the matter drop. And those still in debt to
Dong were humble folk who dared not offend him for fear they might need to borrow from him again at a pinch.
Not having to pay any interest more than satisfied them. Hence the Party headquarters decided simply to
confiscate a few dozen mu of Dong’s land to support a primary school in Dong Village. This was done to
compensate for overruling the last clause of the resolution forbidding the Dongs ever to return to the village.
In stirring times people’s memories are short. In little over a month the case was forgotten. Then Dong
Wanzhen, whose resignation had not been accepted but who had been granted one month’s leave, went back to
work in the Party headquarters. And Dong Yulin became well-known in the county town as a philanthropist eager
to found schools and raise funds for good causes. Qian Shiying, the propaganda section chief, started to visit the
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Dongs quite openly, and the local gentry were loud in their praise of Section Chief Qian and Miss Dong, who
neither neglected the revolution for love, nor love for the revolution.
When the warm spring wind reached this county town by the river and the brassica and rue were in full bloom,
the marriage between Qian Shiying and Wanzhen was formally celebrated, for at last the time had come when it
could be made public.
The evening of the wedding, the east room on the ground floor was prepared as a bridal chamber, while the
other two were hung with pictures and complimentary scrolls and filled with ten banquet tables at which sat all
the notable figures in the Party and administration. A speech by the county head, as Qian Shiying’s sponsor, was
followed by an account of this love affair from the executive members of the Women’s Association who had
introduced the young couple. Then came the turn of the bride’s father.
And what public spirit and self-sacrifice Dong revealed as he described his past career, his present sentiments
and his resolves for the future! Since boyhood he had been a revolutionary, he declared, whose chief concern was
regulating the local economy and fearlessly doing good. Not for an hour did he ever forget the injunctions of Sun
Yat-sen\fn{Sun Yat-sen (1866-1920) was the leader of the Chinese bourgeois-democratic revolution, who co-operated with the Chinese
Communist Party in the common fight against warlords } but always strove to put them into practice. He had contributed
lavishly to the relief of victims of flood and famine, in the year of the plague he had given with both hands. The
envy of the local gentry accounted for the previous year’s attack on him. He was utterly determined to take his
stand under the banners of the Three People’s Principles\fn{ The doctrine evolved by Sun Yat-sen, namely: nationalism,
democracy, and the people’s welfare } and struggle for revolution. The peasants and workers were the backbone of
China. He intended to return to the village to devote his last years to serving poor tenant farmers and workers …
This zealous revolutionary, who had studied for no more than three years in a village school, unctuously
mouthed so many new terms he had picked up from Qian Shiying and his own daughter that some guests from
Shangtang and Dong Village could hardly believe their ears.
“See what a stay in the county town\fn{ The county seat, we would say:H} does for a man!” they whispered to each
other. “Here’s Yulin after barely six months talking in a way none of us can understand—in front of the county
head, too!”
By midnight the guests had scattered. But no sooner had the newlyweds sat down on their bed when in walked
the hero of the evening, Dong Yulin, eager to discuss the future. How much would Qian pay a month for board
and lodging? Could Wanzhen’s salary be increased and made over as before to her parents? When he returned
sooner or later to Dong Village, could he be put in charge of the Party branch there? These and other related
matters completely staggered Qian Shiying, who was eager to go to bed.
The situation was saved by Wanzhen, who after all understood her parents better. Seeing the confusion and
dismay on her husband’s face, she ruthlessly cut short her father’s flood of questions.
“It’s late now, father!” she said. “You ought to get some rest. We can discuss all this tomorrow, can’t we?”
Wanzhen after her marriage displayed all her hereditary cunning. She knew where to buy the cheapest, prettiest
yet most durable materials to dress herself smartly; she knew how to ingratiate herself with their most influential
colleagues. Owing in part to fondness, in part to indolence, Qian Shiying let his bride have her way in these
respects. Even when she overstepped the proper limits, he behaved for the most part with the admiring indulgence
of a father to a favourite child. In consequence, Wanzhen’s methods of managing the home and her reputation
outside led to an effrontery and foolish self-conceit which soon reached alarming proportions, becoming second
nature with her.
Her first success was in the management of their combined salaries. After disbursing an exorbitant sum for
board and lodging to make the old couple happy and expending as much on entertainment and clothes as was
needed for her husband’s comfort, she managed to save money the very first month, something Qian Shiying had
never succeeded in doing.
Her second success was in the skill with which she harried their servant. As a young bride, she felt she owed it
to her parents and to her own prestige in that neighbourhood to hire a domestic. So, quite unnecessarily, she found
a maid fresh from the countryside and in her training of this unfortunate girl gave full play to the gifts inherited
from her forbears. In the morning, for example, before it was light she would shout to the maid to get up. In the
evening, not begrudging extra oil for the lamp, she would not let the maid go to bed before midnight, setting the
time on the alarm clock which was one of their wedding gifts. When the loud alarm grated on her nerves by
startling the newly-weds from their sweet dreams, she not only swore at the servant’s stupidity but sacrificed a
square of calico to make a cover for the clock. During the day when they were out, she set the maid some heavy,
difficult tasks like picking out the sand and husks from the rice or removing all stains from the floor, to prevent
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her from having a single moment’s peace. And when they were at home, she insisted on being waited on hand and
foot. The least fault or delay was a pretext for her to ask leave from work and spend hours abusing the stupid, illbred country girl, making the poor creature’s life a hell on earth.
When it came to acquiring desirable connections Wanzhen was infinitely more skilful than her husband. She it
was who made the advances and flattered their superiors and equals. Subordinates or country folk, however, tried
the patience of the section chief’s wife, who often abused them roundly.
So it came to pass that less than two months after their marriage Wanzhen’s reputation was established
throughout the county as an exemplary wife. Meanwhile Qian Shiying was attending fewer public functions and
appeared oddly apathetic and depressed. At home he had little to say to his worthy wife, but sat with bent head
drafting innumerable letters or going through documents of one kind or another.
Then there came the split in the Party,\fn{Chiang Kai-shek, commander of the Northern Expedition Army, openly betrayed the
revolution after the preliminary victory over the warlords, and started a reign of terror against the Communists } the upheavals in
Wuhan, the provincial headquarters, Jiangxi, Guangdong, Guangxi and elsewhere, and finally the massacres. Qian
Shiying had already earned his comrades’ contempt for letting marriage undermine his enthusiasm for the
revolution. Now he suddenly resigned from all his Party posts.
That afternoon, as Wanzhen was returning complacently from a meeting of the Women’s Association, she ran
into her husband looking strangely pale and distraught. She knew at once from his clouded face that something
was amiss. Her smile vanished and, raising her eyebrows, she asked him where he was going.
“Good thing we’ve met. I’ve something to tell you. Let’s go home!”
His mumbled reply dispelled all the enthusiasm and cheerfulness she had felt at the meeting. Especially when
he added under his breath,
“I’ve resigned …” She stared into his face in amazement and repeated mechanically:
“Resigned?”
His listless manner as he trudged silently along made her amazement give way to indignation, then to coldness
and contempt. After accompanying him in silence for a while, she muttered to herself:
“Well, who cares? So long as you can support yourself.”
In this comment he recognized all her contempt and hate for him. Having delivered herself of this remark, she
set her face grimly and strode furiously along, raising her head reflectively towards the sky. He peered
mistrustfully at her with his short-sighted eyes.
In silence they walked home, and a deeper silence prevailed throughout their evening meal and preparations
for bed, for neither uttered a word. The maid, accustomed to being treated like dirt, was so unnerved by the
tension in the air that while putting the lamp down in front of the alarm clock she broke its chimney, already
mended with white paper. This precipitated the storm that had long been brewing. Her mistress screamed abuse at
the top of her voice.
“Want to set the place on fire, do you, damn you! You’re too useless to live! Go and jump into a well! You’re
driving me frantic. What face do I have left? …”
So she went on spitting out vituperation intended for her husband until her strident voice was hoarse. Her
parents and brother upstairs were so used to these tirades that they would not have dreamed of interfering. In any
case, they seemed to be sound asleep. Qian Shiying swallowed his rage while his wife was screaming abuse,
venting his feelings with a few deep sighs. After the alarm went at twelve and the maid crept quietly to bed, he
listened to his wife’s even breathing and found her snoring louder than usual after the excitement earlier that
evening. Then at last he groaned and tore his hair.
Their small house in a lane in the southwest part of the town was wrapped in a silence like the tomb. When
Qian Shiying could hear the maid snoring too, he rose noiselessly, put on a long gown and groped his way to the
desk. He heaped all the letters and documents he found there and in the drawers on to the floor, then poured the
paraffin from the maid’s broken lamp over the pile. Having rolled some long paper spills,\fn{ These were used to light
pipes prior to the invention and widespread of pocket lighters:H } he struck a match and lit them. A flame flared up in the
darkness, but he promptly blew it out, leaving only a few sparks smouldering. The bolt of the outer gate was
softly drawn, and a burly figure hastened east along the dimly lit street leading out of town, soon disappearing
from sight.
One evening a week or so after this, a man of twenty-five or twenty-six, of medium height but powerfully
built, sought admittance at a small hotel in Shanghai. He had an Anhui accent and the glasses he wore for short
sightedness made him look something like a student. As soon as he had been shown his room, he asked the
attendant to bring him all the newspapers of the past week, which he started reading. When he saw in a column of
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news from the provinces that a fire breaking out in Lanxi had burned an entire family to death, a frank, unaffected
smile dawned on his face.
73.106 A Writer’s Tribulations\fn{by Fan Yanqiao (1896-1967)} Wujiang, Jiangsu Province, China (M) 4
Over the past ten years or so, the reputation of the writer Shakespeare East had truly risen like the sun. Those
publishers of magazines and daily newspapers—the people with their ears open but their eyes shut, their purses
filled but their sensibilities drained—had one after the other borne the pain of exchanging shiny silver dollars for
his curiously assembled manuscripts. Typesetters would simply leave the three leaden characters of his name
stuck together, since they were needed so often that taking them apart and then putting them back would have
been wasted effort. He employed two secretaries at home to help him copy out manuscripts and draft responses to
letters. He also had a bookkeeper who, at the end of each month, counted the number of words he’d written and
filled out the bills to send to various parties for payment.
Each evening the venerable writer would venture out to the highways and byways to gather material for his
stories. Some days, street people would come around for the express purpose of providing him with material—in
exchange for a bit of drinking money. Even if no transaction took place, they always enjoyed the cup of tea
offered them. To the writer, however, what he heard from others could never be as meaningful or engrossing as
what he saw for himself. For that reason, he would on occasion sally forth personally to gather the stuff.
To do that, though, brought on a number of difficulties. For one, the material was of varying quality, necessitating preliminary choices and classifications. The more revolting the account or repulsive the content, the sharper
its impact and the more unforgettable it became. But stories with too many twists and turns of plot were difficult
to follow; then, too, the material came in different lengths. Short accounts had neither peaks nor valleys and
invariably needed elaboration. Longer ones could not be read in a limited time span and often lacked proper openings or closings. Waiting around for real events to play out, moreover, could prove to be somewhat embarrassing.
On two occasions he had encountered trying situations that had stopped him from being open and direct during
his forays. Now he only relied on his sharp eyes and sensitive ears, picking up a little of this and that as he strolled
along.
What were the two occasions?
The first was when he had to describe the life of prostitutes as part of a long no-vel he was writing. Even
though writings on the demimonde were numerous, they were all concrete descriptions, none engaging in abstract
generalizations of any sort. After careful preplanning as to exactly when and where to go, Shakespeare East made
up his mind to take a pedicab to the red light district to see for himself.
When he got there, the area was already all lit up. He went into a tea house across from one of the brothels to
sip tea and to observe at leisure both the physical surroundings and what really went on in them. Three ladies of
the evening were sitting behind the gate of the brothel. The evident difference in their ages showed that they were
of three separate generations. The heavy rouge and powder they had on, however, pretty much broke down the
categories of senior and junior by blurring distinctions in their appearances. Many people went by on the street,
including youths with their chests puffed out. The women knew full well they wouldn’t be getting a second glance
from people like them. The standard come-ons they were voicing were just perfunctory. Then a group stumbled
by, mumbling to each other. They were all managerial types and good targets for solicitation. The three women
tried hard, putting on their most seductive poses, but their efforts netted only jeers from several hoodlums. They
were reeling from mortification when their six eyes converged on the odd fellow staring covetously straight at
them from the teahouse across the way. Figuring they had spotted an easy mark, they scrambled over to plop
themselves down on a wooden bench not five feet away, then proceeded to bombard him with all sorts of sweettalk.
Our great novelist took the opportunity to note their modes of speech. He also analyzed and examined their
psyches in his own mind, with no idea that he was himself the object of their experiment. Seeing how oblivious
he was, they began a concerted attack, dragging him out of his seat and inviting him to enter into hell with them,
so that he could experience nirvana for once in his life. Realizing that he was under a heavy siege from which he
could extricate himself only with difficulty, our writer wound up having to sacrifice his frayed leather wallet,
which held seven small silver dollars, thirteen, tiny cents, and two calling cards. With shoulder blades aching from
a dozen punches and ears ringing with curses, he managed to leave behind his tormenters and regain his freedom.
But the adventure left his literary mind befuddled for a full twenty-four hours.
The second occasion was when he visited a small street market to observe the bustle of morning shoppers.
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He’d thought that if he could only describe the many bizarre faces and modes of speech, his story would surely
become a masterpiece of social commentary. On the appointed day he got up at the crack of dawn to get to the
market.
Now, the place was not a specially constructed building but merely a double row of vendors and peddlers in
front of the shops. With breaks here and there, the row stretched as far as fifty or sixty addresses. Uncomfortable
just stopping and staring, he slowly made his way down the middle, looking over everything as he went along.
Coming one after the other and from every direction were cooks, mothers, aunts, amahs, professional women—all
moving at a snail’s pace and each carrying a small steelyard a foot or so in length—who began to haggle over
prices and weights with the sellers on either side.
Just as he was getting to where there was a barrel of mullet on the one side and a basket of shrimp on the other,
a rickshaw happened on the scene. The puller kept ringing his bell and shouting to be let through. But the street
was narrow at this point—less than ten feet across. The counters of the shops on either side took up at least four
feet, and with the addition of the barrow, the basket, and three or four people, there remained in the middle a
space of no more than three feet. Our great writer knew that he had to give way. He hurriedly retreated to the left,
never expecting that he would then be stepping on an impeccably dressed lady in white stockings, leaving a large
splotch of mud and morning dew on her leg. In his haste to pull back, he then stepped unthinkingly on that basket
of translucent shrimp, transforming its contents into a pile of mush. The shrimp peddler seized the woman and
demanded restitution. She in turn had no choice but to grab hold of our novelist.
“It’s all his fault,” she declared. “He’s even messed up my new stockings. Drat the luck. Why should I be
paying you, besides?”
“It was the darned rickshaw,” said our author. “The puller has now gone off without so much as a backward
glance. So let’s all just forget the whole thing.”
But that hardly mollified the shrimp man. In the end, the people there proposed a solution: the writer had to
pay for half the loss, in the amount of fifty coppers. He also had to put up with both cold contempt and heated
reprimand before the matter was at last considered settled. This time, though, he became especially distressed.
Henceforth, he would never again leave home to gather his own material.
*
The stories he turned out were thoroughly dominated by actual facts, whether the topic dealt with family,
society, love, or comedy. For the past twenty years, just about everything concerning his relatives, friends, or
neighbors had been co-opted. Even though he tried to cover things up here and there, changing all the names, he
invariably left detectable traces. For this reason, many more tribulations lay ahead.
On this particular day, he received a letter written as follows:
To the kind attention of the dishonorable novelist Shakespeare East:
The portrayals of societal situations in your work can be said to be vivid as the sketches of an imperial artist. But
you put them into the form of street gossip in order to make a perfidious living for yourself. In your pointless scribbles,
you cover up nothing. All those you portray receive derision and scorn from their acquaintances and can no longer
show their faces to relatives and friends. Don’t you think you deserve eternal damnation for such transgressions of the
pen?
It has come to my attention that your work “Binoculars” is about a slovenly youth who considers girls’ schools to be
places for voyeuristic activity. This matter had not been common knowledge. But now that your story is receiving wide
circulation, it is pored over by troublemakers and taken as indisputable fact. The youth involved has subsequently been
expelled from his school. He wanted to vent his anger on you with his fists. Although I calmed him down and
dissuaded him from seeking vengeance, I nevertheless felt it incumbent upon me to convey to you my true feelings.
If you recognize your past, you can then change your future. Please cast no more aspersions on others for the sake of
filling your own rice bowl. Then you will be able to avoid bitter repercussions on your person. I address you as
“dishonorable” to catch your attention, so that you won’t be ignoring this letter:
Sincerely,
Cool Eyes, Warm Heart

One after another, he received over thirty such letters. Some asked him to change the names in the story to the
actual ones, others to announce openly the events the story was referring to. Some upbraided him for the utter
heartlessness of his portrayal, others pointed out his oversights. A few of the letters were properly polite, but
others caused him to tremble from threats to his physical well-being. Didn’t all this amount to some kind of
literary inquisition?
He did, nevertheless, take note of the return addresses and, with care and courtesy, write a letter of regret and
contrition back to each one. For letters signed with pseudonyms, all he could do was take out advertisements in
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different newspapers and magazines to express his abject apologies to one and all. When nothing more came of
the matter in the several months that followed, he was finally able to breathe a sigh of relief.
How then was he to foresee that a very attractive and ferocious woman would come to him, the scandal
magazine in her hand opened to the first page of The Romantic Kiss, a story by Shakespeare East? Her claim was
that the woman portrayed was exactly herself in character and behavior. The dozen lovers she’d had, moreover,
were identical in names and occupations to those in the story, even though the order was jumbled. Most threatening to her reputation was that the clothing and jewelry of the woman matched what she really owned. She would
have to seek redress from a court of law.
The accusations brought fear to his heart and sweat to his brow; Shakespeare East, the man of words, became
wordless, utterly unable to verbalize anything in his own defense. After negotiating for several hours, he ended up
accepting his punishment. He would write another story, The Chaste Kiss, to supersede The Romantic Kiss. In it
he would characterize the woman’s previous romantic involvements as self-sacrificial experiments that resulted in
her personal enlightenment and subsequent virtuous behavior. He also had to present the accuser with a basketful
of eau de toilette before the matter could come to a peaceful resolution.
Another day he was visited by a private investigator who wanted him to delete an entire portion of a crimecase story concerning a detective who dealt in blackmail. Otherwise, the man would instigate a lawsuit, on the
grounds that the story brought irrevocable harm to his means of livelihood. Fortunately, that particular issue of the
magazine was not quite fully ready for release. So our writer rushed over to the circulation department and asked
the manager to hold off. In the meantime, he added a paragraph praising the investigative profession, printing it
on a separate sheet for insertion into the magazine. The whole process required extra funding from both the printing and circulation departments, necessitating the further loosening of their moneybags.
Finally, he was simply dragged into a local court for a lawsuit demanding payment for damages to a person’s
reputation. The summons from the bailiff that day took him quite by surprise. Until the opening of the trial, he had
not known that the plaintiff was someone named Wu Lian. The case involved the story The Sins of a Family: A
History, which Shakespeare East had authored. In it was the character Wu Lian, who doted on his concubine
while neglecting his wife and abusing his children. The story even included a love poem clearly written by the
plaintiff at the time he received his concubine into his home—incontrovertible evidence that the defendant had
intentionally sought to ruin his reputation.
There was no way he could escape a guilty verdict. Our writer had thought that he could deal with legal
disputes, as opposed to personal grievances where reason was replaced by barbarism.
“Those of us who write fiction largely make up everything from nothing,” he protested. “How then can a farfetched connection like this be made? The names may be similar enough, but they belong to two different people.
How can what is fictional be equated with what is actual, even though there may be coincidental similarities?”
“But every word of the poem is identical,” said the plaintiff. “How can you explain that away?”
“If the story is taken to be something imaginary, then there is no problem,” said our novelist. “But if it is
considered actuality, then the plaintiff has himself admitted to favoring his concubine while neglecting his wife
and abusing his children. Are these matters not against the law?”
The plaintiff was somewhat taken aback. He replied that this constituted a separate matter, one for which
evidence must be gathered in order to proceed with legal charges. Reluctant to prolong the case and widen the
dispute, the judge intoned the following verdict:
“Fictional writings are analogues to actual fact. It is therefore difficult to treat them as material evidence. The
charge of the plaintiff is judged to be without merit, and the suit is accordingly dismissed.”
The writer also had to suffer severe reprimands from his aunt.
“Having read your piece about A Devoted Couple or a Squabbling Couple?, your young girl-cousin has come
to me with a frown on her face to demand freedom to choose her own husband,” she told him. “Every day now
she dresses herself up like a butterfly and cavorts around the entertainment district. We’ve received serious marriage inquiries from the families of Qian the rice merchant, Wang the lawyer, Gu the scholar, Fei the department
store magnate, and Mao the police captain. But no matter what, the little wench refuses to consider any of them.
She’s in love with some destitute artist and not at all concerned about her own future. Just think of what you’re
doing to me. Your uncle died so young, and our son your cousin spends his time whoring and gambling as if
there’s no tomorrow; the fifty thousand he inherited should be gone before long. Who can I depend on for support
and happiness in myoId age if not my daughter and my future son-in-law? So haven’t you made a mess of all our
lives with that pen of yours?”
She began to sob. Out of deference to her seniority, he did not care to defend himself; he simply tried to
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comfort her with a few muttered words of apology. He also accepted the responsibility of finding an opportunity
to talk to his girl-cousin—to try to get her back on track—before escorting his still-fuming aunt out the door.
In short order, a lecture also came from a distant uncle.
“Our clan has always accorded great attention to rules of behavior,” he was told. “In the last few years, however, everything bizarre that could happen has happened—even second marriages. Now, don’t you think a practice
like that would be utterly disgraceful to our ancestors? I hear it was all the result of one of your stories.”
Shakespeare East was stopped short. He could not think of which, story.
“Didn’t you write something called Twice a Bride in One lifetime?” his uncle demanded to know.
His memory was suddenly jogged.
“I did write that,” said Shakespeare East. “But how is it that it had any influence?”
“That woman who got herself remarried knew how to read,” his uncle said. “It was in coming across this evil
idea in your writings that she became tempted. As a result, she left a sixteen-year-old son and a seventy-nine-yearold mother-in-law and married a doctor.”
“New ideas such as this did not originate with me,” said Shakespeare East with a sneer. “I don’t know how
many millions of people have expressed it before I did. How then can you attribute everything to my one little
story?”
This made his uncle furious.
“The very, very bottom line,” he said with venom in his voice, “is that fiction writing is outside the literary
mainstream in the first place. To write that kind of preposterous fiction goes even further from propriety. Your
guilt cannot be denied!”
He left, shaking with rage.
*
The writer was not discouraged in the slightest, in spite of the many vexations that came his way. He continued
assiduously to pursue his craft. Only, he now did his writing behind closed doors. Inevitably, the day came when
he’d exhausted all his material and was at the end of his literary wits. He even took what his wife did as material
for his fiction. In Flirtatious Eyes, he portrayed a virago who ruled over her husband as a boss would over a
hireling. The characterization was extreme. Parts of the story were based on fact, including the account derived
from what went on between him and his wife.
When his brother-in-law read it and told his sister, she was beside herself. Without so much as asking for an
explanation, she proceeded to file for a divorce. In great trepidation, our writer made endless apologies, knocking
his head on the floor in fifty or seventy kowtows. In the end, he had to rely on the good offices of the same
brother-in-law who had brought on his troubles in the first place.
From then on, he had to abide by a special agreement to let his wife censor everything he wrote. Should she
find anything objectionable, he was not to submit it to the publisher. If he ever sent it off on his own, she would
surely initiate divorce proceedings as soon as she found out.
After reading his love stories, many readers came to him to request that he reveal the actual names and
addresses of the characters so that they could communicate their feelings to them direcrly. Some were more
directly aggressive. With neatly composed missives, they unabashedly requested that Shakespeare East forward
what they’d written to the persons concerned. A few of these were young men and women who were undecided
and worried about getting married, having children, or falling in love. They, too, came around to ask this man of
experience for answers. Even though he usually fended them off with a smile, the trade-off was still a lot of
expended time and attention. Every contact of this sort, no matter how brief, proved to be very draining.
Most annoying were those who, bearing him some grudge, mailed him letters from the post office without
putting on stamps. He would then be fined the postage before he could open his mail, and be berated afterward. It
came about eventually that he couldn’t even leave his house without someone spotting him and insulting him with
derisive laughter.
Thoroughly fed up with literary fame—and the problems it brought—he wound up burning his manuscripts
and discarding his writing instruments and inkwells. It was only then that he experienced a sense of peace and
quiet—and learned that literary talent could prove to be detrimental to well-being.
204.114 Excerpt from Democratic Tradition Of The Chinese People’s Liberation Army\fb{by Ho Lung (18961969)} Tayung, Hunan Province, China (M) 12
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A fundamental criterion for distinguishing a revolutionary army led by the proletariat from all counterrevolutionary armies led by the reactionary ruling classes, as far as internal relations are concerned, is whether
there is democracy in the army. It is common knowledge that all armies are instruments of dictatorship. Counterrevolutionary armies of the reactionary ruling classes are instruments of dictatorship over the masses of the
people, while a proletarian revolutionary army is an instrument of dictatorship over the counter-revolutionaries.
Since they represent the interests of a handful of people, all counter-revolutionary armies of the reactionary
ruling classes are hostile to the masses, who comprise over 90 per cent of the population. Therefore, they do not
dare to practise democracy within their ranks. By contrast, a revolutionary army led by the proletariat is a people’s
army which safeguards the interests of the workers, peasants and other sections of the working people who
comprise over 90 per cent of the population. Therefore—except for exercising a dictatorship over the counterrevolutionaries—it establishes equal and democratic relations with the masses of the people; within its own ranks,
it can and must work in accordance with democratic centralism. In other words, it can and must practise
democracy under centralized leadership and exercise highly unified and centralized leadership on the basis of
democracy.
A fundamental characteristic distinguishing the Chinese People’s Liberation Army founded by Comrade Mao
Tse-tung from all the old-type armies is that within its ranks this army carries out the mass line and practises
democracy under the guidance of its leadership in three principal fields, the political, the economic and the
military. This is one of Comrade Mao Tse-tung’s great creations in army building, and his great contribution both
to Marxist-Leninist military theory and to the world proletarian revolution and the national-liberation movement,
Why has the Chinese People’s Liberation Army been able to create so many miracles on this planet and write
so many miraculous pages in military history? Why has it been able to overcome all difficulties instead of being
beaten by them, to vanquish all its enemies instead of being overpowered by them? Where has it got this driving
force? The fundamental answer lies in the fact that our army is a genuine people’s army led by the political party
of the proletariat and armed with Marxism-Leninism and Mao Tse-tung’s thinking, and that the wars we wage are
just wars for the liberation of the people, genuine people’s wars conducted by relying on the people’s own
strength. Taking this as our point of departure, we have broken thoroughly with the old military traditions of all
the old-type armies. We have not only firmly set ourselves the aim of wholeheartedly serving the people,
established absolute leadership by the Party over the army and introduced revolutionary po!itical work, but we
have also completely shattered the obsolete idea that since an army is meant for military combat and must obey
orders, it cannot practise democracy. We have created the first army in history which genuinely practises
democracy and belongs to the people.
In the initial stage of the building of our. army. Comrade Mao Tse-tung put forward the brilliant idea that “in
China the army needs democracy as much as the people do.” This idea has been steadily enriched in the course of
long practice of army building and of fighting and has developed into a whole set of democratic traditions of a
people’s army, the content of which is the practice of democracy in three main fields—the political, the economic
and the military. In the period of the Third Revolutionary Civil War, Comrade Mao Tse-tung summed up the
experience of the movement for democracy in our army. He pointed out:
The policy for political work in our army units is fully to arouse the masses of soldiers, the commanders and all
working personnel in order to achieve, through a democratic movement under centralized leadership, three major
objectives, namely, a high degree of political unity, an improvement in living conditions and a higher level of military
technique and tactics.

In line with these instructions of Comrade Mao Tse-tung, we have practised the fullest democracy in the army
and applied the mass line by trusting the masses in all cases and relying on them in all matters. This has given us
such great strength as no reactionary troops can possess.
Throughout history all troops of the reactionary ruling classes have been instruments of violence for
suppressing the people and privileged forces trampling on them. In army-civilian relations, the anti-popular class
nature of this kind of army is reflected in antagonism between the army and the people; and in the matter of
internal relations within the armed forces, it is reflected in antagonism between the officers and the men. These
antagonistic relationships make inevitable a policy which oppresses the men and keeps them in ignorance. They
determine the advocacy of absolute obedience by the lower to the higher ranks, by the soldiers to the officers,
without any reasoning why. They determine the inability of this kind of army to practise democracy, its fear of it
and its intolerance towards it. In order to maintain military discipline it frequently resorts to the brutal methods of
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beating and berating the men and even executing them. Therefore, fundamentally speaking, the antagonism
between the army and the people and between the officers and men is universally found, without exception, in all
reactionary ruling-class armies.
Although a number of measures and systems of a somewhat democratic nature were adopted by certain
revolutionary armed forces of the oppressed classes before the army led by the proletariat came into being, yet
these measures and systems, restricted as they were by historical conditions and the class limitations of these
forces, inevitably developed along spontaneous, fragmentary and incomplete lines.
From its very inception Comrade Mao Tse-tung’s ideas on establishing a new type of people’s armed forces
helped the, Chinese People’s Liberation Army to make the relationship between the army and people
fundamentally different from the antagonistic relationship that had existed for thousands of years between the
reactionary army and the people. Our army is composed of the sons of the people, it is a servant of the people and
it is the people’s instrument for achieving their own liberation. It serves the people heart and soul, cherishes the
most trifling thing that belongs to the masses, and does not take anything from them however insignificant it may
be. Though it carries a gun, it does not oppress the people. Nor does it clajm to be the people’s benefactor because
it has performed outstanding military exploits. That is why our army receives the wholehearted support and help
of the people wherever it goes. This supreme unity between the army and the people forms a steel wall of defence
that no force can breach.
Comrade Mao Tse-tung’s ideas on establishing a new type of people’s armed forces have helped the Chinese
People’s Liberation Army to eliminate completely the antagonistic relationship between officers and men and
between superiors and subordinates which plague all the old-type armies, and to create in the army a vigorous and
lively political situation in which there is both centralism and democracy, discipline and freedom, and unity of
will and personal ease of mind.
Doing things and solving problems by the method of democracy under centralized leadership has become a
glorious and deep-rooted tradition and a system; it has become a widespread habit in the daily life of our solidiers
and officers at all levels. Democracy is practised in work and training and on the battlefield, in the
companies,\fn{The basic combat units in the army } the army headquarters and the military schools. In all matters, from
the formulation of policies and combat plans to routine work, criticism and commendations, there is, as a rule,
ample deliberation .and discussion before a decision or action is taken. It can be stated that there is democracy
everywhere, at all times and at all levels in our army. This greatly enhances the consciousness of the masses and
gives their initiative fuller play. Everyone feels he is master in the house. Therefore, in our army “everybody
consciously attends to things and everything is attended to”, and “everything that is good is sure to be praised and
everything bad is sure to be exposed”. All our armymen observe discipline and obey orders consciously and
voluntarily; they have truly become a highly centralized combat collective. This explains why our army has
become invincible and ever triumphant, a fully united army in which everybody uses his brains and contributes
his energy, fearing no hardship, dauntless before death, and daring and courageous in fighting the enemy.
Comrade Mao Tse-tung’s ideas on army building were not easily and smoothly implemented. Inevitably, so
unprecedented an event as the founding of a proletarian revolutionary army in China came up against bourgeois
thinking on military affairs and the resistance of conventional notions and habits of every kind. Indeed, from the
very first day of the founding of our army, people infected with the habits of the old type of army and those
clinging to bourgeois thinking on military affairs have stubbornly opposed Comrade Mao Tse-tung’s line on army
building, while opposing the strengthening of absolute Party leadership over the army, they have used every kind
of reason and pretext for opposing the movement for democracy and resisting the mass line. Clearly, the system of
democracy and the democratic tradition, characteristic of a revolutionary army of the proletatriat, cannot possibly
be established, and still less be consolidated and developed, unless this influence of bourgeois military thinking is
repeatedly knocked down and the resistance of conventional notions and habits overcome. Whether to uphold
democracy and the mass line or not—this has always been an important aspect of our struggle to implement
Comrade Mao Tse-tung’s ideas on army building and to oppose bourgeois thinking on the question, a struggle
between two lines on army building. The system of democracy and the democratic tradition of the Chinese
People’s Liberation Army have been affirmed, consolidated, and developed step by step and perfected in the
course of continuous struggle against bourgeois military ideas.'
The Chinese People’s Liberation Army has accumulated a rich store of experience and scored great
achievements in practising democracy and carrying forward the mass line for 38 years. To rely on the people, on
the soldiers, on democracy and on the mass line—this is the essence of Comrade Mao Tse-tung’s great thinkingon
people’s war and a people’s army; this is the priceless tradition by which our army, over the past decades, grew
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from small beginnings into a mighty force, and, fighting against odds, defeated one powerful enemy after another
and won victory after victory. The summing up of our basic experience in this field so as to continue and carry
forward this riceless tradition still better will make us invincible.
The most essential elements, the most basic experience, in the democratic tradition of our army, a tradition
which has been developed and perfected in the course of its 38-year history, can be summed up in the following
eight points:
I. Whether democracy should be practised in the army is by no means a question of method but of standpoint
and basic attitude; in the final analysis, it is a question of \vhether one respects the masses, trusts them and relies
on them.

As early as 1938 when Comrade Mao Tse-tung summed up the experience of the Workers’ and Peasants’ Red
Army and the Eighth Route Army in this respect, he pointed out”
Many people think that it is wrong methods that make for strained relations between officers and men and between
the army and the people, but I always tell them that it is a question of basic attitude (or basic principle) of having
respect for the soldiers and the people. It is from this attitude that the various policies, methods and forms ensue. If we
depart from this attitude, then the policies, methods and forms will certainly be wrong, and the relations between
officers and men and between the army and the people are bound to be unsatisfactory. Our three major principles for
the army’s political work are, first, unity between officers and men; second, unity between the army and the people; and
third, the dsintegration of the enbemy forces. To apply these principles effectively, we must start with this basic attitude
of respect for tbe soldiers and the people, and of respect for the human dignity of prisoners of war once they have laid
down their arms.

Comrade Mao Tse-tung’s instructions on this point are still very much alive for us today. He re-emphasized
this idea in his instructions on the five qualifications for successors to the proletarian revolution. He taught us that
anyone without a firm belief in the masses and without a good democratic style of work is unqualified to be a
revolutionary successor. In fact, the line of demarcation between a proletarian revolutionary and a bourgeois
revolutionary is whether one treats the masses of the people with respect, trusts them and relies on them.
This is a matter of basic attitude primarily because it involves the question of how to understand and what
attitude to adopt towards the role of the masses in history. Marxism-Leninism always regards the masses as the
makers of history, the motive force in creating world history. At the time of the founding of the First International,
Marx and Engels put forward the clear slogan:
The emancipation of the working class must be the work of the working class itself.

The same point is also well put in The Internationale:
No saviours from on high deliver,
No trust have we in prince or peer …
And to all give a happier lot,
Each at his forge must do his duty …

Applying this idea to revolutionary war, Comrade Mao Tse-tung clearly pointed out:
For the revolutioary war is a war of the masses; it can be waged only by mobilizing the masses and relying on
them,” “the army and the people are the foundation of victory.”

The history of the decades of war fought by the People’s Liberation Army under the direct leadership and
command of Comrade MaoTse-tung is one of a people’s war, of revolutionary war by the masses. Basically, the
army’s political work lies in educating and mobilizing armed masses. Once a revolutionary is alienated from the
broad masses of the people and the rank-and-file soldiers, he is bound to become isolated and to be defeated in
struggle, even if he has three heads and six arms. Clearly, if anyone puts himself above the masses, regards
himself as the hero, the overlord and views the masses of the people and the rank-and-file soldiers as puppets, as
the “rabble”, he inevitably cuts himself off from the masses and has contempt for them. He can not possibly treat
the masses as equals, and consequently fears democracy and is unwilling to put it into effect.
'This is a matter of basic attitude also because it involves the question of how to understand and how to
approach the source of knowledge. Comrade Mao Tse-tung has always maintained that the masses are the doers
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and that all knowledge, without exception, comes from the masses, from their activities in class struggle, in the
struggle for production, and in scientific experiment.
It has to be understood that the masses are the real heroes, while we ourselves are often childish and ignoarant,
and unless this point is understood even the most rudimentary knowledge cannot be acquired.
Fighting a battle is the same. The broad lnasses of. soldiers and c mmanders at the basic levels are direct
participants in the front-line battles and have real knowledge of part of the actual situation; therefore, they are
usually able to envisage the problems that may arise in each specific battle in a way that conforms more closely to
reality, and it is easier for them to devise practical ways and means of solving these problems. The leading organs
and cadres are only processing plants; their task is to go deeply into the actual situation, gather the opinions and
experience of the masses, process and work on them and then popularize and carry them through among the
masses. This is the mass line. In this way, work can be done well and battles fought well. This is a truth we have
repeatedly proved in the wars over the past decades. Obviously, anyone who does not understand and does not
want to see this point, anyone who does not believe in the wisdom and capacity of the masses and regards himself
the number one authority in the world, will never have a democratic style of work.
This is a matter of basic attitude because it involves the question of the class feeling with which one
approaches the masses. Comrade Mao Tse-tung always teaches us that if a revolutionary cadre is to be really
integrated with the masses, speak their language and win their confidence, he must be full of warmth towards the
masses and the soldiers, regard them as closest comrades-in-arms, make friends with them, know them intimately
and love them from the bottom of his heaart. Our army, from the commanders to the men, is closiely knit together:
and democracy is invigorated and extended precisely because of the identity of class feelirig. As for enemy troops
who have laid down their arms, they must be regarded as class brothers who were oppressed and deceived; only
thus can the Party’s policy towards captives be faithfully carried out and the work of winning them over and
educating them done well. Obviously, those who lack proletarian ideas and feelings find it impossible to
genuinely respect the human dignity of the soldiers, the people and the enemy troops who have laid down their
arms. Naturally, it is out of the question for them to be able to practise a democratic style of work.
II. The “three main rules of discipline and eight points for attention\f{The three main rules of discipline are: Obey
orders in all your actions; do not take a single needle or piece of thread from the masses; and turn in everything captured. The eight
points for attention are: Speak politely; pay fairly for what you buy; return everything you borrow; pay for anything you damage;
don’t hit or swear at people; do not damage crops; do not take liberties with women; and do not ill-treat captives } which base the
strict discipline of the people’s army on its democratic relations with the people, are a powerful weapon for
promoting internal unity in the army and the unity of the army and the people and for disintegrating the enemy
forces.

Comrade Mao Tse-tung has always taught us that the Chinese People’s Liberation Army is powerful because
all its members are self-disciplined, are united and fight together not in the private interests of a few individuals or
a small clique, but for the liberation of the masses of the people, for national liberation and for the liberation of
mankind. Standing firmly on the side of the people, its sole aim is to serve them wholeheartedly.
In the earliest days of the Red Army, Comrade Mao Tse-tung personally formulated the “three main rules of
discipline and eight points for attention”. The aim behind the creation of the proletarian revolutionary army is
embodied in these rules which tackle concrete problems encountered most frequentlyin the internal relations
within the army and in the relations between it and the people. The most common “trifles” are dealt with as
matters of political principle. In this way, arlord influences of the old type of army, such as bullying people and
maltreating captives, were completely eliminated from the Red Army, which firmly established a revolutionary
democratic tradition of unity between the army and the people and unity between officers and men and a correct
policy of winning over officers and men of the enemy troops and treating captives with leniency.
With the carrying out of the “three main rules of discipline and eight points for attention”, and in the course of
daily contact with the army and through their own experience the people completely changed their old conception
of an army. The change was from fearing the troops to loving them, from regarding soldiers as “most terrible
people” to regarding them as “most beloved people”, from fearing or refusing to serve in the army to competing
and taking the lead in joining it, froni the idea that “good men never become soldiers” to the idea that “good men
must become soldiers”. In the past decades our army has proved in practice that by earriestly carrying out the
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“three main rules of discipline and eight points for attention”, it can maintain the true nature of a people’s army at
all times and in all its actions, and can at all times be invincible. :
By carrying out the “three main rules of discipline and eight points for attention”, we have gained the best
results in disintegrating enemy troops and reforming captives. Our army’s lenient policy towards captives and the
democratic life within our army provide a striking contrast to all reactionary armies and are in themselves most
convincing. When junior officers and rank-and-file members of any reactionary army come in contact with this
reality, the lying anti-Communist propaganda they have been stuffed with is recognized for what it is and class
consciousness is quickly aroused in most of the ordinary soldiers of working people’s origin. The influence of our
correct policy and democracy and our education of the captives made millions of Kuomintang soldiers turn their
guns against Chiang Kai-shek, and resulted in many combat heroes coming forward from among those soldiers
liberated during the revolutionary civil wars. These also induced large groups of enemy troops to lay down their
arms, so that officers and men of the enemy forces, trained by the imperialists and reactionaries, changed into
forces opposing their policies of aggression and war; this happened during the War of Resistance Against Japan.
during the War to Resist U.S. Aggression and Aid Korea, and during our counter-attack in self-defence along the
Sino-Indian border.
The “three main, rules of discipline and eight points for attention” consist of only 61 Chinese characters and
mostly deal with the most ordinary and common things, such as speaking politely and paying fairly for what you
buy. Of course, all this is meaningless to people filled with the notions of the old army, and those whose heads are
crammed full of foreign doctrines cannot see the use of such “country bumpkin” talk. They do not understand that
these very common rules shine with the brilliance of creative Marxism-Leninism and, in concrete terms, embody
the essential idea in the building of a proletarian revolutionary army. Some people regard these 61 Chinese
characters as very simple. How easy it is to carry out these rules, they think. But in fact they fail to understand
that these rules cannot be carried out at all unless there is the spirit of wholehearted service to the people and a
thoroughly revolutionary world outlook. No bourgeois army, no army which does not really take MarxismLeninism as its guide, will ever be able to carry them out.
III. The prerequisite and the basis of all democratic life and the movement for democracy are the
strengthening of political and ideological education, the raising of proletarian consciousness and the practice of
widespread political democracy.

The democratic movement in our army has always started from the establishment of equal political status and a
democratic relationship between officers and men. This is seen in the fact that though there is a division of
responsibility between the officers and men, respect is shown for each other’s dignity. All are class brothers who
have come to work for the revolution and who regard wholehearted service to the people as their sole aim. In the
interests of the revolution, everybody has the right to learn, to investigate, and to carry out the Party’s policies, the
right to make positive proposals in accordance with them, and the right to combat any thinking or action which
run counter to them, In the interests of the people, officers and men may supervise and criticize one another:
Officers have obligations to think harder, to offer more ideas and to shoulder more responsibility. But. they have
no privileges of any klind. They are duty-bound to welcome proper criticism from the soldiers and have
absolutely no right to reject it. Naturally, they are not allowed to suppress criticism or take revenge on account of
it. This is the only way to tap the masses’ creative ability and enhance their sense of responsibility to the
maximum, so that they will boldly and aptly pose problems, express opinions and criticize shortcomings and,
prompted by love and care for the leading organizations and leading members, they will play the role of
supervisers over them. This is the only way to heighten the enthusiasm of the broad masses of commanders and
soldiers and strengthen the army’s combat ability.
The raising of the proletarian political consciousness of the officers and men is the ideological basis for
exercising democracy in the three main fields. As early as 1929, in the resolution “On Correcting Mistaken Ideas
in the Party”, written for the Ninth Party Congress of the Fourth Army of the Red Army, Comrade Mao Tse-tung
stressed the need to intensify the political training of both officers and men, raise their political level through
education, bring democracy into full play and organize collective life correctly in accordance with democratic
centralism. This was necessary, he said, in order to oppose and correct all unfavourable tendencies. In summing
up the experience of the new type of ideological education movement in the army during the period of the Third
Revolutionary Civil War, he pointed out:
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The correct unfolding of the movement for pouring out grievances (the wrongs done to the laboring people by the
old society and by the reactionaries and the three check-ups (on class origin, performance of duty, and will to fight)
greatly heightened the political consciousness of commanders and fighters throughout the army in the fight for the
emancipation of the exploited working masses, for nationwide land reform and for the destruction of the common
enemy of the people, the Chiang Kai-shek bandit gang. It also greatly strengthened the firm unity of all commanders
and fighters under the leadership of the Communist Party. On this basis, the army achieved greater purity in its ranks,
strengthened discipline, unfolded a mass movement for training, and further developed its political, economic and
military democracy in a completely well-led and orderly way.

Democracy in the three main fields must be and can only be established on the basis of political and
ideological education, with class education as the core, and on the basis of political democracy. This is most
clearly illustrated in the above-quoted passage.
Experience has repeatedly proved that democracy as a whole cannot be practised in a healthy manner if it
deviates from the basis of class education and political democracy. Just consider, if there were no common
political goal, no equal political status and no common class feeling between officers and men, how could
economic and military democracy be carried out? How could soldiers take part in managing the mess and
superintending expenditures? How could officers and men, in military training, coach one another and evaluate
each other’s teaching and study? As for having democratic discussion of combat plans during battle, letting
everybody air problems and find solutions, and evaluating the commander’s skill and tactics after a battle, such
things would be even more out of the ques'cion.
Political democracy in our army is determined by its class character. There are no class antagonisms in the
ranks of our army, the officers and men being class brothers. But the reactionary class character of all counterrevolutionary armies makes it impossible for them to have genuine political democracy, and even more
impossible for them to employ the revolutionary political work and the strategy and tactics which only proletarian
troops can use.
Just consider, did not Chiang Kai-shek long ago make a serious study of our ten major military principles? Did
he not give orders for the adoption of our campaign of emulation of meritorious service? Has he not, since last
year, studied and “popularized” the method of teaching troops devised by Kuo Hsing-fu, one of our company
commanders? Have not the U.S. imperialists long studied our tactics of guerrilla warfare? Has not the group of
U.S. “military advisers” in south Viet Nam repeatedly advocated that efforts should be made to learn from our
“three main rules of discipline and eight points for attention”?
But has all this been of any help to them? Military matters cannot be isolated from politics. Proletarian military
matters can arise only out of proletarian politics. However fully we disclose our methods and refrain from keeping
them secret, however fully Chiang Kai-shek land his U.S. masters study our material, they can never understand
the essence, and still less can they employ these methods among their troops. This is determined by the
reactionary class character of their troops. Though their intention is to find ingenious ways of raising the morale
and fighting strength of their soldiers they are bound to fail pitifully over and over again and repeatedly make a
laughing stock of themselves.
IV. Economic democracy, attention to the well-being of the soldiers and the sharing of weal and woe by
officers and men embody the political principle of the unity of officers and men in daily life, and form the
starting point for uniting the masses and bringing their initiative into play.

In all the old-type armies, the soldiers are not only politically oppressed but economically exploited. It was a
common thing, an open secret, that part of the soldiers’ pay in those armies was pocketed and the soldiers “bled
white”. From the earliest stages in the building of our army, Comrade Mao Tse-tung built a system which ensured
unity between officers and men and abolished the practice of bullying and beating. At the same time, he
introduced economic democracy, namely, the practice of having accounts open to inspection by all and of soldiers
handling mess arrangements. He has always attached great importance to improving the life of the soldiers,
emphasized the importance of officers and men sharing the bitter and the sweet, and opposed bureaucratic
tendencies to ignore the soldiers’ welfare. As early as 1928, Comrade Mao Tse-tung emphasized how important
economic democracy, integrated with political democracy, was for the Red Army, which at that time was still in
its infancy and engaged in arduous fighting. He wrote:
Apart from the role played by the Party, the reason why the Red Army has been able to carry on in spite of such poor
material conditions and such frequent engagements is its practice of democracy.
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Over the decades, this tradition has played a tremendous role in uniting our own ranks, in encouraging the
initiative of the masses and in raising the combat effectiveness of the army.
Those tainted with warlord and bureaucratic habits of the old-type army are reluctant to undertake what they
disdainfully regard as “trifles”, such as economic democracy. In their view, having the accounts open to
inspection by all and running the mess better are trivialities. They simply do not know that only by attending to
the needs of the masses can they unite and lead them. This has been explained by Comrade Mao Tse-tung on more
than one occasion. He said:
Do we want to win the support of the masses? Do we want them to devote their strength to the front? If so, we must
be with them, arouse their enthusiasm and initiative, be concerned with their well-being, work earnestly and sincerely
in their interests. …

If we do so,
the masses will surely support us and regard the revolution as their most glorious banner, as their very life.

It is in compliance with Comrade Mao Tse-tung’s instructions that the tradition of officers and men eating, living,
working, drilling and relaxing together has been maintained all through the protracted revolutionary wars and the
period of peaceful construction following the triumph of the revolution. This has ensured selfless striving for the
common goal on the part of the officers and men, who are bound together by class feeling and class brotherhood.
The importance of practising economic democracy and paying attention to the life of the masses also lies in the
fact that, more often than not, the soldiers come to understand the nature of the revolutionary army, and the
revolutionary principles—such as who is the revolution for, and whose interests the army is fighting for, in very
concrete and practical ways—through those “trifles of everyday life” which directly involve their vital interests.
In a soldier’s eyes, a leading cadre who leads a privileged life and does not care about the well-being of the
masses is just a chatterer about revolution and a bureaucrat bossing the masses, however skilful he may be in
argument. If such a bureaucrat is in command of men in action, he will surely come a cropper.
V. Military democracy is an important measure for raising the tactical and technical level, for winning
victories and for bringing forward men of ability. The officers teach the men, the men teach the men, and the
men teach the officers, and all difficulties are brought up at “Chukeh Liang meetings”\fn{Chukeh Liang (181234AD) was a famous Chinese statesman and strategist whose name became a synonym among the Chinese people for “a wise man”.
Such a meeting is one in which the soldiers pool their wisdom to solve difficult problems } where ways and means are

suggested for overcoming them; this is the basic method of carrying out military democracy.

Our experience has long proved that a revolutionary army can practise not only political, and economic
democracy but also military democracy. It can apply military deraocracy infighting as well as in training. Such
military democracy was practised as early as the period of the Workers’ and Peasants’ Red Army when political
meetings and briefings were held among the men before each battle. Afterwards they analysed the battle and
summed up experience. This was indeed military democracy in practice. Military democracy was one of the
factors, and an extremely important one, in the young Red Army’s rapid development of high combat
effectiveness and in the mature development of large numbers of intelligent and courageous military commanders
—men of peasant origin, “country bumpkins” who had never attended a military academy.
The military democracy practised in the Red Army period was developed in the War of Resistance Against
Japan. During the Third Revolutionary Civil War, it leaped forward to a new stage, and a complete set of methods
of applying military democracy both in training and in fighting came into existence. In training, the officers and
men instructed each other, to the benefit of both the teachers and the students, and evaluations were made of both
teaching and studying. They were organized into mutilial-aid groups for training in which veterans helped new
recruits, the stronger helped the weaker and each overcame his own weaknesses by acquiring the strong points of
others. They taught and learned from one another and pledged themselves to teach well and study diligently. In
fighting, so long as conditions permitted, the officers and men were encouraged to discuss the fighting tactics and
plans and offer their ideas, and to devise ways and means of solving technical and tactical problems; after a battle,
they came together to “evaluate the battle”, that is, to discuss bravery, technique, tactics, discipline and command,
and to sum up their experience in actual warfare. They made progress after each battle. In this way, all the
difficulties encountered in training and fighting were easily solved once the masses were encouraged to carry out
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full military democracy. During the whole period of the Third Revolutionary Civil War, military. democracy
played a very great role in raising the army’s combat effectiveness and in ensuring that even with such inferior
equipment as “millet plus rifles”, it could defeat the Chiang Kai-shek troops equipped by the U.S. imperialists
with aircraft and artillery.
Comrade Mao Tse-tung made a timely summation of the additional experience gained in perfecting military
democracy. He said:
With regard to military democracy, in periods of training there must be mutual instruction as between officers and
soldiers and among the soldiers themselves; and in periods of fighting the companies at the front must hold big and
small meetings of various kinds. Under the direction of the company leadership, the masses of soldiers should be
roused to discuss how to attack and capture enemy positions and how to fulfil other combat tasks. When the fighting
lasts several days, several such meetings should be held.

By practising such military democracy, it is possible to concentrate the wisdom of the masses, heighten the
morale of the soldiers, overcome difficulties and defeat the enemy.
Comrade Mao Tse-tung’s instructions stimulated a more extensive and conscious development of military
democracy throughout the army. The greater the number of battles fought, the more resourceful the army grew,
the cleverer the soldiers and the more capable the officers became. Many foreigners, and even some Chinese,
were never able to understand how the People’s Liberation Army could knock out tanks with hand-grenades,
defeat warships with wood junks and blow up fortified city walls and reinforced concrete strongholds without
artillery. To them, feats of this kind seemed incomprehensible. In reality, apart from its high political
consciousness and its bravery, the army was able to create all these miracles mainly by relying on military
democracy where “everyone contributes his ideas and offers his ways”. That was our “secret”.
VI. The object of democracy in the army is to consolidate discipline and strengthen combat effectiveness. The
key to its correct development is the bold arousing of the masses and the strengthening of centralized leadership.

Far from weakening discipline and combat effectiveness, demoracy in the army aims at consolidating and
strengthening them. This result is attained by units that correctly apply democracy under leadership in the three
main fields. Experience proves that there are no grounds for the fear tha6t the practice of democracy, especially
democracy in military affairs, will weaken discipline, impede the work of the command, affect the prestige of the
officers, cause delays and lead to the missing of good combat opportunities.
War is a life-and-death struggle between ourselves and the enemy. Above all, it demands concerted action,
strict discipline, authoritative command and prompt decision at the right moment. In a word, it calls for a high
degree of centralization. Since it calls for high centralization, how can democracy be widely practised? Indeed, to
the bourgeois militarists this is utterly incomprehensible. It is completely impossible in a reactionary army, but
completely possible in our army. The practice of military democracy in a revolutionary army does not contradict
these requirements of battle; on the contrary, it strengthens them.
Experience shows that the more democracy is brought into play, the greater is the mutual understanding and
trust between the higher and the lower levels and between officers and men, thus eliminating apprehensions and
misgivings. Those commanders who give correct leadership and promptly rectify mistakes enjoy greater prestige
and issue orders with greater confidence, and the lower officers and the soldiers observe discipline, carry out
orders and obey commands with greater consciousness of what they are doing. At the same time, the more battle
plans are discussed. democratically and amended, with each man clearly understanding his place and role during
the whole operation, the mote initiative the soldiers show in fighting and the more consciously they strengthen
their unity and coordination in battle. The effect of democratic discussion on military affairs before battle is that
the fighters are to a certain extent acquainted with the plan of combat. In case the commander and his appointed
deputy are killed or wounded in succession, the command will not be broken. For members of the Communist.
Party and the Communist Youth League who come forward and take up the command will not only possess a
sense of political responsibility but also a knowledge of the concrete steps that need to be taken. Does this not
provide a clear answer to the question of whether democracy impedes or strengthens centralization?
The point can also be clearly illustrated from our daily life and work. When preparing or carrying out a task,
our officers and men say, “Let’s have a talk about it,” “Let’s chew it over” or “Let’s collect opinions.” When there
are qifferences of view they say, “Let’s lay the different opinions on the table,” or “Let’s discuss.” And as to those
who hold wrong opinions they propose, “Let’s help them get things straight” or “Let’s try and win them over, by
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persuasion.” Again, after completing a job, they “make some comments”, “check-up” and “sum up”. All in all,
this does not cause any trouble, waste any time or increase the differences but on the contrary makes for better
understanding, strengthens unity, crystallizes people’s will and unifies action at all levels, so that every task is
fulfilled better.
It is wrong to be endlessly worried, timid and hesitant about democracy, to be afraid of arousing the masses
fully, and to hamper democracy by various prohibitions. It is wrong if democracy is lacking in the daily life and
work of the army in ordinary times, if no attention is given to other people’s opinions, or if democracy is reduced
to a formal procedure, while in actual fact one’s own words alone are decisive. But it is likewise wrong to assume
that when democracy is developed, the responsibilities of the cadres are lighter and that they can do everything
simply in accordance with other people’s ideas, with themselves trailing behind the masses and abandoning
necessary leadership and centralism. It should be said that this is not democracy but an utter distortion of it.
Nothing could be done well that way and battles would be badly fought. It would only encourage unhealthy
tendencies and thwart the true initiative of the masses.
How then can one give correct leadership to developing democracy in the three fields?
Basing himself on the experience in the Red Army, Comrade Mao Tse-tung supplied us with a clear-cut answer
as early as 1929. He pointed out that to practise democracy under centralized leadership,
the leading bodies of the Party must give a correct line of guidance and find solutions when problems arise, in
order to establish themselves as centrees of leadership. … The higher bodies must be familiar with the life of the
masses and with the situation in the lower bodies so as to have an objective basis for correct guidance.
In advocating democracy it is obviously wrong to thipk leaders need have no responsibilities and no opinions
of their own but can instead merely drift with the stream. It is equally mistaken to think they need make no
analysis of the opinions of the masses, no distinction between suggestions that can be put into practice and those
which for the moment cannot, and that they can get along simply by trailing behind the masses. Such ideas and
actions would be entirely wrong. For democracy, to be practised under their guidance, the leaders must conduct
serious investigations and studies and gain an understanding of the situation so that they can offer correct opinions
and practical solutions when problems arise. Therefore, if the movement for democracy is to unfold correctly, the
leading organs and leading cadres must not only have a firm belief in the masses and a correct democratic attitude
but must be highly principled and skilled in giving leadership. It cannot be otherwise.
Though there has been great progress in both the form and content of the army’s democracy in the three fields
during the past few decades, the basic experience and methods in practising democracy under the guidance of a
leadership remain the same as outlined by Comrade Mao Tse-tung. Expedence shows that democracy is sure to
develop in a healthy fashion when these are followed, and when one first conducts serious investigations and
studies, thus acquainting oneself with the situation, and then leads the masses to pay serious attention to
investigation and study so that they clearly understand the actual situation. In such circumstances, criticism and
self-criticism, and bringing difficult problems to the surface and finding ways of solving them, will get to the
hearl of things and achieve the best results.
VII. The fundamental guarantee of consistently practising democracy and following the mass line in the army
is adherence to the system of division of responsibility among the leaders under the unified collective leadership
of the Party committee.

From the very outset of building the army, Comrade Mao Tse-tung worked hard to establish the army Party
committee system, and to improve and consolidate it. And in the years of practice that followed, he steadily
perfected this system and gradually developed it into the system of division of responsibility among the leaders
under the unified collective leadership of the Party committee. All questions of major importance must be decided
by discussion in the Party committee, except in an emergency when a leader has to make a quick decision. In
discussion, there must be full democracy, with differing opinions debated and efforts made to see that decisions
are taken on the basis of agreed ideas. Experience shows that this system can bring all positive factors into play,
concentrate the experience and wisdom of the masses, prevent any individual from monopolizing all activity and
taking decisions on important problems by himself, and avoid narrowness and one-sidedness in the handling of
problems. At the same time, the leader concerned can play his role to the full, make prompt decisions on his own
in the process of exercising his powers as a leader, and fulfil his taks independently under the unified collective

1008

leadership of the Party committee. This is the most essential and the best system of leadership and has stood the
test of time.
The army’s history over the decades proves that whenever any unit undermined or weaked the Party committee
system, it inevitably developed a trend of warlordism characterised by individual arbitrariness, undermined innerParty democracy in the army and the Party’s leadership over the army, disintegrated the unity and solidarity of the
unit, and weakened its fighting capacity. During the period when the line of “Left” opportunism predominated for
the third time, this time represented by Wang Ming, the Party committee system in the Red Army was abolished,
with grave adverse effects on its combat activities and on army building. After the Party committee system was
restored in the form of the military and political committees during the period of the War of Resistance Against
Japan, and especially after it was completely restored and improved at all levels in the army during the period of
the Third Revolutionary Civil War, the unity of the whole army under the leadership of the Party was greatly
strengthened, democracy within the army was greatly invigorated and the movements for democracy and the new
type of ideological education in the army were conducted in a guided, orderly way. This added tremendously to
the combat effectiveness of the army and ensured final vidtory in the war.
Historical experience shows that the Party’s leadership over the army should mean unified collective
leadership by the Party committees at all levels and never individual arbitrariness by any Party member or leader.
The establishment of the Party committee system under unified, central leadership at all levels in the army, the
practice within the Party committee of the system of division of responsibility among the leaders under unified
collective leadership—this is the fundamental system whereby the military command is placed under the
leadership of the Party. At the same time, democracy in the army can be satisfactorily practised only when the
leaders first of all develop a good, democratic style of work under this system. Therefore, adherence to the system
of division of responsibility among the leaders under the unified collective leadership of the Party committees has
become a basic guarantee of consistently practising democracy and following the mass line in the army, and
preventing any warlord trends characterized by individual arbitrariness.
VIII. Democracy in the three fields which was necessary under “millet plus rifles” conditions is still needed,
and needed all the more, and is entirely feasible, under conditions of modern equipment and modern war.

Democracy in the three fields came into being during the “millet plus rifles” period of our army. This provided
those who held bourgeois views on miilitary affairs with a “reaon” for arguing that democracy in the three fields
and the mass line were simply makeshifts or “indigenous methods” that had to be adopted in view of the inferior
equipment of our army and the lack of military training of the officers. To their mind, these “indigenous methods”
were very inferior and unscientific. They were held to be utterly useless once modern equipment was adopted,
regular training initiated and modern warfare prosecuted; accordingly, only those commanders and technical
experts who had undergone strict professional training were to be depended on. For a time a few persons who
clung to these bourgeois military views came to the fore again and created trouble in the new historical period,
following the founding of the People’s Republic of China. In the name of building a modern, regular army, they
advocated the abolition of the Party committee system in the army, which in reality meant abolishing the Party’s
leadership over the army, weakening political work and negating the democratic tradition and mass line of our
army. This represented a vain attempt to push the People’s Liberation Army on to the bourgeois road of army
building. The question of whether to preserve the democratic tradition and mass line of our army and bring them
into full play is an essential part of the struggle in the new historical period between the two different military
lines.
The facts of the past 15 years have entirely shattered their absurd arguments. The Korean war can be taken as
the biggest modern war since World War II. The Chinese People’s Volunteers together with the heroic Korean
People’s Army defeated the U.S. forces of aggression, even though the latter had naval, air and artillery
superiority. This was not because our military equipment and military technique were more modern than those of
the United States. The main reasons for our victory were the justness of our war, the all-out support of the Korean
and Chinese peoples, our correct strategy, the high political consciousness and courage of our officers and men,
and, an extremely important factor, the healthy development of our democratic tradition and the mass line. The
world-famous tunnel fortifications, known as the underground Great Wall, and the tunnel offensive and defensive
tactics, the indestructible transport line which was never interrupted despite continuous enemy bombing, the mass
movement for bringing down enemy planes which turned U.S. “air superiority” into “air anxiety”, and the sniping
operations that caused the U.S. troops uneasiness on the 38th Parallel—were not all these the creation of the
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masses, the cadres and fighters, arising from the widespread practice of democracy in which everybody put
forward his ideas?
To say that modern equipment is too scientific and too complicated for the masses of soldiers to understand
and therefore no democracy is possible—this kind of assertion is sheer deception; it arises either from superstition
and ignorance, or from a deliberate intention to frighten people. The technical equipment used by an air force and
navy is modern enough. The research, experiment and manufacture connected with atom bombs, missiles and
other new weapons of the most advanced type can be said to be highly modern. Yet how did our young air force
and navy rapidly master such modern techniques? How were our young pilots from worker and peasant families
able to bring down U.S. ace pilots? And in recent years how were our air defence units able again and again to
bring down U.S.-Chiang Kai-shek reconnaissance planes of all types? Is it not to a very large extent due to the
democratic movement in which everybody offers his ideas and methods, due to the priceless tradition of the
integration of the leaders and the masses? How was our national defence industry, breaking all bourgeois rules
and overcoming all difficulties imposed by the modern revisionists, able successfully to explode two atom bombs
designed and manufactured in China in so very short a period? What is the reason? Is it not to a very large extent
due to the democratic movement in which everybody offers his ideas and methods, due to the priceless tradition
of the mass line, the pooling of the efforts of the leaders, experts and workers?
Experience has shown that the more modernized technical equipment becomes, the more that modern
equipment is used in war and the more we have to deal with an enemy using modern equipment, the less can we
afford to weaken the democratic tradition and the mass line in our methods of work. On the contrary, they have to
be upheld and developed all the more. The reason is very simple. Man invents the weapons, man manufactures the
weapons, man uses the weapons, and man destroys the weapons. Without man, all modern technical equipment is
not only so much deadwood; it could never be produced. The conscious activity of man cannot be replaced by any
technical equipment, however advanced. Man is always the primary factor. Within the human factor, the wisdom
and experience of the individual leader and technical expert is always very limited and incomplete. Therefore,
modern technical equipment can be used most fully, and extremely complicated forms of modern warfare can be
carried out with the utmost confidence and success only by fully practising democracy, bringing the collective
wisdom of the masses into full play and giving free rein to the initiative and creativeness of the masses under the
collective leadership of the Party committee.
In this respect, the imperialists and reactionaries are still our best teachers by negative example. They approved
highly of the bourgeois conception that appeared in our army building work at one time after the victory of our
revolution, and were very happy about it. In this way they believed that though the People’s Liberation Army
would become stronger in technical equipment, its revolutionary tradition—such as leadership by the Party,
political work and the mass line, centred on democracy in the three main fields—would be weakened and even
discarded; this revolutionary force would therefore change its nature and become a “professional army” such as
that used by the bourgeoisie and would become easier to deal with and possible to defeat. However, the
imperialists and reactionaries rejoiced too soon. Their hopes were soon turned to despair.
In the new historical period since the victory of the revolution, and especially in recent years, under the
leadership of the Central Committee of the Party, Chaimlan Mao Tse-tung, the Military Council and Comrade Lin
Piao, the Chinese People’s Liberation Army has not only persisted in but has further developed the revolutionary
tradition initiated by Comrade Mao Tse-tung which includes democracy in the three main fields. This has struck
great fear into the imperialists, the reactionaries and the modern revisionists of the Khrushchev brand and aroused
their enmity. They furiously slander our people’s movement for learning from the Liberation Army. They say it is
intended to wipe out democracy and force the people to submit without complaint. They say it is meant to make
the Chinese people further sacrifice their personal interests. They say it is meant to impose military organization
and methods on the factories and the communes and turn the whole of China into a barrack, etc., etc. Why do they
slander and attack us so fiercely in this matter? It is because they sense that our persistence in and development of
this tradition is to their great disadvantage. We have shattered their delusions that as time goes by, as our economy
develops and with the improvement ofopr military equipment, we will some day discard our old traditions bit by
bit and gradually become estranged from the masses.
This is not at all surprising. Their reactionary class stand determines their reluctance and failure to understand
the following: the essence, of what the Chinese people are learning from the Liberation Army is precisely to learn
to persist in the “four firsts” and the “three-eight” style of work,\fn{ The principle of the “four firsts” is giving first place: (1)
to man in handling the relationship between man and weapons; (2) to political work in handling the relationship between political and other
work; (3) to ideological work in relation to routine tasks in political work; and (4) in ideological work to living ideas in handling the
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relationship between ideas in books and living ideas. The “three-eight” work style refers to three mottoes and eight Chinese characters. The
three motoes are: (1) keep firmly to the correct political orientation, (2) maintain an industrious and simple style of work, and (3) be
flexible in strategy and tactics. The eight characters mean: be united, alert, earnest and active } and at the same time to persist in

and develop the democratic tradition of our Party. As Comrade Mao Tse-tung long ago pointed out,
In China war is the main form of struggle and the army is the main form of organization.

Hence, the Marxist-Leninist line of the Chinese Communist Party, represented by Comrade Mao Tse-tung, and
all the fine traditions of the Party were usually implemented first in the army. This precisely arises from the
characteristic of the Chinese revolution and thehistorjcal conditions of the protrficted" revolutionary war. So it
was with the spread of our Party’s democratic style of work among the masses. The whole Liberation Army was a
school of democracy throughout the decades of war, a sower of democratic thinking and a democratic style of
work. During the difficult years of struggle against reaction at home and abroad, wherever the Liberation Army
went and established revolutionary bases, there democratic thinking and a democratic style of work spread; the
people learned to hold meetings, conduct elections, hold discussions, practise criticism and employ other
democratic means; they learned how to exercise democratic rights and reach unanimity and undertake unified
action on the basis of democracy. To this day, the Chinese people still warmly refer to a good cadre who has a
democratic style of work and is at one with the masses as “our old Red Armyman”or “the old ba lu.”\fn{Eighth
Route Army} This is an apt illustration.
Leadersh!ip by the Party armed with Marxism-Leninism and Mao Tse-tung’s thinking, and the wholehearted
defence of the highest interests of the overwhelming majority of the people—these are the prerequisites for all the
systems and fine traditions of our army. All the tasks of the army are carried out through firm reliance on the
masses. Our people learn from the army and our army learns from the people and from the work of the local
authorities. The army and the people are as one, and the army units and local authorities are in accord, How can
this be understood by the imperialists, reactionaries and modern revisionists, who are alienated from and hostile to
the people who make up more than 90 per cent of the population? They do not want to and can never understand
it. To them, absolute obedience and no democracy are common characteristics of all armies; bourgeois and
proletarian alike; thus, according, to them, for the Chinese people to learn from the Liberation Army naturally
means abolishing democracy and imposing military control over the people. Such is their pitiful and absurd
reasoning. Their slanders and attacks can only expose their complete ignorance of and utter hatred for all
revolutionary causes. They cannot do us the least harm; on the contrary, these attacks and slanders serve us as the
best teachers by negative example and prove that what we are doing is right. Once again this demonstrates the
truth that it is not our modern technique that the imperialists and the reactionaries really fear. The modern
technique that we have they also have, even more and better. That is not what they are afraid of. What they really
fear is the unique proletarian political consciousness of our commanders and fighters, the mass lime that brings
this into fullest play, the initiative and creativeness resulting from this consciousness, and our democratic
tradition. Is this not perfectly clear?
Comrade Mao Tse-tung’s theory and practice concerning the equal need for democracy in the army and for the
mass line in military work, and the theory and practice concerning the orderly and well-led development of
democracy—political, economic and military—in the army constitute a new development of the Marxist-Leninist
principle that the masses are the creators of history. It was born out of practice during China’s protracted
revolutionary war. It was first carried out in the course of war and within the army. At the same time, it is
applicable to the revolutiopary cause of the people in general. In learning from the oil workers of Taching, from
the peasants of Tachai and from the Liberation Army, in the movement for comparing with the more advanced,
learning from and overtaking them and helping the less advanced, the Chinese people are concretely applying the
democratic traditions of our army to the three revolutionary movements of class struggle, the struggle for
production, and scientific experimentation, and they are widely developing the movement for democracy in four
fields—in politics, production, finance and military affairs. In the course of this movement they have invented
many new ways of doing things which have had a tremendous effect on raising political consciousness, promoting
production and developing science. All this fully demonstrates that the democratic tradition of our army initiated
by Comrade Mao Tse-tung is a priceless revolutionary tradition, an impregnable truth of universal application.
Relying on this priceless revolutionary tradition, our army and the masses of the people, under the brilliant
leadership of our Party and Comrade Mao Tse-tung, have won great victories in successive revolutionary wars, in
socialist revolution and in socialist construction by carrying out the principles, lines and policies laid down by
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Comrade Mao Tse-tung and the Party Central Committee, and by continuing to apply this priceless revolutionary
tradition, and by carrying it forward on all fronts throughout the country, our people will surely all the faster
achieve the great aim of building China into a powerful socialist country, with modern agriculture, modern
industry, modern national defence and modern science and technology. Our People’s Liberation Army should hold
still higher the great red banner of Mao Tse-tung’s thinking, continue to persist in and develop the democratic
tradition of our army and learn with modesty all the new achievements and experiences of the local organizations
in this respect, and strive to further raise the combat strength of our army and accomplish still better the great
tasks assigned to us by history.
130.33 Three excerpts from The Eve of the Mid-Autumn Festival\fn{by Ch’en Yüan aka Ling Shu-hua (1896-1970)}
Guangdong Province, China (F) 1
… While his wife was replacing her facial towel after wiping away her tears with it, he saw that her red and
swollen nose was uncommonly large. Because rouge had been erased from her usually lovely lips, he saw only a
purplish and flat mouth ready to assme the position of crying. Her eyes had not been pretty to begin with, but as
he was in love, he had not been aware of any defect. Now he noticed that the outer corners of her eyes were
slanted very high and he suddenly remembered his mother’s saying, “Slant-eyed women are hardest to deal with.”
For the first time since his marriage, he felt that his woman was ugly. …\fn{ That night the quarrel is not patched up.
Ching-jen stays awake in bed thinking of his deceased stepsister: } … He recalled how seven years ago, when he was stricken
with malaria, she had helped his mother nurse him back to health, and how, when he had refused to take quinine
pills, she had restrained her tears and cajoled him into taking them. Mouthful by mouthful, he had sipped sugar
water from a glass held by her hand as he took those pills. At the last mouthful, his lips had touched her smooth
and powder-scented hand, and his heart had felt an indescribably delicious sensation. He couldn’t help kissing it
violently. Her cheeks had been flushed with crimson, and he had settle back on his bed with a smile. Afterward,
although she looked somewhat embarrassed whenever she saw him, she had appeared to be even more solicitous
of his welfare. …\fn{The next morning the wife leaves her home to stay with her mother. In the company of his bad friends, Ching-jen
now frequents theaters and brothels. The next years the wife becomes even uglier after a miscarriage, and her mother-in-law complains of
her inability to keep her husband home. In the third year, following another miscarriage, the doctor examines the fetus and finds it to be
syphilitic. In the fourth year the husband has squandered most of his money and is ready to sell his own house. The wife has a confiding
talk with her mother, who remarks that no one could have thought that her husband’s family should go downhill so fast. Her daughter
replies:} … “Who could have thought of … But, mother, this is because my fate has pre-ordained me to suffer.”

She cleared her nose and continued to sob. “During the first eve of the august festival after our marriage we had a
quarrel. He took one mouthful of the harmony duck and spat it out. I felt very chagrined. Later on that night, when
he kicked to pieces a vase that had seen service in the worship of gods, I was even more certain that things were
taking a bad turn.”
207.47 Excerpt from The Taiping Revolutionary Movement: “Emergence Of The Leader (1814-1847)”\fn{by Jen
Yu-wen (1896-after 1973)} Canton, China (M) 9
Hung Hsiu-ch’üan, guiding spirit of the Taiping Revolutionary Movement and king of Taiping Tienkuo, was
born January 1, 1814 (C.C.18:12:10), a hundred and seventy years after the Manchus conquered China. His
birthplace was a small village about six miles northwest of the city of Hua-hsien, a district in the province of
Kwangtung. Shortly after his birth, the whole family moved to the village of Kuan-lu-pu in the same district and
about thirty miles north of Canton, the provincial capital. Kuan-1u-pu was inhabited by about four hundred people
belonging to four clans, the Hung clan being by far the largest with about three hundred members. Virtually all the
villagers were poor, hard-working farmers whose simple and thrifty lives afforded little opportunity for cultural
achievement.
The four clans in Kuan-lu-pu were Hakkas, descendants of North Chinese who had migrated to Kwangtung
over several centuries. Other Chinese in Kwangtung, those whose ancestors had come from the North much
earlier, referred to the Hakkas as k’o-jen or k’o-chia, meaning “guest people,” just as Kwangtung Hakkas who
subsequently migrated to neighboring Kwangsi province were called lai-jen or “comers” by the aboriginal
Chuang people there.
But it was more than their later arrival that set the Hakkas apart.
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First, unlike the original settlers, the Hakkas everywhere retained their own North China dialect. Second, as
latecomers, the Hakkas had had to settle in the mountainous or less fertile areas and the necessity of working for
their livelihood on barren land had brought out such pioneering characteristics as industriousness and
perseverance. The women too had to work in the fields and so did not bind their feet. Third, the Hakkas engaged
in endless feuds and quarrels with the surrounding natives, usually over petty matters, gaining a reputation for
contentiousness. A reputation for bravery also grew up around the Hakkas and women as well as men became
experienced guerrilla fighters, particularly those living in Kwangsi among the hostile Chuang and Yao aborigines.
Fourth, there was a spirit of unity based on language, tradition, and the need for common defense which made
every Hakka feel a fraternal loyalty to every other Hakka.
It seems appropriate to note here the historic significance of the special Hakka character. Their implacable
nationalism, going back to ancestors whose suffering at the hands of foreign invaders had been a major cause of
their southerly migration, found expression in a pronounced dislike for the Manchus. Perhaps more than other
Chinese, the Hakkas continued to resist Manchu rule right up to Hung Hsiu-ch’tian’s time and the majority of
early recruits from Kwangsi to the Taiping Army’s rank and file was, unsurprisingly, Hakka. The eventual
overthrow of the Manchus in 1911 similarly owed much to the many Hakkas who fought in the Nationalist
ranks.\fn{Lo Hsiang-lin concluded from careful study of the family history that Dr. Sun Yat-sen was of Hakka origin. [The footnotes
throughout this chapter are from the text, unless otherwise indicated:H] }
*
Hung Hsiu-ch’üan’s ancestors included a number of prominent statesmen and literati, such as the more than
eighty persons of the clan who held various government offices in the early period of the Southern Sung dynasty
(1127-1276). It was a branch of this clan that migrated to Kwangtung and eventually settled in the Hua-hsien
district.
Hsiu-ch’üan’s father, Ching-yang, the fifteenth generation of the family after the migration to Hua-hsien, was
regarded as a just and able elder and was elected headman of the surrounding villages. Entrusted in this capacity
with the public treasury and the administration of local affairs, Hung Ching-yang won respect for fair-mindedness
and honesty. His first wife, née Wang, bore five children, these being in the order of their birth a son Jen-fa, a son
Jen-ta, a daughter Hsin-ying, a son Huo-hsiu (Hsiu-ch’üan), and a daughter Hsüan-chiao. Huo-hsiu was given the
name Jen-k’un at his marriage and adopted Hsiu-ch’üan, his third name, after his strange visionary experiences
(see below). Hung Ching-yang remarried following the death of his first wife but the second wife, née Li, had no
children.
*
By village standards neither rich nor poor, the Hung family possessed a few mou (one mou equals about a sixth
of an acre) of rice land and raised some chickens and pigs. Every member of the family had some task and as a
young boy Hsiu-ch’üan's was to tend the buffaloes, a task lightened by the chance to play in the open fields with
other young buffalo herders. Their simple games were often dictated by Hsiu-ch’üan, who assumed leadership,
gave commands, and, quick-tempered by nature, angrily beat up any boy who dared disobey.\fn{ Based on information
gathered personally from Hung’s relatives}
Though it meant sacrifice, his family did not deprive their son of an education. At seven (by Chinese count) the
boy entered a primary school in his own village and there soon proved to be a very bright and diligent student
with a strong memory. After five or six years in various schools nearby, Hung Hsiu-ch’üan had mastered and
memorized the principal classics as well as many lesser pieces of literature and revealed a talent for writing
essays. Much of his time outside of school went into studious private reading of Chinese history and other books.
All this so impressed his teachers, relatives, and fellow villagers that everyone began to predict his success in the
government examinations and to anticipate the potential consequences in honor to the village and glorification of
his ancestors and relatives. Encouragement came in numerous small ways, such as exemption from a tuition fee
by a teacher or the occasional material assistance of some relative, and in the buoyant effect of parental love and
pride. His father was singularly happy to see that his youngest son had such good prospects and anyone praising
Hsiu-ch’üan in his presence was almost certain to be invited home for tea or dinner.\fn{ Confessional statement of Hung
Jen-kan}
*
The young scholar Hsiu-ch’üan, like every other young scholar of his time, put high hope on passing the
government examinations and thereby winning the academic degrees that led to government positions and wealth.
His success, at the age of thirteen, in taking first places in local examinations in his native district had brought his
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selection as a candidate (t’ung sheng) for advanced degrees, and so at about sixteen he set off, with some
confidence, for Canton to take the examination for the lowest degree (hsiu ts’ai, sheng yüan).
It is easy to imagine his disappointment when his name did not appear on the list of successful candidates. His
father, unable to support further education for his son, welcomed the boy back into the round of agricultural work.
Many were still regretting this unfortunate situation when the following year a wealthy schoolmate unexpectedly
asked Hsiu-ch’üan to be his companion for a year of study elsewhere—probably in Canton. Hsiu-ch’üan happily
accepted and upon his return to the village at the age of eighteen was hired by the village elders to teach in the
local school.
For the next few years Hsiu-ch’üan assiduously prepared himself for another try at the examinations. This
came in 1836 (T.K.16) at the age of twenty-four and ended like the first. The second failure was no less
disappointing but his stay in Canton this time resulted in two experiences destined to change both Hsiu-ch’üan’s
life and the history of China. One was his introduction to the Utopian strains of the Chinese tradition, the other his
first contact with Christianity.
Attending lectures at a private academy by the great master Chu Tz’u-ch’i, Hung became aware of a whole
new way of looking at the Chinese tradition. This celebrated Confucian scholar was well versed in the teaching of
the Kung-Yang Commentary and of the Li yün ta-t’ung Chapter of the Record of Rites and from these drew
support for his advocacy of a Chinese cultural pride and wide social reform. Hung’s later revolutionary ideology,
particularly in its social and ethical aspects, attests to the deep impression Chu made on his young pupil.\fn{ It is
widely believed in Kwangtung that Hung was for some time a disciple of Chu Tz’u-ch’i. There can be little doubt that Chu significantly
influenced his times. Both K’ang Yu-wei, a regular disciple of Chu in Chu’s later years, and Dr. Sun Yat-sen were imbued with the social
ideals of the Li-yün ta-t’ung, or Grand Harmony, which may be considered the most important common source of political and social
reform philosophy in modern Chinese history}

*
Perhaps even more profound in its effect was the second new experience. Coming out from the examination
hall one day, Hung found two men, a foreign missionary and a Chinese interpreter, preaching the Christian Gospel
on the street in the midst of a crowd. After listening for a while, Hung approached the two preachers, who
answered his questions and added in encouragement that he would “attain the highest rank.” Hung joined the
crowd again the next day and accepted a set of pamphlets the preachers were distributing to their listeners.\fn{ The
name of the Chinese interpreter is still unknown. As to the foreign missionary, Wilhelm Oehler [Die Taiping-Bewegung Geschichte eines
Chinesisch-Christlichen Gottefreichs, Gütersloh, C. Bertelsmann, 1923] suggested Edwin Stephens, a Yale graduate who arrived in Canton
in 1832. I was able to confirm this by compiling a list of all European and American missionaries known to have been working in Canton at
the time and then eliminating one by one those who for various reasons could not have been the missionary Hung heard. Edwin Stephens
remained the only possibility}

These pamphlets, which were to figure so prominently in Hung’s life a few years afterward, had been written
by Liang Fa, first Chinese Christian minister and second Chinese Protestant. As printer of his Chinese translation
of the Bible and of numerous religious tracts, Liang Fa had come to know the pioneer missionary Robert
Morrison and had subsequently gone to Malacca with another early missionary, William Milne, who baptized
Liang there in 1815. Liang was ordained in 1823, one year after his return to Canton to become an assistant to Dr.
Morrison. His zeal for evangelistic work was realized in a seemingly unending flow of religious leaflets compiled
or written for free distribution, especially among the scholars during examination days. This activity finally
brought persecution by local officials and Liang had to take refuge in Malacca in the winter of 1834, leaving the
future distribution of his Christian literature to others.
The set of pamphlets Hung received under the title, Ch’üan shih liang yen (“Good Words for Exhorting the
Age”), consisted of nine volumes published in 1832. Hung Hsiu-ch’üan resumed his teaching in the village school
and, after a superficial glance at their contents, put the nine pamphlets from Canton away on his bookshelf.\fn{ The
original text of the pamphlets was reprinted as an appendix to Liang Fa Ch’üan (Hong Kong, Council on Christian Literature, 1963}
*
In the spring of 1837 at twenty-five Hsiu-ch’üan went to Canton for the third time for the examination and for
the third time failed to pass.
Suddenly a grievous disappointment shook his whole constitution. “Feeling very ill,” he had to be carried back
to his native village by two men in a sedan chair and on arrival was confined to his bed for a number of days. His
mind began to fill with strange visions and, imagining the approach of death, Hung said good-bye to his parents in
the following words:
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O my parents: how badly have I returned the favor of your love to me. I shall never attain a name that may reflect its
luster upon you.

Then he closed his eyes as if in death and lost all strength and command over his body, lying on the bed
halfway between consciousness and unconsciousness. But his mind remained active and the visions grew more
and more vivid. Hamberg\fn{Theodore Hamburg, The Visions of Hung-siu-tshuen, and Origin of the Kwang-si Insurrection, Hong
Kong, China Mail, 1854; reprinted with a Chinese translation, Peking, Yenching University Library, 1935 } has described some of
these as recalled by Hung years afterward:
At first when his eyes were closed, he saw a dragon, a tiger and a cock entering his room, and soon after he
observed a great number of men, playing upon musical instruments, approaching with a beautiful sedan chair, in which
they invited him to be seated, and then carried him away. Siu-tshuen felt greatly astonished at the honour and
distinction bestowed upon him, and knew not what to think thereof. They soon arrived at a beautiful and luminous
place, where on both sides were assembled a multitude of fine men and women, who saluted him with expressions of
great joy. As he left the sedan, an old woman took him down to a river and said,
“Thou dirty man, why hast thou kept company with yonder people, and defiled thyself? I must now wash thee
clean.”
After the washing was performed, Siu-tshuen, in company with a great number of old, virtuous and venerable men,
among whom he remarked many of the ancient sages, entered a large building where they opened his body with a knife,
took out his heart and other parts, and put in their place others new and of a red color. Instantly when this was done, the
wound closed, and he could see no trace of the incision which had been made. Upon the walls surrounding this place,
Siu-tshuen remarked a number of Tablets with inscriptions exhorting to virtue, which he one by one examined.
Afterwards they entered another large hall the beauty and splendor of which were beyond description. A man,
venerable in years, with golden beard and dressed in a black robe, was sitting in an imposing attitude upon the highest
place. As soon as he observed Siu-tshuen, he began to shed tears and said,
“All human beings in the whole world are produced and sustained by me; they eat my food and wear my clothing,
but not a single one among them has a heart to remember and venerate me; what is however still worse than that, they
take of my gifts, and therewith worship demons; they purposely rebel against me, and arouse my anger. Do thou not
imitate them.”
Thereupon he gave Siu-tshuen a sword, commanding him to exterminate the demons, but to spare his brothers and
sisters; a seal by which he would overcome the evil spirits, and also a yellow fruit to eat, which Siu-tshuen found sweet
to the taste. When he had received the ensigns of royalty from the hand of the old man, he instantly commenced to
exhort those collected in the hall to return to their duties toward the venerable old man upon the high seat. Some replied
to his exhortations, saying,
“We have indeed forgotten our duties to the venerable.” Others said,
“Why should we venerate him? Let us only be merry, and drink together with our friends.” Siu-tshuen then, because
of the hardness of their hearts, continued his admonitions with tears. The old man said to him,
“Take courage and do the work; I will assist thee in every difficulty.” Shortly after this he turned to the assemblage
of the old and virtuous saying, “Siu-tshuen is competent to this charge”; and thereupon he led Siu-tshuen out, told him
to look down from above, and said,
“Behold the people upon this earth! hundredfold is the perverseness of their hearts.”
Siu-tshuen looked and saw such a degree of depravity and vice, that his eyes could not endure the sight nor his
mouth express their deeds.

Hamberg goes on to explain:
The sickness and visions of Siu-tshuen continued about forty days, and in these visions he often met with a man of
middle age, whom he called his elder brother, who instructed him how to act, accompanied him upon his wanderings to
the uttermost regions in search of evil spirits, and assisted him in slaying and exterminating them.

Hung’s unaccountable behavior led his family and relatives to fear his possession by some ghost or devil and
an exorcist was brought to the house, but Hsiu-ch’üan severely rebuked the exorcist, who left in dismay. Finally
waking from his trance, Hung pulled himself together and went before his father proclaiming,
“The venerable old man above has commanded that all men shall turn to me, and all treasures shall flow to
me.”
What his perplexed family had no way of knowing was that Hung was the victim of an acute mental illness of
psychotic nature technically called “twilight-state” which often includes such dreamlike, wish-fulfilling
experiences. A modern psychiatrist\fn{Pao Ming Yap, “The Mental Illness of Hung Hsiu-ch’üan, Leader of the Taiping Rebellion,”
Far Eastern Quarterly, 13 (1954), 298} who studied Hung’s case concluded:
This “delirium fable” or “twilight-state” was of the typically ecstatic kind. Its content was supplied by a
combination of Chinese and Christian ideas, and its meaning was complete wish-fulfillment, with the overcoming of all
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personal frustrations. He created a whole world of his own as in a daydream, but he also acted the dream out in the real
world. Ideas and perceptions he could not tell apart, for his world of fantasy was projected into his real surroundings …
When autism (or withdrawal from reality) was almost complete, he acted much like a normal person who is dreaming
… Twilight-states mostly arise from purely psychogenic causes and are precipitated by strong emotions … Psychogenic
cases are frequently hysterical in basis, when the twilight experiences will be more or less understandably related to the
patients’ immediate needs and difficulties—for example, as wish-fulfillment or as repetition of some disturbing episode
in his past history.

There can be little doubt that this diagnosis accords well with the symptoms, conditions, and aftereffects of
Hung’s sickness as recorded in practically all sources.\fn{ The earliest and most trustworthy account of Hung’s mental illness
is Hamberg’s (quoted herein) which was based on the narration of Hung Jen-kan. Four other accounts, all published later, are marred by
alterations and misrepresentations motivated by the special religious or political biases of their authors } As to the psychogenic cause,

his illness is easily traceable to his repeated failure in the governmental examinations. In Imperial China the fate
of a young scholar’s whole life was, with rare exceptions, determined by these examinations. Passing meant
obtaining one after another the academic degrees so essential to position and honor. The successful candidate
could freely choose to climb the ladder of officialdom step by step to the top, bringing honor to his whole village
and clan including his long-deceased ancestors, or to retire to private life in his native place as a member of the
gentry class whose traditional prerogatives ranged from the many manifestations of their social and political
preeminence to exclusive opportunities to gain wealth. The unsuccessful candidate, fully aware of the bleak future
portended by his failure, was a dejected soul. For young Hung, so proud and willful by nature, dejection turned to
desperation and a nervous breakdown.
There was a pathetically clear relation, in fact, between his wish-fulfilling visions in the twilight-state and the
incidents surrounding his hope-crushing failure in the examination. The “story” in which he himself played the
leading role may be interpreted as a continuation of the homecoming journey, with the same sedan chair serving
for his ascent to Heaven. The old man dressed in a black robe with a golden beard (impossible for a Chinese) was
most probably the dream representation of the foreign missionary Hung had met on the street in Canton the
previous year and the middle-aged man, the native interpreter—though Hung later became convinced that these
two venerable figures had been God and Jesus Christ.\fn{ Another account, in the Taiping document Wang-chang-tz’u-hsiung
ch’in-mu ch’in-erh kung-cheng fu-yin-shu, adds that the old man was tall and stout. The long golden beard posits a foreigner and the
Canton missionary had adopted a black gown of Ming style } His appointment as supreme ruler of the world with special

power to slay demons possibly reflected the missionary’s comforting words that Hung would “attain the highest
rank,” words that had struck to the heart of the despairing young candidate. The seal designating his authority may
have been the symbolic representation of the set of pamphlets, and in gesture and contents Hung’s subsequent
exhortation was plainly imitative of the missionary’s conduct of the two street meetings. It is obvious too that
Hung’s remonstrances against Confucius and his demonstrations of iconoclasm were traceable to impressions
received from the preacher and from the evangelistic pamphlets, for no source except a foreign one like
Christianity would have provoked such ideas in an age and country dominated by Confucianism and idolatry.
Among the minor items as well in his visionary experiences during these forty days, there is nothing that cannot
be explained in the light of modern psychiatry. Nor is there anything anywhere in the historical records of his
visions that can be construed as a wanton fabrication for the purpose of justifying Hung’s revolutionary leadership
to credulous followers.\fn{Following a general tendency among Chinese historians to reduce to natural causes the apparent
supernatural or superstitious elements of any upheaval or revolt in Chinese history, many Chinese writers on the Taiping movement have
doubted the authenticity of the visions}

The changes in Hung following his illness were striking. At first his whole preoccupation seemed to be with
the kingship bestowed by heavenly authority during his visions. Hung composed poems eulogizing himself in the
role of ruler of all China and, to the complete mystification of his father and other family members, one day
solemnly wrote in red ink seven characters meaning
“The noble principles of the Heavenly King, the Sovereign King Ch’üan.”
In recognition of his new mission in life, Hung changed his name to Hsiu-ch’üan, retaining “hsiu” from his
original name and adopting “ch’üan” which Hung interpreted as being composed o( two smaller characters
reading “people’s king.”
There was also a new dignity in his bearing to match his new role. His manner became studied, his walk
measured, and, most significantly in view of his future leadership of the revolutionary movement, Hung’s general
outlook hardened to one of unswerving belief in his own special mission. It was this uncompromising dedication
as much as anything else that later fired Taiping soldiers to fight to the death at his command.
*
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Hung resumed his work and for five or six years led the uneventful life of a teacher in his native and nearby
villages. The memory of his illness and the visions faded. Even his bitterness toward the examinations subsided to
the point that Hung decided in the spring of 1843 (T.K.23) to try a fourth, and as it turned out last, time to win the
hsiu ts’ai degree.
His fourth failure infuriated Hung, who was now beyond despair and on the boat returning from Canton vented
his anger by cursing the examiners and composing a poem that revealed his decision to lead a revolution against
the Manchus. Still raving on arrival home and still more angrily denouncing the government and all Manchu
officials, Hung threw his books to the ground with the cry:
“Let me give examinations to the scholars of the nation in lieu of the Manchus.”
It was a fit of temper but probably no one present realized it was also the beginning of the Taiping
Revolutionary Movement.
While teaching in the native village of his stepmother a few months later, in the summer of 1843, Hung
received a visit from his cousin Li Chjng-fang, who noticed on the shelf and promptly borrowed the pamphlets
Hung had obtained from the missionary in Canton. After reading through these, Li expressed such fascination
with their extraordinary contents, so different from Chinese classics, that Hung himself began to read the longforgotten pamphlets only to realize suddenly that here was the key to his visions.
With mounting excitement Hung now identified the venerable old man of the visions as God and the middleaged man as Jesus Christ. One after another the visionary events of six years before came to mind, recalled and
given new meaning by their remarkably close correspondence to the events described in the pamphlets. Hung “felt
as if awaking from a long dream,” Hamberg reported, and “rejoiced to have in reality a way to heaven, and sure
hope of everlasting life and happiness.”
Baptism came soon afterward. Following several long discussions of the pamphlets and the admonitions on the
necessity of baptism, Hung and Li decided to baptize themselves. And so, having prayed to God with the solemn
promise “not to worship idols, not to practice evil things, but to keep the heavenly commands,” the two cousins
poured water over their heads while intoning “purification from all former sins, putting off the old, and
regeneration.”\fn{Dr. Yap sees Hung’s conversion as a religious experience extending over a period of six years, i.e. begun in his
visions and not completed until his reading of the pamphlets}
*
It would be difficult to overestimate the importance of the pamphlets in the formation not only of Hung’s own
religious beliefs but also, later, of the Christian professions and religious organization of his Heavenly Kingdom.
These pamphlets were, at least in the beginning, the only Christian literature available to Hung and their contents
were in general revered as the revealed truths of God and Christ, to be believed and obeyed. Perhaps equally
significant to Hung was their value as proof that his visions and his appointment to kingship by God were not
simply his own inventions. Hamberg quotes Hung as saying:
These books … are certainly sent purposely by heaven to me, to confirm the truth of my former experiences; if I had
received the books without having gone through the sickness, I should not have dared to believe in them, and on my
own account to oppose the customs of the whole world; if I had merely been sick but not also received the books I
should have had no further evidence as to the truth of my visions, which might also have been considered as mere
productions of a diseased imagination.

His unquestioning belief in the authority of the pamphlets, a belief later translated into the common belief
among Taiping soldiers that their Heavenly King had received his mandate to rule China from a “Heavenly
Book,” is illustrated in another of Hung’s declarations at the time:
I have received the immediate command from God in his presence; the will of Heaven rests with me. Although
thereby I should meet with calamity, difficulties, and suffering, yet I am resolved to act. By disobeying the heavenly
command, I would only rouse the anger of God; and are not these books the foundation of all the true doctrines
contained in other books?

The pamphlets did indeed impart certain basic Christian doctrines—the worship of one God, salvation through
Jesus Christ, reverence for the Bible, the necessity of a good and moral life, among others—but their author,
Liang Fa, was not a trained theologian and had never intended the pamphlets to be a comprehensive exposition of
Christian theology. Their evangelical purpose was evident in his selective use of verses from the Bible, in the
random organization of subjects, and in his homiletic style. Probably a combination of his own preferences and
his particular indoctrination by Morrison and Milne led Liang Fa to slight or omit entirely important aspects of
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Christian teaching on such topics as the Fatherhood of God, the life of Jesus, the Trinity, the Eucharist, the
parables, and the supreme virtue of love. The stress, reflecting a general tendency among early missionaries to
China, was on the evils of the prevailing superstitions and of all forms of idolatry. God was presented not as the
loving Father of the New Testament but as the angry and jealous God of the Old Testament, the Jehovah who
destroyed cities and punished transgressors of the law with death.
Hung Hsiu-ch’üan exerted much time and energy in the study of the pamphlets and, having no other sources
and no guidance, used his ingenuity to fathom the many obscure passages. This obscurity reflected the inherent
difficulties of intercultural explanations on the philosophical level but was notably compounded by Liang Fa’s
quotation of the first edition of Morrison’s Chinese translation of the Bible.\fn{ For which I cannot find in Jen’s work a
more specific citation:H}
Morrison, a neophyte to the intricacies of writing elegant Chinese, had translated the verses in a manner that
was often awkward and sometimes unintelligible. Hung accepted the curious words and astonishing phraseology
as further proof of the divine origin of the pamphlets, even comparing these tracts to the mystery volumes of
ancient times. But Hung also tended to “complete” and “perfect” ambiguous passages with his own fanciful ideas,
a procedure which frequently led to meanings entirely at variance with the original. That the resultant
“Christianity” of Hung later drew repeated criticism from foreign missionaries is hardly surprising.
Yet Hung seemed immune to their charges of unorthodoxy. Time and again various missionaries tried to
correct his conceptual errors or, by supplying other Christian literature and better translations of the Bible, to
direct his attention to more orthodox views. Nothing could dissuade Hung from a meticulous adherence to his
own interpretation of the pamphlets with only minor changes to accord with subsequent developments in his
religious thinking. In fact, the two great precepts that Hung distilled from the pamphlet—the worship of one God
and the necessity of a strictly moral life—became laws within the Taiping Revolutionary Movement (as will be
discussed in greater detail in chapter 8) and eventually brought the Taipings their reputation for uncompromising
iconoclasm and puritanical moralism.
*
The immediate effect of his study of the pamphlets and his baptism was an exhilarating sense of release from
his former anguish and of dedication to a great new task. Ahead lay the work of creating a new social order in
fulfillment of his divine mission as heavenly appointed king.
To begin, Hung and his cousin promptly destroyed all the idols in his cousin’s home as well as the sacred altar
holding the tablet of Confucius in Hung’s school. Full of zeal, Hung now went back to his native village to spread
the new faith and had soon converted Feng Yün-shan and Hung Jen-kan, his distant cousins on the maternal and
the paternal sides respectively. Both had been well educated but, like Hung Hsiu-ch’üan, had failed to pass the
government examinations and were teaching. Also like Hung, the two schoolteachers found new purpose in their
lives with their conversion: Feng Yün-shan, slightly younger than Hung Hsiu-ch’üan, was to become the
mastermind of the initial stage of revolutionary action and Hung Jen-kan, nine years younger than Hsiu-ch’üan,
the future premier of the Heavenly Kingdom.
Following the ceremony of baptism the three men went to a nearby brook and there together ritually washed
their bodies clean. Hsiu-ch’üan next converted all the members of his own family as well as some other relatives
and neighbors, meanwhile smashing the family idols. Nor were neighboring villages overlooked by Hsiu-ch’üan
and his two assistants, Yün-shan and Jen-kan, as their evangelical fervor grew. Jen-kan even suffered a beating by
his elder brother, during which his clothing was torn to pieces, for having caused a village scandal by his removal
of the tablet of Confucius from the school.
It became increasingly clear that Hung’s approach to evangelism was going to be colored by his own hot
temper and intolerant nature. Anyone rejecting the new faith could count on castigation or even outright
condemnation. This militancy found visible expression, after Hung’s return to his cousin Li’s village, in the two
especially made “Imp-slaying Swords” Hung and his cousin began to carry. Hung’s writings at this time already
suggest the reliance on coercion and physical force that would later characterize the Taiping Revolutionary
Movement.
*
Early in 1844, shortly after Hsiu-ch’üan had begun teaching in his native village school for the second time,
his aggressive evangelism provoked a new crisis in his life. A latent opposition among the villagers to his brash
attempts to moralize the whole village and destroy all idols in the neighborhood had slowly turned to general
hostility to Hung and his small band of followers as the village elders and the clan heads one after another
expressed their disapproval of the new religion. Open conflict broke out at the time of the Chinese New Year
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festival when the elders, following custom, asked the most learned men and best calligraphers in the village, Hung
Hsiu-ch’üan and Hung Jen-kan, to inscribe some lines on red paper to eulogize the local gods.
The two monotheists flatly refused, and in the ensuing uproar harsh words were exchanged and denunciatory
poems from both sides were posted on the walls of the village. With tempers already inflamed, Hung Hsiu-ch’üan
then destroyed the tablet of Confucius which had been enshrined in the school for many generations.
The shocked and angry elders announced his immediate discharge from the teaching position and joined the
villagers in attacking Hung for his unforgivable actions and in ridiculing his religious beliefs. Faced with the
humiliating loss of both job and good repute, Hsiu-ch’üan consulted Feng Yün-shan and Hung Jen-kan. There was
unanimous agreement that staying in the neighborhood was no longer feasible and, having just discovered the
saying of Jesus, as quoted in Liang’s pamphlets, that “no prophet is accepted in his own country,” the three
Christians decided to accept their predestined fate and follow the dictate of Heaven by going into exile.
Accordingly, in the spring of 1844 Hung set out from the village accompanied by his loyal cousin Feng Yünshan and two of Feng’s clansmen, all disguised as stationery peddlers. Jen-kan, only twenty-two years old at the
time, was detained by the elders of his family because of his youth but later left home to take a teaching position
in an adjoining district, Ch’ing-yüan, where he continued his evangelical work as before.
Hsiu-ch’üan and his party began their long two months’ trek westward on foot and after much hardship entered
the neighboring province of Kwangsi. Midway in the tedious and trying journey, Feng’s clansmen returned home,
but Hung Hsiu-ch’üan and Feng Yün-shan trudged on, finally reaching their destination in the district of Kueihsien.
This was their first trip to Kwangsi, future base of the Taiping army, and it is reasonable to believe that by this
time Hung and Feng were actively conspiring to overthrow the Manchu regime as prelude to establishment of a
Christian kingdom and that the motive of their trip west was to look for a suitable place for making preparations
for the uprising.
*
Kuei-hsien was a rich district situated in the southeastern part of the province of Kwangsi and populated
mostly by Cantonese who had migrated from Kwangtung but also by large numbers of Hakkas and Chuang
aborigines. The Wang family which Hung and Feng visited belonged to the Hakkas and lived about twenty miles
northeast of the district city. There were five brothers in the family closely related to Hung on his mother’s sjde.
Having settled down, Hung and Feng immediately began preachjng to the people who spoke the same Hakka
dialect.
Three months jn Kuei-hsien were enough to convince Hung that, though a good place for evangelistic work,
the district was too accessible to travelers and other outsiders to be used as the secret base for fermentation of a
gigantic revolution. Besides, his cousins, in spite of their willing hospitality, could ill afford to be hosts for an
indefinite period. Somewhat disappointed, Hung decided to return to Kwangtung.
But just about this time Wei-cheng, the son of the eldest Wang, was unjustly put in the district jail on a minor
but false charge and the whole family turned to Hung for help. Finding it difficult to reject their earnest appeals,
Hung changed his plans and sent Feng back to Kwangtung alone, himself remaining in Kuei-hsien to see what
could be done for Wei-cheng. Hung then wrote a strong plea to the district official which resulted in Wei-cheng’s
acquittal only one month later and release.
The family was so overjoyed that all the members, led by Wei-cheng himself, accepted the new religion as
preached by Hung. Gratitude to the savior of his life made Wei-cheng a particularly devoted disciple and assistant
in Hung’s religious activities and later led to his becoming a martyr for the Taiping cause. With the approach of
winter Hung finally left for Kwangtung, happy in the thought that there were over one hundred converts in Kueihsien to show for his seven months’ work there.
*
His arrival brought the unsettling news that Feng had not yet returned. When Feng’s mother, wife, and sons
came to inquire what had happened to their dear one, Hung could only explain that Feng had set out alone earlier
but their questions and murmured reproaches were disconcerting for Hung realized that in a way Feng’s safety on
the journey had been his responsibility.
The next two years at home (1845-1846) were passed in loneliness, for cousin Jen-kan was still teaching in the
adjoining district of Ch’ing-yüan and there was no one else to whom he could reveal his revolutionary aspirations.
Undaunted by his earlier experience, Hung resumed his evangelistic work but the elders and fellow villagers
noted that experience and hardship had moderated his temperament and attitude toward people.
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As a result, his teaching job was restored to him and, with it, financial security. In his leisure hours Hung
busied himself in literary works, which would prove to be his favorite activity throughout his life. As recorded in
the Taiping official books published later, his writings during this period consisted of five couplets, five hymns,
odes and songs, and two long essays—all of above average standard.
*
His writings at this time shed some light on the sources of his later religious and sociopolitical theories and
confirm beyond doubt the overriding influence of Liang Fa’s pamphlets. Hung restated the fundamental Christian
doctrines Liang had expounded and proceeded, as had Liang, to try to relate the traditional Chinese moral
teaching of Confucianism and the Christian ethical system. The starting point was the brotherhood of all men as
sons of God. Being therefore of supreme value with a dignity far above the animal level, man should strive
constantly to rectify his moral character and become a “right person” who abstains from all evil thoughts and
practices and who performs all the ethical duties as prescribed in Chinese classical literature. It should be noted
that in relating the ideas of “right” or “wrong” and “regular” or “irregular” (cheng, hsieh) to define moral and
immoral, Hung in these early essays took an historically important step toward harmonizing the moral codes of
East and West.
His social ideal also stemmed from his belief in the brotherhood of mankind, which made all nations in the
world members of one big family. From international relationships down to the relationships among provinces,
prefectures, districts, counties, towns, villages, and clans, the predominant principle should not be mutual hatred
but mutual loving-kindness. In his own words the underlying principle was magnanimity (ta liang). If
magnanimity became the rule, the ideal society could be realized and all people would live comfortably in peace
and prosperity (taiping). A world of justice and righteousness would replace the world of mutual humiliation,
oppression, and violence.
This noble social ideal represented, again, the amalgamation of Christianity and Confucianism as expounded in
the ancient classic Li yün ta t’ung in the Record of Rites and may be taken as one more indication of Hung’s
familiarity with Chinese classics and history.
Further insights into Hung’s views during this time come from his cousin Jen-kan, who spent his vacations
with Hsiu-ch’üan and later recorded many of their conversations. In one such conversation Hsiu-ch’üan
explained:
You, my cousin, were born in China, whose vast territory of eighteen provinces is ruled over by the Manchu dogs of
three provinces [Manchuria], whose 500 million Chinese are ruled over by a few million Tartar imps. It is certainly
shame and humiliation to the highest degree. Moreover, annually several tens of millions of China’s money is wasted in
opium and several million more of the fat [wealth] of the Chinese people on flowers and powder [cosmetics], year in
and year out for 200 years till the present. Consequently, of the Chinese people how can the rich not become poor, how
can the poor not violate the law, and how can the lawbreakers not be exiled to Ili, Heilungkiang, and Kirin as slaves?

On another occasion Hsiu-ch’üan remarked:
God has divided the kingdoms of the world, and made the Ocean to be a boundary for them, just as a father divides
his estates among his sons; every one of whom ought to reverence the will of his father, and quietly manage his own
property. Why should now these Manchus forcibly enter China, and rob their brothers of their estates?

His dedication to the ideal of a Christian brotherhood of nations and his own sense of mission are strikingly
revealed in the following words:
If God will help me to recover our estate, I ought to teach all nations to hold every one its own possessions, without
injuring or robbing one another; we will have intercourse in communicating true [Christian] principles and wisdom to
each other, and receive each other with propriety and politeness; we will serve together one common heavenly Father,
and honor together the doctrines of one common heavenly brother, the Saviour of the world; this has been the wish of
my heart since the time when my soul was taken up to heaven.

It has proved impossible so far to determine just when, where, and how the idea of an ethnic conflict first
germinated in Hung’s mind. Certainly his social inheritance played a large part since anti-Manchu feeling had
been quite prevalent in his time among the Cantonese and the Hakkas—especially in the lower class of people,
who were generally influenced by the Triad Society. Yet it took his failure for the fourth time in the examinations
to kindle his anger and turn Hsiu-ch’üan from a scholar avidly pursuing governmental honors and power to a
revolutionist bent on overthrow of the Manchu regime.
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Furthermore, it was only after his complete conversion to the Christian faith consequent to the re-reading of
the pamphlets, that his consciousness of kingship by appointment from God and his assignment to the sacred task
of overthrowing the imps, i.e. idols and Manchus, became an idée fixe. Though time and place have not been
pinpointed, it seems clear that the development of his revolutionary ideology arrived at a crucial point when
religious elements mingled with his nationalistic and political ideas, coalescing into a theoretical basis for the
religious-nationalistic-political revolution that was his life’s work.
*
A final chapter in Hung's formation as leader of the Taiping movement began toward the middle of March
1847 with his arrival in Canton, accompanied by Jen-kan, for a visit with the Rev. I. J. Roberts, missionary of the
American Southern Baptist Church.
Roberts had invited Hsiu-ch’üan to Canton after hearing of his strange mental experience and his zeal in
evangelism. Curiosity grew to astonishment as Hsiu-ch’üan related his story at first hand, whereupon Roberts
suggested that his two guests stay on for a while in the church to learn more about Christian doctrines and to study
the Bible. Up until their money ran out a month later, Hsiu-ch’üan and Jen-kan pored over the Christian literature
at the mission, participated in services, and observed the administration and organization of the mission,
absorbing many of the details of Christian practice that would later appear in the Taiping movement.
Roberts had two Christians accompany his guests to their home in order to observe Hung’s character and
conduct closely. Receiving a favorable report from his emissaries, Roberts decided to baptize Hung and make him
an assistant. Hung returned to Canton but soon fell victim to a scheme which two of Roberts’ assistants, afraid so
promising a new recruit would take over their positions, concocted to discredit him.
The object of the scheme was to persuade Hung to ask Roberts for a subsidy of five dollars per month, which
Hung, unsuspecting and in his usual financial straits, proceeded to do. Disillusioned by his discovery that Hung
was just another “rice Christian,” Roberts abandoned the idea of baptizing and training him without, apparently,
ever learning of the scheme. Hung himself eventually realized what had happened but, as noted with praise, never
let the misunderstanding turn into a grudge against Roberts. Meadows \fn{ Thomas T. Meadows, The Chinese and Their
Rebellions, London, Smith, Elder, 1856, p. 88n; reprinted Stanford University Press, 1953 }
His dejection over having lost Roberts’ sponsorship was probably more than counterbalanced by a sense of
satisfaction in his general progress toward a Christian education as a result of his visits to Roberts. For the first
time, he had been able to read the whole Bible, both the New and the Old Testaments, in the revised editions by
Medhurst and Gützlaff. He had had an opportunity to familiarize himself with tracts and pamphlets prepared by
the missionaries of different missions—an experience that served him well when he began to publish the Taiping
booklets.
Other missionaries, especially those in education and medicine, must have impressed him profoundly by their
philanthropic and self-sacrificing services to the Chinese for, even though he witnessed the anti-British rioting in
the aftermath of the Opium War and saw with his own eyes the invasion of Canton by British forces, he clung
confidently to his belief that all foreigners should be regarded as brothers hereafter.\fn{ Meadows, p. 87; also W. H.
Medhurst’s comments on the Taiping Ten Commandments in the North China Herald, September 3, 1853, ¶ 87 } He had also acquired
a very useful practical knowledge in such matters connected with public worship as the singing of hymns, the
offering of prayers, the delivering of sermons, and the reading of the Holy Scripture, all of which would later be
adopted in one form or another by his own organization.
On the doctrinal level, he had learned the use of the term Huang Shang Ti (Supreme Emperor God) from
Gützlaff’s works as well as the texts of the doxology and Ten Commandments which were taken over almost
intact from the Baptist Church into the Taiping literature.\fn{ So E. P. Boardman, Christian Influence Upon the Ideology of the
Taiping Rebellion, 1851-1864, Madison, University of Wisconsin Press, 1952, p. 72 } Above all his iconoclasm had been
confirmed and reinforced by the missionaries’ emphasis on the war against idolatry. Everything seemed to point to
the truth of his visions and the urgency of his heavenly mission.
But with Roberts no longer taking a personal interest in his education and with his funds exhausted, Hung after
two months in Canton decided the time had come to leave. Using a gift of one hundred small cash from a friend—
his very first friend in the church and the source of an earlier and still unpaid loan—Hung set out for Kwangsi on
July 21, 1847 (T.K.27:6:10), his purpose this time being to find his missing cousin, Feng Yün-shan.
194.43 Excerpt from Mao Tse-tung; His Childhood And Youth\fn{by Xiao San aka Emi Siao (1896-1983)}
Xiangxiang Village, nr. Tongshan, Hunan Province, China (M) 10
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Shaoshan Chung, a village of Hsiangtan County, Hunan Province, stretches about ten li in length. It commands
a lovely view, the hills and waters around all having that indefinable touch of the South which travellers find so
pleasing. The houses are few and far between; the inhabitants are mostly honest, hard-working peasants. Among
the local families is that of Mao.
Shaoshan Chung has an “Upper South Bank” and a “Lower South Bank”. On the Lower South Bank is a road
leading to the town of Hsiangtan and the adjacent Hsianghsiang County. Along the Upper South Bank is a stone
bridge with a few shops clustering around selling meat, salt and other daily necessities. A stream runs under the
bridge and meanders on by Shaoshan. Near this stream is a plain, tile-roofed house with two wings in which two
families, one named Tsou and the other Mao, used to live. Each occupied half of the house, with the boundary line
passing neatly through the middle of the living room.
It was this house that had the good fortune to witness, on the nineteenth of the Eleventh Moon, in 1893, the
birth of Mao Tse-tung, the great leader and saviour of the Chinese people.
Mao Tse-tung’s father was named Mao Shun-sheng. A poor peasant by origin, he was tall and sturdily built
and, in his later years, displayed a well-kept beard. He was diligent as well as shrewd and had a flair for careful
housekeeping. As a young man he enlisted in the army for a year or so to pay off the debts that had been
accumulated. When he came back he started a small business which he gradually built up into a modest fortune
through frugality and careful manipulation of his savings. He attained the status of a middle peasant when he
redeemed his fifteen mou of land and tilled it himself.
At that time the Mao family consisted of five people: Mao Tse-tung’s grandfather, father, mother, himself (then
aged ten), and his younger brother Tse-min. Under the expert management of his father, the family went on
prospering, and soon another seven mou of land were added to the family property. Two years later, grandfather
died, but as another boy, Tse-tan, was born the number of people in the family remained unchanged. As more and
more money was laid aside, his father went into the business of grain and pork transportation and finally wound
up as a rich peasant.
*
Mao Tse-tung came into the world at a time when the Chinese people, groaning under the double yoke of
imperialism and feudalism, were passing through one of the darkest phases in their history.
At the turn of the century, the capitalist countries had already entered the imperialist stage and were busily
laying plans for expansion and aggression. A long series of wars of foreign aggression followed the Opium War
which took place in 1840, fifty-three years before Mao Tse-tung was born. As a result, China was compelled to
sign one unequal treaty after another, forfeiting as she did much of her sovereignty. Portions of territory and
various “spheres of influence” were marked off in China by the imperialist countries. And China, in spite of her
glorious 5,000-year-old civilisation, slowly degenerated into a semi-colonial country, threatened with imminent
dismemberment at the hands of foreign powers.
The then Manchu imperial government was corrupt and incompetent beyond belief. Its erstwhile attitude of
ridiculous arrogance and pomposity towards foreign nations quickly gave way to one of fawning servility. No
humiliation was too great for it, and it was ready to accept any terms. At home, however, it pursued a highhanded, dictatorial policy of oppression and exploitation and not infrequently enlisted foreign aid to suppress the
people’s revolutionary struggles. Owing to the staggering sum of foreign debts and indemnities and the corruption
of its offieial system, this feudal government resorted to all kinds of unscrupulous means, taxes and levies, to
“squeeze the people dry”. Society became more and more unstable and the misery of the people deepened. It was
the peasant masses who suffered the most from this cruel exploitation.
Ever since China began trading with foreign countries the countryside had been flooded with imported goods.
Wool and cotton fabrics took the place of homespun cloth. Vegetable oil was supplanted by kerosene, flints by
matches, homemade dyes by foreign dyes and homemade nails by foreign nails and tacks, etc. Things came to
sucn a pass that Chinese handicrafts, a side-occupation in rural areas, faced total collapse.
As a result of the seizure of land by big landlords and usurers over a long period of years, most of the peasants
owned either no land at all or only small lots of land. They had to rent land from the landlords and pay exorbitant
rents which took away practicaly all the fruits of their toil. Others who had only their labour power to sell worked
for landlords and rich peasants as hired hands. On top of all this, now came imperialist aggression, and the life of
the people deteriorated still further.
It was about twenty years after the Opium War that Hsiangtan became one of the many dumping grounds for
the imperialists in China. Dealers in foreign goods via Kwangtung would use it as a distribution centre for seeping
into China’s interior, and China’s export goods, like silk and tea, were packed there before being shipped to
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Kwangtung. Trade was brisk between Hsiangtan and Kwangtung and the number of people engaged in overland
transportation was estimated at 100,000. The village where Mao Tse-tung’s father lived naturally felt the impact
of foreign expansion too but he succeeded, however, in holding his own. He and his family, who “rise with the
dawn and sweep the courtyard”, were filled with new vigour. Now the master of the house gave more and more of
his time and energy to the business of grain and pork transportation from his own village to the larger cities like
Hsiangtan, Ninghsiang and Changsha.
Their land was cultivated by one regular farm hand. During the busy seasons, for such work like planting
young shoots, treading the field and harvest threshing, a few extra hands would be hired. A lot of other things fell
to the share of his wife and children. Another short-term labourer would be taken on in winter to grind rice. At
such times there would be seven mouths to feed. They ate frugally but there was always enough for everyone.
Mao Tse-tung began to work in the fields when he was scarcely seven. At the age of thirteen, besides working
like a grown-up in the fields, he had to help his father with his accounts in the evening, for then he had already
become the most “learned” member in the family; in other words, he knew the most number of characters. The
use of the abacus also formed a part of his education and on moonlit summer nights he and his brother would
learn from father the miraculous art of calculating with both hands at the same time.
But the children and their mother could eat only unground rice and vegetables and on the first and fifteenth of
every moon according to the lunar calendar, when the hired hands were given a treat of eggs, fish and, on rare
occasions, even meat, their diet still remained unchanged.
This rural background and early training in labour gave Mao Tse-tung an intimate knowledge of the sufferings
and needs of the broad peasant masses in China. He himself is the son of a peasant, and his surroundings and
upbringing brought him at an early stage into close contact with the peasant masses.
*
Mao Tse-tung’s mother was surnamed Wen, a native of Tangchiatuo, a district of Hsianghsiang. Mediumstatured, square-faced and tender-eyed, she was a woman of many virtues. She was sympathetic towards the poor
and willing to help them and in lean years or during famines made it a practice of giving away rice to the hungry
and needy behind her husband’s back. She had established for herself the name of a good woman and a thrifty
housewife. The prosperity of the Mao family owed as much to Mrs. Mao’s management as to Mr. Mao’s business
efforts. Her duties were the same as those of any peasant woman—besides rearing the children, she had to cook,
collect firewood, spin and attend. to mending, starching and washing.
Mao Tse-tung was extremely devoted to his mother and remained all along her obedient. loving son. The many
virtues she personified have had a good deal of influence on his later life.
Here are some of the stories freely circulated in the countryside.
*
One year, during harvest time, it rained suddenly while the peasants were having their crops sunned in the
open. Mao Tse-tung, then still a child. got busy helping a tenant farmer’s family to collect their crop before
turning to his own family’s. Father was annoyed and Mao Tse-tung explained:
“Theirs is a poor family, and they have to pay rent too. The smallest loss would mean a great deal to them. As
to our crops, they don’t mean that much, of course …”
Then one winter on his way to school, he ran into a poor, thinly-clad youth shivering in the driving snow. After
a brief conversation Mao Tse-tung took off his own lined jacket and put it on the stranger. Later, when he went
home for the vacation, his things were unpacked and the loss of that jacket occasioned some comment. He was
called on to explain.
Once on the eve of the Chinese New Year, Mao Tse-tung’s father sent him to a certain household to collect for
a hog sold it on credit. On his way back he met a group of miserably poor people in tatters. Without hesitation, he
gave them all the money he had collected.
One day, at his father’s orders, he and his brother were sent to the fields to gather beans. The brother, being
smart, chose a spot where the beanstalks were sparse. The job of picking was easier here and it took less time to
cover a wide area. Mao Tse-tung, however, chose a spot where the beanstalks clustered together and did some
honest, hard work. It took him longer to pick and he did not seem to be moving around much. When his father
turned up, he cast a casual glance and praised the younger brother while flinging bitter words at the elder. His
elder son uncovered the basket and showed the amount of beans he had gathered. Mao Tse-tung’s father was
speechless.
A neighbour, also named Mao, once sold Mao Tse-tung’s father a pig. A gentleman’s agreement was reached
and a down-payment made, but Mao Tse-tung’s father did not take the pig right away. A fortnight or so elapsed
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and the price for pork went up. Father hurriedly sent Mao Tse-tung over to fetch the pig. When he got there the
neighbour protested:
“The price for pork has gone up, hasn’t it? And I’ve been feeding it for the last few days too. I’m not going to
sell.”
“Why yes,” mused Mao Tse-tung, “you’ve been feeding it for over ten days. Of course you don’t want to sell it
at the same price. I can see your point.”
And he went home empty-handed.
*
These stories and others of the same type are on the lips of the Shaoshan Chung inhabitants. They throw a
good deal of light on Mao Tse-tung’s character. From the very early days he has been honest, unaffected and
conscientious.
*
Mao Tse-tung began his education at the age of eight and left the private school at thirteen. The classics then
taught in those schools naturally left the children cold. Teaching methods seldom ventured beyond committing
passages to memory and recitation. No explanation was thought necessary 'and very few teachers could “clear
things up” for the befuddled children who found certain things entirely unintelligible, others, partly so.
Mao Tse-tung was opposed to such “cramming” from the start. He was fond of popular fiction like Yueh Fei
the Loyal Hero, Tales of the Tang Dynasty, The Pilgrimage to the West, The Gods Canonized and the somewhat
later Water Margin and The Three Kingdoms. Thirsting as he did for fiction, he studied his classics, and his
phenomenal memory enabled him to remember all the required passages. He could remember the plot and
characters of all those novels and, when still a mere child, showed a fine talent for story-telling. What he read in
his childhood has also had considerable influence on his later life.
At the age of thirteen, he left the private school and returned to peasant life. He had his hands full most of the
time, what with working in the field in the day and helping his father with the accounts at night. Though such
work tired him, he continued to study. He would read everything he could lay his hands on the moment he was
through with accounting.
His father was annoyed. After all, he wasn’t reading the classics; and what a waste of lamp oil! Mao Tse-tung
hung a blue cloth over his window so that the light would not be seen from outside. It was a miserable light fed on
vegetable oil, the flame about the size of a bean. And there, in his shabby little room, he read avidly many, many
volumes.
*
Due to the inroads made by foreign capitalism, the Chinese feudal society of over three thousand years’
standing began to undergo an important radical change. The result was the birth of a semi-feudal society. As Mao
Tse-tung wrote:
… The invasion of. foreign capitalism accelerated this development. Foreign capitalism played an important role in
disintegrating China’s social economy—while ruining China’s self-sufficing national economy, her handicraft
industries in both the cities and rural households, it accelerated the development of commodity economy in both the
cities and the countryside …
In addition to their disintegrating effect on the foundation of China’s feudal economy, these things also created
certain objective conditions and possibilities for the development of China’s capitalist production …
In fact, as early as sixty years ago, in the latter half of the 19 th century, investment in modern industries was started
by some merchants, landlords, and bureaucrats owing to the stimulus of foreign capitalism and certain breaches in the
feudal economic structure. About forty years ago, at the turn of the century, the rudiments of China’s national
capitalism began to develop.\fn{Mao Tse-tung, The Chinese Revolution and the Chinese Communist Party}

Comparatively progressive intellectuals proceeded with capitalistic reforms. Mao Tse-tung was five years old
when the celebrated movement to “reform the government and begin modernisation” was launched in 1898. The
new regime which subsequently came into being soon ended in failure, lasting a hundred days.
One of the reformists, Cheng Kuan-ying, wrote a book with an ironic title Monition in a Prosperous Age;
which came out before the Sino-Japanese War of 1894. It soon got into the hands of the studious Mao Tse-tung.
In it the author proposed a thorough reform based ona parliamentary system and constitutional monarchy. This,
together with the ideas of other comparatively progressive intellectuals at the time, exerted a tremendous
influence on the Reform Movement following the Sino-Japanese War. They came to the same conclusion that
China was weak because her industry was backward and that, again, could be traced to a shortage of up-to-date
machines. Hence China should hurry up with the job of building railroads, steamships, telegraph, telephone, etc.
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Mao Tse-tung was fascinated. Here was a book far more practical than the Four Books and Five Classics: it
stimulated his desire to pursue further studies. He left home and stayed first with a “new-type scholar” (a student
of law) under whom he studied for half a year. Although from an old-type scholar, Mao Lu-chung, he got yet
another dose of classics, he read by himself a number of articles on current affairs and some new books.
*
Mao Tse-tung, however, did not drop his habit of reading old novels. His favourites were those dealing with
revolts and uprisings against the oppression of the ruling classes.
One day a question suddenly popped up: Why was it that only kings, generals, ministers, sages and heroes
figured prominently in the novels he read and not the peasants, with whose life he was well familiar? It set him
wondering for a long time. Then he found the answer:
The heroes in old novels were mostly rulers, oppressors and exploiters who owned a great deal of land but who
did not till it themselves and hired peasants to labour for them.
A significant query—followed by an equally significant discovery. How many of the millions of readers of old
novels ever thought of a problem like that? Mao Tse-tung did, and applied himself to the problem. It shows a
constant concern on his part for the broad labouring masses and how from the early days he was wont to exercise
his mind over phenomena and problems lightly passed. over by others.
*
The political consciousness of the Chinese people heightened as foreign aggression continued. A series of
heroic struggles were waged against foreign brigandage and against the corrupt, feudal Manchu government
which oppressed the Han people as well as other national minorities. In 1850, forty-three years before the birth of
Mao Tse-tung, there broke out the greatest of all peasant revolutions—the Taiping Revolution. For fifteen years
the Taiping Revolution held sway and although it failed in the end it exerted tremendous influence upon the
Chinese people.
Anecdotes about the Taiping Revolution were common topics for conversation among old people of the same
generation as Mao Tse-tung’s grandfather. The Revolution collapsed largely through the machinations of that
arch-traitor and butcher, Tseng Kuo-fan, a native of Hsianghsiang, Hunan Province. It was Tseng who organised
the Hsiang (Hunan) army with the express purpose of countering and frustrating the Revolution and massacred a
great number of his own people. The people of Hunan were deeply impressed by the event.
Following the failure of the Taiping Revolution, the Chinese peasants kept up their struggle amidst calamities
and difficulties, natural or otherwise.
Once, during a great famine, Mao Tse-tung and a group of small boys were playing outside the school when
they saw a great many rice merchants who had obviously come from Changsha. The children asked them why
they had run away from the big town. The rice merchants answered that they had left because of disturbances.
Famine had already claimed thousands of victims in Changsha when the starving refugees sent a delegate to the
Governor asking for relief. The Governor replied,
“How come you have nothing to eat? There’s a lot of rice in the city. Look at me. I can always find plenty to
eat!”
The answer enraged the refugees and a riot followed. A mob burst into the yamen, hacked down the flagpole
on the gate and chased the Governor out. Finally a responsible officer by the name of Chuang Keng-liang came
out on horseback and pacified the people by saying that the government was organising relief. The mob thereupon
dispersed. Later on, the Manchu Emperor dismissed Chuang on the charge of “allying himself with the rioters”,
and sent over a new Governor who promptly had all the leaders of the uprising arrested, and quite a number
beheaded.
The schoolboys began talking about this episode. Most of them sympathised with the rioters, but all in a more
or less detached manner or merely out of curiosity. Mao Tse-tung was deeply affected. Even at. that early age, the
future leader of the Chinese people sympathised with the cause of the rioters whom he knew to be honest like the
folk in his village, common people unwilling to starve. Mao Tse-tung condemned the ruler’s cold-blooded
indifference and himself once related how this incident had a significant effect on his later life.
Another time, a member of the local Ke Lao Hui (an underground society composed of peasants) in his village
got into a quarrel with a landlord. The landlord who filed a lawsuit against him of course won the case with
money and power both on his side. The Ke Lao Hui considered the verdict unjust and as a protest withdrew en
masse to the hills where they barricaded themselves.
Government soldiers were sent to attack them. The landlord spread the rumour that the Ke Lao Hui were
preparing a regular armed revolt and that they had even killed a child as a kind of “blood sacrifice” to their flag.
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The “revolt” was eventually suppressed. Its leader, a blacksmith, escaped but was later caught and beheaded.
This abortive attempt elicited great admiration from Mao Tse-tung and his young friends and the blacksmith was
revered as a heroic martyr.
In the following year, on the eve of harvest time., the countryside suffered from a shortage of rice. The poor
were left to starve while the rich, hoarding a lot of grain, refused to part with their treasure except at exorbitant
prices. Thereupon the country folk started a movement of “dining at the big houses”. Hundreds of hungry people,
men and women, old and young, would burst into a rich man’s house, open up his storeroom and get the grain out.
They would grind it on the spot and then, using the rich man’s big cauldron, cook and eat it up. The same
procedure would be followed in other big houses.
These incidents left a profound impression on the mind of the young Mao Tse-tung. His concern for the
peasants’ suffering grew. He was not only deeply sympathetic with the mass movements but had the acumen to
:see in them a source of great strength. At the same time be began to entertain ideas of rebellion against the ruling
classes and the superstitious idols set up by them to fool the people. His sympathy was ever on the side of those
ruled and oppressed—the broad masses of the peasantry.
*
Mao Tse-tung’s father ruled the family with an iron hand. Often for no reason he would accuse his sons of
laziness or irreverence. Mao Tse-tung frequently rebelled. Experience had taught him that when he openly
revolted to protect his own rights, his father would “turn soft”; whereas if he knuckled under in a cowardly
manner he would only get scolded and beaten all the more. Hence he hit on the method of “self-protection
through struggle”.
He first tried this method out when he was nine. He was then studying at the local private school but had to
attend to farm work in the morning and in the evening. Private school teachers of the old type were extremely
fond of beating pupils. “Spare the rod-spoil the child”—this was the principle universally followed by parents and
teachers in the old days in “educating” children. Mao Tse-tung’s teacher was no exception. His repertoire
included many forms of corporal punishment. such as floggmg, beatmg on the palm, head, feet and thighs and
“incense kneeling”. This last required the offender to kneel on a cash-board with sharp ridges or on a patch of
gravelly earth for the length of the time it took a whole stick of incense to burn out.
Naturally, Mao Tse-tung resisted. The first time he adopted the line of passive resistance, i.e. truancy. He ran
away from school and went down the hill in the directIon of an imagmary city. After a three-day journey, he
discovered he had been going around the valley in circles and was only about ten li from home. Eventually, his
family found him and brought him back. Upon reaching home he found his father no longer so hot-tempered as
before, nor was the teacher so severe.
The effect of this resistance left a deep imprint on his young mind. As he himself later on put it, borrowing a
new term, he had carried out a successful “strike”.
Mao Tse-tung’s father raised the family by working hard. Mao Tse-tung himself, too, had worked since his
early years. But the two held widely different views on such matters as making money out of the grain business
and refusing to sell grain at ordinary price during famines. These differences of opinion largely accounted for the
ever growing conflict between father and son. The old society either winked at or openly approved of the business
of earning slightly tainted money at others’ expense. To our young Mao Tse-tung it was distasteful.
Resistance to his father’s tyranny naturally gave rise to sympathy with that other long-suffering victim, his
mother. Mother could not see eye to eye with father over the way the latter ran the family, but she never gave any
sign of open resistance. Now and then she would remonstrate with a mild remark or sulk passively. Mao Tse-tung
was distressed by her helplessness, and the plain inequality he saw between man and wife sowed the seeds for his
later all-out rebellion against the oppressive character of the feudal patriarchal system. Terms like “feudalism” and
“patriarchy” were as yet unknown to him, but he already knew enough to form a “united front” with his mother,
brother and their hired hand in a common struggle [against] his severe, dictatorial father. Nevertheless he took
great care always to do his full share of work and keep his accounts in order lest his father found an excuse to
scold him.
*
China’s international position declined sharply as the the imperialist countries redoubled their aggressive
efforts. But the people never slackened their struggle. In 1900 came the I Ho Tuan (Boxer Movement). Mao Tsetung was then only seven years old. The I Ho Tuan started as a peasant movement against foreign oppression,
including theManchu regime, and its slogan was “Overthrow the Manchus and restore the Ming dynasty.” The
Manchu government seized upon the slogan, changing it to “Support the Manchus and exterminate foreigners.”
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The movement was finally broken up and its members were massacred by the joint forces of the Manchu
government and foreign invaders. The allied forces of eight nations entered and sacked Peking and an outrageous
unequal treaty was made—generally known as the “Treaty of Peking” (1901). China’s already semi-colonial
status took yet another nose-dive.
The foreign powers harboured designs to divide up China as early as 1894, i.e. soon after the outbreak of the
Sino-Japanese War. A few years later, Mao Tse-tung, as eager a reader as ever, came across a pamphlet entitled
On China’s Danger of Being Dismembered by Foreign Powers. The author touched on such things as the Japanese
occupation of Korea and the Chinese island of Taiwan, etc. (Mao Tse-tung still has a vivid recollection of the
sensational first sentence on the first page of the book: “Alas, China is on the brink of destruction!”)
After reading the book Mao Tse-tung was tormented by the misfortune that had befallen his Motherland and
made up his mind then and there to devote himself to the cause of saving his country, a task in which he
considered every Chinese should take part. From then on the problem of the liberation of China and the Chinese
people began to occupy his whole attention and he devoted his powerful mind to studying and solving it.
Spurred on by such a decision and an unquenchable thirst for knowledge,. he turned down his father’s
proposition that he should work as an apprentice in a rice store in town. Instead he went to Hsianghsiang where he
entered a “foreign-style” school. Sixteen-year-old Mao Tse-tung left his birthplace, Shaoshan Chung, for the first
time and travelled to the foot of Tungtaishan about fifty li from home, a bundle of clothes and other odds and
ends: on his back, to have his first taste of “new education”.
1f one leaves the city of Hsianghsiang through the Wangchun Gate and goes down a stone terrace, one can see
a river, Lien Shui. There are ferryboats to carry people across. On the other bank, after a short walk on a gravel
path, one sees a lovely, woody hill, Tungtaishan, come into view on the right. Not far from the jutting foot of the
hill, about six or seven li from the “Dragon City”, is a spot called Tunganping. There, walled in by a high circular
brick wall, with thick, black-lacquered double doors in front and in the rear, is a neat and comfortable looking
house—formerly the Tungshan Academy, now renamed Tungshan High Primary School of Hsianghsiang..
In the evening the cone-shaped Tungtaishan and a white, tapering, seven-storied pagoda were shimmeringly
reflected in the round pond near the school. There, newcomer Mao Tse-tung would frequently loiter with his
young friends. Leaning against. the stone balustrade of the bridge, they would talk and look at the fish darting to
and fro in the water. A little further off, on the playground, students were swinging, doing gymnastics, running,
laughing …
A few days after he arrived, people began to take notice of him as he went in and out of the halls which served
as study rooms, classrooms and dormitory. With an intelligent face, friendly eyes and a slender physique, he
dressed very plainly in a blue cloth jacket and trousers of the same material. His school mates, most of whom
came from landlord families, were richly attired. Some had on long gowns, with colourful waistbands
tantalizingly half-exposed below a dark jacket, and with leather-soled brocade shoes to match. Some wore
fashionable student uniforms. But Mao Tse-tung had just that one homespun suit of clothes.
He spoke with an accent which was patently non-Hsianghsiang. Upon being asked, he replied that it was true
that his home was in Hsiangtan, but that his mother who came from a family named Wen was a native of
Hsianghsiang. In fact, this time he had come down together with his cousin Wen. The Wen boy had first entered
the school a year before; hence many boys knew him.
For a while, Mao Tse-tung felt lonely. Still, he did have a handful of good friends, mostly boys from poor
families who wore shabby clothes and were eager to study hard and make good. Another thing was their common
accent, which showed slight variations from the standard Hsianghsiang pronunciation. For instance, for “I:” they
would say Wo and not the peculiar Hsiang-hsiang sound, Nga.
Mao Tse-tung spoke slowly and his manners were frank and unassuming. The quick progress he made in
school soon endeared him to all the teachers, especially the classics teacher and the Chinese language teacher,
since, steeped in the classics, he was extremely proficient at writing old-style essays.
It was customary for the schoolmaster to make a little speech when the students gathered together for roll-call
in the mornings. The subject of China’s decline and her being bullied by foreign powers was frequently touched
on and the students were fired with indignation. Some of the teachers had just returned from Japan. Mao Tse-tung
learnt from them how Japan had become strong after the Meiji reform (1868) and how many other foreign powers
had predatory designs on China. This made him all the more concerned over the fate of his country.
He continued his long-formed habit of doing his own reading in Tungshan primary school. Although Chinese
history was his favourite field, he also dipped in the history and geography of foreign countries. Two books :were
presented to him by a friend. One was on the Reform Movement (1898) sponsored by Kang Yu-wei, the other was
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a bound volume of New People’s Miscellany, which had Liang Chiooehao as editor. Mao Tse-tung read them over
many times until he knew them almost by heart. He was then an admirer of Kang and Liang because both of them
centered their discussion on the problem of saving China, and Liang had the further advantage of being the master
of a vigorous prose style.
One evening when the children were through playing and were crowding into the study-room at the sound of
the bell, Mao Tse-tung found himself in the company of another boy as he made his way towards the second gate
of the school. The boy was holding a book in his hand.
“What book do you have there?” asked Mao Tse-tung gently.
“Heroes and Great Men of the World”.
“May I have a look?”
A few days later, Mao Tse-tung returned the book. His manners were apologetic:
“Forgive me for smearing your book.”
The curious student opened the book and found many passages marked out with circles and dots. The most
heavily marked were the biographies of Washington, Napoleon, Peter the Great, Catherine the Great, Wellington,
Gladstone, Rousseau, Montesquieu and Lincoln. Said Mao Tse-tung:
“We should strive to make our country strong and prosperous, so as not to follow in the footsteps of IndoChina, Korea and India. You know the ancient Chinese proverb: ‘One overturned chariot serves as a warning to
the next’? We should all rally together. Ku Yen-wu was perfectly right in saying, ‘Every common man has a hand
in determining the fate of his nation!’” Then, after a brief pause, he continued:
“China’s decline did not begin yesterday. Therefore, to make her rich, strong and independent will also take a
long time. But we shouldn’t let the length of time worry us. Look here,” he opened the book and pointed at one
page,
“Victory and independence only came to the United States after eight years of fighting under Washington,
eight long, bitter years …”
*
Mao Tse-tung stayed only a year in Tungshan primary school. A desire to travel seized him. One of the
teachers at the primary school wrote a letter of recommendation for him. Once more he carried his own
belongings and headed for a senior primary school in the town of Hsiangtan but, on account of his height, he was
rejected by the principal.
He got aboard a crowded little Hsiang River steamer and travelled third class to Changsha where there was a
secondary school for children of the Hsianghsiang folk. He was speechless with excitement on seeing the city
bustling with activity and immense crowds thronging the streets. For a while he was haunted by the fear that he
might not be allowed to enter the Provincial Hsianghsiang Secondary School of which he had a high opinion. To
his great surprise he was admitted with no difficulty at all.
That was in 1911, the year of the Revolution which overthrew the Manchu Empire. Mao Tse-tung arrived in
Changsha filled with a characteristic fiery spirit of self-reliance. Despite the fact that he had made great progress
in his ideological makeup, outwardly his manner remained much the same. He was modest, unassuming and
frugal as ever.
In Changsha he had his first chance to see a newspaper. It was called People’s Strength, financed by the Tung
Meng Hui (predecessor of the Kuomintang). He was deeply moved by one article about the seventy-two martyrs
who sacrificed themselves in an armed rising in Canton against the Manchus. He learnt at the same time of the
political platform put forth by Sun Yat-sen and the Tung Meng Hui.
He was overjoyed and wrote an article himself and had it put up on the school wall; he proposed that Sun Yatsen be recalled from Japan to be President of the new government and that Kang Yu- wei be made Prime Minister
and Liang Chi-chao, Foreign Minister. Needless to say, he had at that stage not yet grasped the difference between
Sun Yat-sen’s views and those of Kang and Liang, but he did have a distinct feeling that all those who worked for
the Reform and the Revolution should unite together in combating the cowardly and despotic Manchu regime.
Ever since international imperialism embarked upon its aggression against China the Manchu government had
pursued a double-edged policy. Abroad, it was ready to compromise and yield on whatever issue that arose; at
home, it intensified its oppression and exploitation of the people. The broad masses had already risen on a number
of ocoasions against the Manchus, against extortionate taxation and against hunger. The Railway Nationalisation
Bill, an attempt on the part of the Manchu government to sell out railway interests to foreign imperialism, met
with strong opposition. Public voices were raised against Manchu autocracy. The idea that a constitution should
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be drawn up and parliament convened became widespread. Armed insurrections led by revolutionaries became
more and more numerdus.
Hunan Province had always been the scene of acute struggles between. the old and the new. New Learning first
blossomed forth in Hunan. Some of the most radical members in the Reforni Movement were natives of Hunan
Province. A “School of Current Affairs” was established in Hunan; improvement in the transportation system, the
opening up of mines, establishment of military academies and the training of the militia were also planned.
Another organisation, the “Society of Southern Scholars”, with a membership running well over a thousand,
‘aims at uniting all the patriots of the south as one so that they may, making Hunan their starting point, discuss the
caUSe of patriotism and formulate policies for saving the country.”\fn{ Collected Works of Liang Chi-chao, the Biography
of Tan Ssu-tung} Two publications, Hsiang Hsueh Hsin Pao, which came out once every ten days, and Hsiang Pao, a
daily which later became a monthly, also exerted considerable influence. These activities placed Hunan in the
forefront of progressive provinces.
Huang Hsing, leader of the Hua Hsing Society, which formed part of Tung Meng Hui, was a native of
Changsha. He was also leader of the Canton Uprising in which seventy-two revolutionaries were massacred. The
death of these seventy-two revolutionaries together with the execution of Hsu Hsi-lin and Chiu Chin, who were
engaged in revolutionary activities in Anhwei, caused great unrest among the Hunan people. Indignant, they took
powerful action, spearheading .the movement against railway nationalisation and supporting the public demand
for a constitution and the convention of parliament. Hsu Te-li, now one of the most distinguished revolutionary
veterans, cut his finger to write in his own blood a petition for the convention of parliament, so high was public
sentiment then.
The tide of revolution swept the masses. Beginning with the “Patriotic Riot” of the Shanghai Patriotic Club in
1903, more and more intellectuals threw themselves into the work of actively spreading anti-Manchu propaganda.
Teachers.and students all over the country organised night schools and issued pamphlets to disseminate
revolutionary views among the masses. Nothing short of “clipping off the queue;” was adequate to express the
students’ violent anti-Manchu sentiments.
At Hsiang-hsiang Secondary School, Mao Tse-tung was one of the first to clip off his queue. He and another
student who had done the same thing began to work on others, and clipped off the queues of more than ten people
who had previously entered into a “queue-clipping” pact with them but lost courage at the last moment. Their
queues were forcibly removed.
It was on the eve of the 1911 Revolution. The slogans, “Drive out the Manchus!”, “Free China!”, “Set Up a
Republic!” and “Equality in land.rights!” were deeply imprinted in the hearts of people. The revolutionaries got
increasingly active and the people’s demand for a revolution could no longer be ignored. Mao Tse-tung, young
and fervent, found hmiself in the whirlpool of revolution. .
*
On the Tenth of October, 1911, the Wuchang Uprising broke out which had originally been planned for some forty
days later, on the birthday of the Empress Dowager. But a membership list of the revolutionary party fell into the
hands of the Manchu agents. Arrests were made and some people executed. For this reason the date of the
uprising had to be advanced.
The atmosphere of Changsha became at once tense. Martial law was proclaimed by the Governor of Hunan.
The revolutionaries nevertheless carried on their secret activities within and outside the city walls. Some stirred
up anti-Manchu and pro-Han feelings by lectures in schools. Some worked on the New Army encamped outside
the city and incited the men to mutiny.
One day, a revolutionary came to the Provincial Hsianghsiang School and, with the permission of the
Principal, made a speech which fired the hearts of the whole audience. A number of students bitterly denounced
the Manchus and proposed the establishment of a republic. Everyone at the meeting was breathless with
excitement.
Mao Tse-tung, tremendously stirred after hearing the speech, decided to join the revolution. After about five
days’ reflection he came to the conclusion that soldiering was the best approach to the revolution. He made up his
mind to enlist in the Revolutionary Army under the command of the Governor of Hupeh, Li Yuan-hung. He
borrowed money to travel from his fellow-students and several friends went along with him to Wuchang. It was
suggested by somebody that they should wear oilskin shoes as the streets were exceedingly wet. Mao Tse-tung
remembered that he had a peasant friend who possessed a pair of such oilskin shoes. His friend, who came from
the same village as he himself, was then a soldier in the New Army encamped outside the walls of Changsha. He
called on him but was stopped by a sentry at the camp.
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Something was afoot. The Tung Meng Hui and Ke Lao Hui elements had already infiltrated into the barracks of
the 49th and the 50th Brigades of the New Army. Huang Hsing, one of the leaders, was not in Hunan at the time.
The Ke Lao Hui was the guiding spirit and got the two Brigades to join the revolution and line up with the
Wuchang-Hankow revolutionaries. When Mao Tse-tung arrived the New Army had just got their munitions and
were marching into Changsha in strength. He instantly returned to the city and found the gates closed but
unlatched.
It was a Sunday morning. The New Army marched from their review ground outside the city towards one of
the gates to Changsha. After firing a series of volleys, they sent one unit to take the arsenal at the “Lotus Pond”,
while the main body of troops entered the city through the gate and made its way directly towards the Governor’s
House. The guards did not put up any resistance and the Governor was forced to surrender. A huge white flag was
hoisted up atop the Governor’s House. Soon white flags of various sizes appeared over all the schools, offices and
shops. By the time Mao Tse-tung returned to school, a white flag had already been hung over the gates, with a few
soldiers on guard outside. Hunan declared itself independent of the Manchu government.
In the afternoon news came that two leaders of the Ke Lao Hui of Hunan had been elected Governor and ViceGovernor of the Province. It was a cloudy day and people felt nervous and tense. But soon everybody brightened
up—who had expected the revolution to “come through” so easily?
But, though tottering, the Manchu regime was not yet overthrown. War went on. Changsha was buzzing with
activity, for it was necessary to despatch troops to aid Wuchang-Hankow and to recruit new soldiers. A number of
enthusiastic youngsters formed a Student Army. While still firm in his determination to join the Revolutionary
Army, Mao Tse-tung considered the Student Army too .feeble an instrument.
No, nothing short of the regular army was good enough for him. We wanted to make a solid contribution to the
revolution. This was the way he reasoned it out: for a revolution to suceed, fighting is necessary. And the best way
to serve the revolution was to become a soldier.
He was then orily 18 but quite tall for his age. His height, which had so far been a liability as, for instance,
when it gave the principal of the Hsianghsiang Senior Primary School an excuse to reject him, this time did him a
good turn—the army wanted tall men and he was accepted. The company to which he belonged was quartered
inside the Court of Justice which had not yet begun operating. Besides regular training, these new soldiers had to
do all sorts of curious minor duties. They had to carry bed-boards, bedding, clothes-baskets, etc., for their officers
when they moved to new quarters. On top of all this, some of them had to make daily journeys to the White Sand
Well outside the city to fetch water for the mess as well as for the officers’ tea.
Mao Tse-tung was on very good terms with his fellow men, and the officers also liked him. They turned to him
when they wanted to write letters home or to friends. He never refused anybody, but patiently helped one and all.
In talking with other soldiers he always made a point of studying their family background. He discovered that
most of them were good, honest peasants. A few were miners, blacksmiths and workers of other professions. He
was kindly disposed towards them all and they looked upon him as “a personal friend”.
One new soldier, however, was a brazen-faced bully. He was disliked and feared by almost everybody. But in
his obtrusive encounters with Mao Tse-tung, who knew how to handle him, he was always worsted to the
satisfaction of all. He never dared push Mao Tse-tung around.
*
The new soldiers then received seven dollars a month. Most of the soldiers squandered their money in eating,
drinking and amusing themselves. Mao Tse- tung, however, budgeted his expenditurs most carefully: two dollars
for food and a very small sum for water (he bought water from professional water-carriers because he seldom
went to the White Sand Well himself). He allowed himself only one luxury—taking out subscriptions to a few
newspapers.
His interest in newspapers dated back to his secondary school days before he joined the army. Gradually he
developed into a perfect “news fan”. He would read through all the four pages of an edition without skipping a
word. The variety of material contained in the newspapers especially delighted him—news items, commentaries
on current affairs, miscellaneous articles and what not! He acquired quite a bit of useful knowledge through
newspaer reading. Most important of all, it led him to apply himself to the study of current affairs and social
problems.
The 1911 Revolution ended in the downfall of the Manchu regime. Then followed a period of emancipation for
various schools of political thought. Apart from the Tung Meng Hui, which later became the Kuomintang, many
other political parties appeared on the scene such as the Freedom Party, Progressive Party, Socialist Party, etc.
Some of them enjoyed only an ephemeral existence.
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Once Mao Tse-tung read an article on Socialism in one of the newspapers. A little later on he came across
some pamphlets on the same subject. Needless to say, they gave only sketchy, fragmentary information about
Socialism. The authors had either written entirely from hearsay, or gleaned a few terms from foreign books. None
of them came anywhere near exhaustiveness and quite a number smacked of socialist-reformist tendencies.
Still, to Mao Tse-tung, with his sharp sense for what was new and his courage to stand by what he thought was
the truth, they were a source of joy and inspiration. He immediately started discussing Socialism with other
soldiers, holding it to be the best theory so far advanced for the salvation of the world and mankind.
He had been away from Tungshan primary school for over a year but he kept up regular correspondence with
his old friends. In the excitement of his new discovery he wrote to tell them about the principles of Socialism.
*
The Wuchang Uprising was first echoed in Changsha. Soon the provinces of Kiangsi, Shensi, Shansi, Yunnan,
Kiangsu, Chekiang, Kwangtung, Kwangsi, Fukien, Shantung, Szechuan, Kweichow, Kansu and Sinkiang all
declared their independence, one after another. Within less than a month the Revolutionary Army took seventeen
provinces.
Thus the Manchu regime, which had ruled for two-hundred and sixty-eight years, quickly collapsed. But
before it did so the Manchu regime put up a finm struggle, trying to slow down the revolution with such
conciliatory measures as issuing a nineteen point constitution, greatly limiting the imperial power appointing
Yuan Shih-kai as Prime Minister to form a cabinet, etc. Little did the Manchus expect that Yuan Shih-kai, leader
of reactionary big landlords and compradors, would betray them. With the Northern Army which he controlled,
Yuan Shih-kai seized all governmental powers. That done, he returned round to deal a heavy blow to the cause of
revolution, then still young and in a fluid state, by launching attacks on Wuchang-Hankow and occupying
Hanyang, which is opposite Hankow.
Chang Hsun,\fn{1855-1923, one of the Northern warlords under Yuan Shih-kai } who had announced his determination to
hold Nanking to the bitter end, was completely routed. The People’s Army (formerly the New Army) marched
into Nanking and the Joint Meeting of Delegates of All Provmcial Governors which the revolutionary leaders
convened in Shanghai went to Nanking after a brief sojourn in Wuchang-Hankow. A “Provisional Government of
the Chinese Republic” was set up with Sun Yat-sen as President and the well-known “Provisional Constitution”
was drawn up and promulgated.
By this time organisations of the proletariat and the working class movements in the capitalist countries were
growing from strength to strength. It is to be recalled that Marxism had come into being in 1845 and that the First
International was founded in 1864. With the unceasing struggle on the part of the Chinese people, the Chinese
proletariat also came into being following the birth of Chinese capitalism. But at that time the Chinese working
class was still weak and was yet to become an independent, political force.
As for peasants, handicraftsmen, the petty bourgeoisie, bourgeois intellectuals and other revolutionary
elements, they were hardly organised and were equipped with only a rudimentary kind of political consciousness.
Those who led, took part in, or morally supported the revolution, came from widely different social strata with
equally different aims. In fact, “anti-Manchu-ism” seemed just about the only thing they had in common. Once
that was set aside, a lot of conflicting interests and contradictions immediately became apparent. With the
revolutionary front being so feeble and disorganised, there was little wonder that the “fruits” of the revolution fell
into the hands of the landlord class, the comprador class, warlords and bureaucrats. As chief representative of
these elements, Yuan Shih-kai proved eminently successful in using trickery to turn the revolution to his own
advantage.
The situation in Hunan had also changed. Tan Yen-kai\fn{ 1876-1930, who rose to high office under the Kuomintang
regime} became Governor. Two prominent leaders of the Ke Lao Hui, Chiao Ta-feng and Chen Tso-hsin, who had
done so much in organising the uprising were assassinated. Responsible leaders and supporters of the revolution
began to compromise with Yuan Shih-kai. Under the illusion that the Revolution had already “come off”, they
advocated peace between the North and the South, so that China could once more be unified. . They gave in to
Yuan Shih-kai all along the line: that in return for the abdication of the Manchu Emperor, Sun Yat-sen should
hand over the presidency to Yuan Shih-kai; the Nanking Government be dissolved; the capital of the Chinese
Republic remain in Peking! Sun Yat-sen himself did not agree to this programme but he was left in an isolated
position as the majority of the members of the revolutionary party, out of a desire to “get on” and get rich, strove
unconditionally for compromise, “harmony” and “unity”.
It was stated that Sun Yat-sen later on admitted that the 1911 Revolution had been a failure. In a sense, the
Revolution may be said to have miscarried. But it did succeed in overthrowing the oldest absolute monarchy in
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the world and in smashing the fetters with which the Manchus had shackled the Chinese people. As a democratic
movement marking the first triumph in the struggle against imperialism and feudalism and for national
independence and freedom, it is an important milestone in the history of the development of Chinese society and
world culture.
Peace was arranged between the North and the South and China was “unified”.
Mao Tse-tung decided to ask for a discharge from the army. At the first hint that he was going to leave, the
company and platoon commandErs came round to persuade him to stay on.
“You’ll go far as a soldier”, they said, meaning he could easily gEt on and get rich.
But Mao Tse-tung was firm. He left the army and went back to his interrupted studies. At about the same time
he began to go in for social work of an elementary kind. …
281.86 Excerpt from 1500 Modern Chinese Novels And Plays: “Introduction”\fn{by Su Hsueh-lin (1896-1999)}
China (F) 1
The Chinese have always considered novels and plays as the trifling playthings of art, that cannot be compared
in dignity with the orthodox efforts of literature, among which they have no place. Taking for instance, the Index
of the (Chinese title) we observe that it includes no novels written in the vernacular, or pei-hua. Although
novelists are grouped as a class in the Tzu-pu, or category of scholars and philosophers, the works that are
included are limited to notes, souvenirs, and sketches written in refined wen-yen, or literary style full of classical
allusions; and although lyrics and songs are included as a separate item in the category of pure literature, they are
restricted to those of real poetic value, while vernacular plays of the Yuan Dynasty and romances, that were
recited or acted to popular audiences in the Ming and Ch’ing Dynasties, find no place in such exalted company.
But towards the end of the Ch'ing Dynasty, we were so rough-handled by western nations that our extreme
self-satisfaction began to dwindle, and we began to be aware of merits in the civilization of the “barbarious”, who
had thrust themselves upon our notice. What we imitated in the beginning was only the material side of western
civilization, but gradually we began to realize that the spiritual side of western culture was also well worth our
notice, and we began to study their political theories, social systems and moral and ethical principles.
But we took little heed, of their literature, because as a nation founded on letters, we could be confident that
even though we might not have attained to as high level in other aspects as foreign nations, at least with regard to
literature, no one could surpass us.
Then at the end of the Ch’ing Dynasty, a change of attitude was indicated in the person of Lin Shu who, with
the assistance of collaborators familiar with foreign languages translated over fifty European novels into classical
Chinese; and although many of these were of the second or third order, nevertheless quite a number were literary
masterpieces. He claimed that the construction and wording of the works of Sir Walter Scott and Charles Dickens
might be compared to that of Ssu-ma Ch’ien and Pan Ku.
But this may be considered as a sensational argument made to piomote the popular consideration of European
literature, so that the value of his own translations would be enhanced. He need not necessarily have been sincere
and the litterati of the old school naturally subscribed still less to this point of view.
Liang Ch’i-ch’ao thought highly of the novel and wrote “The Function of the Novel in the Government of the
Masses” in which he maintained that if a people are to be reformed, the novels of the nation must first be instilled
with a new spirit. Nevertheless he did not consider the novel as a proper form of literature, but only as a means of
propaganda among the common people.
He also turned his attention to Chinese plays. He attempted two plays including “The Romance of New Rome”
at the period when he was publishing the “New People”. In it yellow-haired, green-eyed westerners were forcibly
fitted into the parts of the traditional Chinese opera, and while the ideas expressed were those of the 19th century
of the West, what was actually sung was the traditional form of the Chinese drama of the fifteenth and sixteenth
centuries; so that although the actual phrasing may not have lacked refinement of beauty, the general impression
created was extremely bizarre. For this reason neither of these two plays were carried further than the beginning,
and never reached completion.
Also, during the first years of the Republic, there appeared two dramatic societies, “The Spring Willow
Society” and the Chin Hua T’uan, that wrote and produced a number of plays in the vernacular, but owing to the
strength of the traditional drama, they met with no support and soon disappeared. The remnants of these two
societies, in order to earn a livelihoodw were reduced to acting in the old plays, and the new form of drama that
they had promoted declined into the Wen Ming Hsi, the so-called “fashionable” new drama or “reformed plays”,
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that gasped out a painful existence in Shanghai and Peking. Being no less decadent than the traditional form, they
soon lost the confidence of the people.
The novel and the drama were not promoted to a recognized status as literature, until the time of the May 4 th
Student Movement.\fn{May 4th, 1919} Owing to the growing impetus of popular demand, and to the enthusiastic
promotion of certain scholars with advanced ideas, such as Ch’en Tu-hsiu and Hu Shih the vernacular took the
place of the classical language that had been traditional for thousands of years, and the novel and the drama
which, until now had had no recognized status, not only forced their way into the closed circle of literature, but
even became two of its most important forms.
Owing to the limits of this preface, no detailed analyses will be made of aspects of the literary revolution in
Modern China, such as the growth and development of the new vernacular style, or the arguments for and against
it. Nor will mention be made of contemporary poetry, essays, articles and sketches, and literary criticism etc.,
which are not directly connected with the subject. Only a birds’ eye view will be taken of the birth and
development of the novel and the drama since the May 4th Student Movement until now.
The writers and writings, dealt with in this preface, have not been selected according to any rigid rule, for the
New Literature has only thirty years of life to its credit, and is in consequence pitiably poor in accomplishment.
There would be very little left to talk about, if a rigid selection were made.
The arrangement of the material is based upon the groups into which the various writers fall, which may not be
a satisfactory method of dealing with living writers owing to possibilities of fluctuations and dcvelopmnts in their
subject-matter and style. But some such method has been necessary, for if the subject had been taken as a whole
without division into groups, the result could not have been anything but loose and confused.
1897

73.50 Rickshaw Man\fn{by Zhang Biwu (1897- )} Yizheng, Jiangsu Province, China (M) 3
Altogether, it’s been three years since I was hired on as the rickshaw man for the Zhu family. During this time,
without counting the monthly salary I was regularly paid, my earnings have not been at all paltry. Why, just last
month, I took leave for a few days to return to my home village to buy over ten mou of land in preparation for the
future. When I get old and can no longer pull the load, I’ll just go home to the farm and take my ease.
People have asked me how on earth I, a mere rickshaw puller, can manage to save up all that. They seem to
think that the money came as the result of shady activities. Actually, I have never robbed. Nor have I ever stolen a
thing from anyone. I have not fallen in with thugs, never made so much as a cent from blackmail. All the money I
have has been most willingly handed over to me by the young master and his wife in my household. Sometimes,
when I pretend to decline what they offer, they are even willing to come off their high horses, to smile at me and
insist that I accept! The fact is, after taking them around for three years, I know all about the places each of them
go to. It so happens that the master is unwilling for the mistress to know the places he visits, just as the mistress is
very concerned about him finding out her habitual whereabouts. So each one buys my silence, telling me to hold
my tongue no matter what. With a situation like this, I am often able to borrow from them beyond what they tip
me. Because they rely on me, they can hardly refuse. Also, when I say “borrow,” I never actually have to worry
about repaying. So I wind up with quite a wad of income each month. After three years of this, it’s easy to see
how I can afford all that land.\fn{1 mou =  of an acre. So the amount is not quite 1 acres of land.}
I may be raking in a lot of cash. But, to be honest, the job also takes up a good bit of energy. After lunch each
day, I have to first take the master out, and then the mistress. After that, if it’s not pulling him here and there, then
it’s taking her this place or that on the run. Can’t even think about heading home before two or three in the
morning. Had heaven not blessed me with two strong, swift legs, I’d never be able to earn all that money, even
with it there for the earning. Still, I can grab all the sleep I want in the morning, unlike the pullers in other households who have to pick up the living room and mop the floor. This privilege also came after talking with my
master and mistress and getting them to agree. I would say in general that I am in a very special situation. I don’t
know if you can find another rickshaw man like me in all of Shanghai.
My young master is in textiles. After lunch each day, he leaves home in the rickshaw to go to some association
or trade office. Sometimes he even goes to the factories. Anyway, I know that the places are all legitimate, and I
don’t have to mention them because they’re boring. In the evenings, nine days out of ten, he fools around in
brothels. That’s when I get meal tickets, almost every time. When he comes with three or four buddies all on a
high, they will want to continue the fun elsewhere. Where they decide to go then varies greatly, and my two legs
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are usually in for it, running him hither and yon while I huff and puff and the sweat pours down like rain.
I’ll never forget the night I pulled him behind his friends in several rickshaws to the gates of a large, imposing
house in Zhabei, on the edge of town. He got right off and rushed in with the others. From the looks of the place, I
guessed it to be an uppity household. Then came several other rickshaws, all very classy, with bright electric
lights. The passengers were without exception young and female, each one gorgeously dressed, but definitely not
like whores. So I became even more sure that this was a party and the women were invited guests. The pullers of
the ten or twenty rickshaws parked outside got together and talked. Only then did I learn from the others that the
family living there was not at all rich or prominent, that the house was nothing more than a huge pleasure den. My
young master and his friends came for a good time, and the girls were purposely called to give it to them.
“Don’t tell me that girls from good homes would actually run to a place like this to do these kinds of things,” I
could not help thinking to myself at the time. “The building looks so impressive, but such shameful things go on
in there that it’s really rotten to the core.”
Then I thought of my young mistress. No one can deny she’s attractive. With her slim figure and pretty face,
there can be no better match for the master. So then why does he continue to sneak around and carry on like this
away from home? He really doesn’t know what he’s got.
The master also goes regularly to one other place. He stops by at least once each evening. A beautiful woman
lives there. At first I thought it was another of those establishments. But my master seemed to be the only man
going in. Later I found out the truth from the old amah there—that the girl is my master’s beloved concubine.
Because of my mistress’s temper, she didn’t dare move into the house and so is living there. But one night I got
the time wrong and took the rickshaw there at midnight instead of at two in the morning, as the master had
instructed me. I noticed that there was another hired rig already waiting at the door. A man came out, jumped in,
and was quickly towed away. The man did not look at all familiar. For sure he was not a friend of my master’s. So
why was he leaving the place at such an hour? Then the answer became obvious, and I couldn’t help getting upset
about the wrong that had been done to my master.
It also occurred to me that he would be coming along soon, since the man was in such a hurry. Sure enough,
the master arrived very shortly afterward. Were I following my own heart, I would’ve told him what had
happened. But the matter was not simple. I was concerned that telling him would bring on a heap of trouble, so I
kept my mouth shut. Later on I came up with an idea: I would use what happened to cow this little woman.
Several times after that, I asked for cash from her and got it each time in the amount I wanted. No way she would
dare refuse me. That’s how she became one of my principal money trees.
The young mistress at home is a resdess sort who never wants to stay still. All year long, she hardly spends a
single day in the house. Whether it be in the heat of summer or the cold of winter, she has to be out every single
afternoon. I am of course her regular means of transportation, so I know every place she goes. She never tries to
cover up her “proper” trips—to the theater, the amusement park, Western-style restaurants and night clubs—so
I’m not secretive about them, either. But there’s this one place which she tells me time and time again to never
ever even hint about in front of the master. To make sure I continue to keep her secret, she has rewarded me with
money several times over. So I have never breathed a word to the master, and, up to now, he’s been completely
hoodwinked. The place I’m talking about is not large, with just one all-purpose room off to the side. It is looked
after by an amah who answers to no one but the mistress. When my mistress goes there, I always see this goodlooking man going in and out. The man is neither relative nor friend, but sneaks around and does one kind of
hanky-panky or another with her. The way the mistress treats him, though, is extremely warm and kindly—ten
times better than she treats the master.
Ever since I’ve known about the relationship, I’ve thought it was strange. The master is surely not worselooking than this man. So why does the mistress go on with this kind of thing? Her own parents and her in-laws
are all upstanding people. How can she do this to them? I’ve also thought a lot about the master’s habitual
fondness for fooling around with someone else’s women for the sake of having a good time. Who would have
guessed that his own wife would be seduced by another man and be giving that other man a good time? Isn’t this
simply proper retribution? When that man carries on like that with my mistress, on the other hand, how can he be
sure his own wife is not carrying on in the same way with some other fellow? Thinking like this frightens me.
Good thing my wife does not live in Shanghai, and she is not beautiful. Otherwise—ha-ha!—I would never be
comfortable about being away all hours of the day and night pulling a rickshaw;
I am simple by nature. I never feel right inside when I see the master and mistress doing these things in secret.
I really wish I could expose the one to the other, and ask each to behave. If I do that, however, my sources of
funding will immediately be cut off. So, for the sake of the money, I might as well control my urges. It’s none of
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my business, anyway.
Even though I say that to you now, there was one time when I nearly had to let the cat out of the bag. I was
eating lunch in the kitchen one day when the mistress’s personal maid burst in all in a dither to tell me that I was
wanted. Quickly, I put down my rice bowl and went out. The mistress was seated on the sofa, anger all over her
face. The master, head down, was at her side.
“Where does your master actually go every night?” she shouted out upon seeing me. “You have to know. Say it
right away and nothing will happen to you. Otherwise, you will be kicked out of here this instant!”
I didn’t know what to do when I heard this. If I came right out with the truth, I thought, the master would be
upset at me for sure. Who’s to say? He might even fire me. Besides, he gave me money to shut my mouth up, and
I shouldn’t squeal on him. One more thing: I had something on the mistress. Even though I didn’t say anything,
she probably wouldn’t dare fire me. I also saw the master signaling me with his eyes. So I decided to keep the
faith and said that he usually went to the Association and the Trade Company and sometimes he played mahjongg. The mistress pressed me for more, but I stuck to my guns and merely repeated myself. She could do
nothing with me, and so she turned back to the master to carry on the argument. Me, I went back to my lunch.
Afterward, when I took the master out, he praised me to the sky, even rewarded me with five dollars. Then he
took out a ten-dollar bill and said that it would be mine if I gave him all the dope about the places the mistress
visits. With that pretty green flashing before my eyes, I was truly tempted to tell him. Lucky for me I quickly
decided not to. After he learned the facts, I said to myself, the master would surely start another row with the
mistress. Whatever happened then, I would wind up the culprit. I’m the only one who knew where she’d been;
she’d definitely figure out that I talked and would never let me get away with it. It’s not a big deal to get fired. But
wouldn’t it be a dam shame to give up a big-money job like this so easily? By the time I thought of all this, the
ten-dollar bill had become poison; I’d made up my mind not to touch it.
“Don’t tell me you don’t know where the mistress goes,” I said to the master in response to the offer. “She
usually just goes to movies and wanders around the amusement park. It’s rare for her even to gamble.”
Besides these places, he wanted to know whether there were hush-hush destinations. I answered that the
mistress always rode in my rickshaw when she went out and that I had never taken her any place to be quiet
about. I even added that since the master was used to sneaking around himself, he shouldn’t suspect others of
doing the same.
He laughed at the remark.
“You’re a real devil, but I do enjoy you very muchh,” he said. “You can still have these ten bucks as a reward.”
As I took the money I quietly became aware of my good fortune. I had gotten it anyway, without having, to
reveal anything to him. Now I could go claim another reward from the mistress, as I did later on, when I found an
opportunity.
“Ma’am, a huge calamity was about to come down, but I was able to ward it off for you casually,” I said to her.
When she asked, I told her in detail about what transpired with the master and how I responded. At that, of course,
she, too, repeated how great I was.
“It’s just that the ten bucks never reached my hands because, for your sake, I could not tell him the truth,” I
said. “Now that I think about it, I am a little sorry.”
“Forget about that.” She smiled. “For helping me out like this, I’ll be giving you lots of chances to make
money.” She fished out two tens as she was speaking and began by handing one of them to me. “You can consider
this one a consolation prize for the ten dollars you lost because of me,” she said. “This other one is presented to
you for lying on my behalf.”
I was overjoyed to receive the two bills.
“Ah San, Ah San,” I silently mouthed my own name. “You lucky son of a bitch! Only because you turned
down those first ten bucks are you able to squeeze out thirty from them in the end. Had you been too greedy, been
dazzled by the money early on and told on the mistress, another twenty would not have come to you now. Had
you gotten her mad at you, your rice bowl would probably be smashed to bits. The old saying’s right on: There’s
money all over the land, if you only know how to get it. How nicely put! From now on, I must be more tightlipped than ever about their separate affairs. You won’t hear me let out so much as a peep!”\fn{The following
sentence seems to have been added by the author as a kind of personal commentary: Zhang Biwu sqys: In a place like
Shanghai, wouldn’t you agree that the Zhus are not really unique?}
208.74 Excerpt from The Struggle For Proletarian Leadership In The Period Of The New-Democratic
Revolution In China\fn{by Li Wei-han (1897- )} Liling, Southwest of Changsha, Hunan Province, China (M) 9
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The question of leadership is the most fundamental question in a revolutionary united front. The class which
holds the leadership in the united front determines the road the revolution takes and, consequently, its success or
failure and even its future development.
The only path the Chinese people can take is the path of socialism via new democracy, and they have already
triumphantly traversed this road. This is because the Chinese Communist Party, in the course of a protracted
revolutionary struggle, won over allies on the broadest scale and established the leadership of the proletariat.
The proletarian leadership of the Chinese revolution, in so far as class relations are concerned, has a twofold
nature; this is manifested in the two alliances in the revolutionary united front. One is the alliance between the
working class on the one hand, and the peasants and other working people on the other:\fn{ These include the urban
petty bourgeoisie. The urban petty bourgeoisie referred to in this article are in all cases the independent craftsmen and traders, those
engaged in mental labor who are not exploiters but are exploited, and the broad mass of student youth } this is in the main the

worker-peasant alliance, through which working-class leadership of the peasants and other working people is
struggled for and realized. The other is the alliance between the working class and the national bourgeoisie\fn{ The
national bourgeoisie mentioned in this article includes the middle bourgeoisie and the upper petty bourgeoisie, and their intellectuals } as
well as others not of the working people but with whom co-operation is possible: this is in the main the alliance
with the national bourgeoisie, through which working-class leadership of the national bourgeoisie and other
patriotic elements is struggled for and realized.
Of these two alliances, the worker-peasant alliance is the basic one and the basis of the united front. The more
firmly consolidated and the stronger the worker-peasant alliance is, the more is it possible to win over the national
bourgeoisie and other patriotic elements, themore is it possible to isolate and split up the big bourgeoisie and the
feudal landlord class, and the greater the guarantee of victory for the revolution. Fundamen1ally speaking,
therefore, the question of proletarian leadership is a question of winning over the peasants and other working
people, of expanding and consolidating the worker-peasant alliance. This is the fundamental question in the
national and democratic revolutions in all colonial and semi-colonial countries.
The alliance between the working class and the bourgeoisie and others not of the working people but with
whom co-operation is possible can only be an alliance that is not fundamental, that is auxiliary; under the concrete
conditions in our country, however, it is also an important alliance. The working class must strive actively to
establish this alliance, even though it is not a fundamental one; only then can it grasp the overall leadership and
provide the worker-peasant alliance with an auxiliary force, keep the big bourgeoisie completely isolated and fully
guarantee the victory of the revolution. As the experience of 1he Chinese revolution has fully proved, the working
class must, on the basis of the consolidation and expansion of the worker-peasant alliance, win over all the forces
that can possibly be won over and unite with over 90 per cent of the country’s population; only so can it establish
a strong, complete leadership, keep the enemy completely isolated and win victory for the revolution.
The establishment and strengthening of proletarian leadership entails a complex struggle: a struggle between
the new-democratic road led by the working class as opposed to both the colonial and semi-colonial road
represented by the big bourgeoisie and the old-democratic road represented by the national bourgeoisie. The
struggle against the old-democratic road is, in the last analysis, also the struggle against the colonial and semicolonial road. (This point will later be further discussed.)
The main aim of the struggle against the old-democratic road of the national bourgeoisie is to win over the
peasants and urban petty bourgeoisie, and, concurrently, to win over the national bourgeoisie as well. The
peasants and urban petty bourgeoisie, as pointed out in the “Resolution on Certain Questions in the History of Our
Party” adopted by the Enlarged Seventh Plenary Session of the Sixth Central Committee of the Chinese
Communist Party in April 1945,
as a class in transition … has a dual character. As to its good and revolutionary side, the great majority of this class are
receptive to the political and organizational influence of the proletariat and even to its ideological influence. At present
they demand a democratic revolution and are capable of uniting and fighting: for it; and in the future they can take the
path of socialism together with the proletariat; but as to its bad and backward side, not only does this class have various
weaknesses which distinguish it from the proletariat, but when deprived of proletarian leadership; it often veers and
falls under the influence of the liberal bourgeoisie, or even of the big bourgeoisie, and becomes their prisoner.\fn{ Appendix to Our Study and the Current Situation by Mao Tse-tung}

It is quite clear: either the working class and the Communist Party will be adept at guiding and educating the
peasants and the urban petty bourgeoisie, helping them to rid themselves of the influence of the national
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bourgeoisie and the big bourgeoisie, and embark on the road of new democracy—and so achieve the political
leadership of the peasants and the urban petty bourgeoisie and isolate the bourgeoisie—or, on the contrary, the
working class and the Communist Party will not be adept at guiding and educating the peasants and the urban
petty bourgeoisie, and thus fail to help them rid themselves of the influence of the national bourgeoisie and the big
bourgeoisie—and as a result permit the national bourgeoisie and even the big bourgeoisie to seize political
leadership, and force the working class into an isolated position.
In China, the national bourgeoisie is, generally speaking, a patriotic class. They developed a certain amount of
modern industry and formed a national market; at the same time, they disseminated bourgeois culture and
cultivated a number of modern, bourgeois intellectuals. On this basis they gradually grew into a democratic
revolutionary political force.
At the beginning of this century, the revolutionary democrats, represented by Sun Yat-sen, put forward the
program of the Three People’s Principles, spread the ideas of a bourgeois democratic revolution and a bourgeois
republic, and opposed and isolated the reformist ideas represented by Kang Yu-wei and Liang Chi-chao;\fn{ Kang
Yu-wei (1858-1927) and Liang Chi-chao (1873-1928) were the two most outstanding figures among the reformists in the late Ching
Dynasty (1644-1911). They demanded “constitutional reform and modernization” and a change-over from autocratic to constitutional
monarchy. In 1898, in an attempt to introduce reforms, the Emperor Kuang Hsu enlisted the services of Kang Yu-wei, Liang Chi-chao and
others in the administration of state affairs. Later, the Empress Dowager Tzu Hsi, representing the die-hards, again took power and the
reformist movement failed. Kang Yu-wei and Liang Chi-chao fled abroad and formed the Protect-the-Emperor Party, which became a
reactionary political grouping in opposition to the bourgeois and petty bourgeois revolutionaries represented by Sun Yat-sen } they also
staged a series of armed uprisings and eventually brought about the 1911 Revolution.\fn{ The revolution that ended the
autocratic rule of the Ching Dynasty in 1911. At first it triumphed through an alliance of the bourgeoise with the peasants, the workers and
the urban petty bourgeoise. The revolution, however, finally failed because its leading groups took to compromise, gave no real benefits to
the peasants and, yielding to the pressure of the imperialist and feudal forces, let political power slip into the hands of the Northern warlord
Yuan Shih-kai}

The 1911 Revolution overthrew the last imperial dynasty in China and put an end to the absolute feudal
monarchy which had existed for more than two thousand years; to a certain extent it emancipated the minds of the
people. Its historic significance is great.
But it was not able to carry out its anti-imperialist and anti-feudal historical mission. Historical conditions both
in China and the world changed radically after World War I and the Russian October Revolution. With the May
Fourth Movement of 1919,\fn{After World War I, when the victor powers held the Paris Peace Conference in 1919, the Chinese
warlord government was also represented. Despite the Chinese people’s demand, the imperialist countries including Britain, the United
States and France arbitrarily decided at the conference that the many rights previously seized by Germany in the Chinese province of
Shantung be taken over by Japan. On May 4 of the same year, the Peking students held a demonstration against the imperialist aggression
and the traitorous crimes of the domestic warlord regime. This student movement gained quick response throughout the country. On June 3,
students in Peking held public meetings and made speeches in protest against repression by the army and police. This marked a new turn in
the movement and soon it developed into a nation-wide revolutionary upsurge against imperialism and feudalism embracing the broad
masses of the proletariat, the urban petty bourgeoisie and even the national bourgeoisie. The May Fourth Movement marked the turning
point from the old-democratic to the new-democratic revolution in China } and particularly the founding of the Chinese

Communist Party in 1921, China entered the era of new-democratic revolution led by the working class, which
put an end to the era of the old-democratic revolution led by the national bourgeoisie. In 1924, under the influence
of the Russian October Revolution and with the help of the Chinese Communist Party, Sun Yat-sen, great man that
he was, and some of his comrades-in-arms, put forward the three cardinal policies of alliance with Russia, cooperation with the Communists and assistance to the peasants and workers, developed the old Three People’s
Principles into the new, anti-imperialist, anti-feudal Three People’s Principles and reorganized the Kuomintang
into a national, democratic political alliance.
This was an epoch-making revolution in the Kuomintang itself, and it played a big part in promoting the
people’s great revolution of 1924-27. Soon after the death\fn{ 1925} of Sun Yat-sen, however, as the mass
movements of the workers and peasants began to develop on a broad scale and the revolution deepened, the
national bourgeoisie wavered violently. As the revolution began moving in the direction of an agrarian revolution
and the Northern Expeditionary Army entered the Yangtse valiey, the artery of the imperialist forces, and its heart,
Shanghai, the national bourgeoisie eventually went over to the side of the counter-revolution of the big
bourgeoisie. In this way, by its own actions, the national bourgeoisie once again made it clear to the Chinese
people that it had long since utterly lost its qualifications for leadership of the revolution.
In Chinese history the Revolution of 1911 was in a fairly full sense an old-democratic revolution; its failur’e
showed that the road of old democracy was not feasible in China. This was determined by the historical
conditions of the Chinese revolution. As this revo1ution was taking place in the era of imperialism and of
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proletarian revolution, imperialism could not permit the Chinese national bourgeoisie to establish an independent,
bourgeois republic; it could only permit it to take the colonial and semi-colonial road.
After the May Fourth Movement and the founding of the Chinese Communist Party, the Chinese working
class, growing day by day into a powerful, independent political force, could not on its part permit China to take
the road of old democracy but had to strive to carry China forward to socialism through new democracy.
Caught in the mortal struggle between the two major forces of revolution and counter-revolution, the national
bourgeoisie in China is a very weak and vacillating class. Unwilling to see China turned into a colony, it has
contradictions with imperialism, the big landlords and the big bourgeoisie; at the same time it was afraid that the
people’s revolutionary forces led by the working class might triumph completely and turn China into a people’s
republic. This is why when China entered the era of the new-democratic revolution in an uncompromising battle
against imperialism, feudalism and bureaucrat-capitalism, the national bourgeoisie, long wavering between the
forces of revolution and of counter-revolution, was unable to develop into a really independent political force,
much less realize independently its political views.
Throughout the period of the new-democratic revolution, the national bourgeoisie took part in the 1924-27
revolution but from 1927 to 1931 it went over to the side of the big bourgeoisie’s counter-revolution. Following
the September 18 Incident in 1931,\fn{ On September 18, 1931, Shenyang was seized by the Japanese “Kwantung” army stationed
in China’s northeast. Under Chiang Kai-shek’s order of “absolute non-resistance,” the Chinese army in Shenyang and elsewhere withdrew
to south of the Great Wall. The Japaneswe troops were thus able to occupy in rapid succession the provinces of Liaoning, Kirin and
Heilungkiang. The Chinese people refer to this Japanese imperialist invasion as the September 18 incident } as the Chinese nation

faced, a crisis of life or death, the national bourgeoisie again turned round with a demand for resistance to
Japanese aggression and for democracy and joined the National Anti-Japanese United Front led by the Chinese
Communist Party.
During the period of the War of Resistance Against Japan (1937-45) and the early days of the People’s War of
Liberation (1946-49); the left-wing elements among the national bourgeoisie rallied round the Communist Party,
while its right-wing elements attached themselves to the Kuomintang; but the majority for a long time assumed a
neutral attitude, vacillating between the Kuomintang die-hards and the Chinese Communist Party, that is, between
the big bourgeoisie and the working class. It was not until 1948, when the people’s revolution was approaching
final victory and Kuomintang rule was nearing its final military, economic and political collapse, that the majority
of the national bourgeoisie really came over to the side of the people’s revolution.
It was because of its weakness and its dual character that the national bourgeoisie, under the historical
conditions of 1927, betrayed and deserted the working class, followed on the heels of the big bourgeoisie and then
in the intermediate years long remained neutral and wavering. It was in 1948 under different historical conditions
that it came over again to follow the lead of the working class. History has thus completely borne out the
statement made by Comrade Mao Tse-tung in 1926 in his article Analysis of the Classes in Chinese Society:
But its attempt\fn{That of the national bourgeoisie} to establish a state under the rule of the national bourgeoisie is utterly
impracticable, because the present world situation is one in which the two maior forces, revolution and counterrevolution, are locked in final struggle. … The intermediate classes are bound to disintegrate quickly, some sections
turning left to join the revolution, others turning right to join the counter-revolution; there is no room for them to
remain “independent.” Therefore the idea cherished by China’s middle bourgeoisie of an “independent” revolution in
which it would play the primary role is a mere illusion.\fn{ “Analysis of the Classes in Chinese society,” English edition, 1962,
pp 2-3}

In the era of the new-democratic revlution, the national bourgeoisie had lost the qualifications for leadership of
the revolution, and the old democracy was already obsolete, but the inherent nature of the national bourgeoisie
still caused it for a long time to cling to the illusion of a bourgeois republic, and to hopes of contending with the
working class for leadership. This resulted in a protracted struggle for leadership between the working class and
the national bourgeoisie, both inside and outside the united front, and a struggle between the two roads—new
democracy and old democracy.
The old-democratic illusions of the national bourgeoisie at one time manifested themselves in a so-called
“middle road,” also known as the “third road.” For a time following Japan’s surrender there was quite a to-do
about this so-called middle road; this was no accident. At that time, victory having been won in the War of
Resistance Against Japan,\fn{Which the Chinese called their portion of World War II; in the same spirit, the Russians referred to
their part of the war as the “Great Patriotic War”:H } the Chinese people were faced with the task of building their country
and deciding what kind of country to build. The big landlords and the big bourgeoisie, represented by the Chiang
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Kai-shek clique, with the backing of U. S. imperialism, wanted to maintain and rehabilitate their semi-colonial,
semi-feudal dictatorship in China. The broad masses of the people, represented by the Chinese Communist Party,
in the light of the concrete conditions at that time, were striving to establish a coalition government of various
classes that could guarantee China’s independence, democracy and freedom so as to make, step by step, a
transition to a new-democratic people’s republic led by the working class. The national bourgeoisie, on its part,
hoped to turn China into a bourgeois republic.
The situation in the country at the time was like this:
(1) The Chiang Kai-shek clique still had a certain amount of influence among the people because it had taken
part in resistance to Japan. It had preserved its reactionary armed forces because it only fought the War of
Resistance passively and had got aid from the United States. After Japan’s surrender, it strengthened these forces,
taking over most of the Japanese and puppet armies and the enemy-occupied areas and continuing to get a big
amount of aid from the United States.
(2) The people’s armed forces and the People’s Liberated Areas led by the Chinese Communist Party had
grown more powerful than ever after eight years of an heroic War of Resistance, although they were still scattered
in various parts of the country and in a relatively inferior position.
(3) The various democratic parties, because they had taken part in the War of Resistance Against Japan and in
the democratic movement, had grown into a political force representing the nationa1 bourgeoisie; as such they
exercised a certain influence and had a say in the political life of the country. In order to isolate the Communist
Party, U. S. imperialism and the Kuomintang were trying their hardest to win them over, making certain
temporary political concessions to them, such as agreeing to allow them to participate in the political consultative
conference\fn{A political consultative conference was held in Chungking from January 10 to 31, 1946, attended by representatives of
the Kuomintang, the Chinese Communist Party and other political parties, and by personages without party affiliation. The conference
reached agreements which were, in varying degrees, favorable to the Chinese people and unfavorable to Chiang Kai-shek’s reactionary
rule, but before long they were one by one torn up by Chiang Kai-shek } and promising that they would participate in a

coalition government, and so on. Under these circumstances, many among the national bourgeoisie cherished
illusions, believing that the Kuomintang could not wipe out the Communist Party, but that neither could the
Communist Party wipe out the Kuomintang and that China could not be saved unless bourgeois democracy was
put into practice; they even nourished the illusion that they could win the support and help of U.S. imperialism.
A number of the typical political figures among them hoped to stand between the Kuomintang and the
Communist Party: hoping, on the one hand, by making use of the people’s strength led by the Communist Party,
to force the Kuomintang to make concessions to the national bourgeoisie, let them have some share in the regIme
and practise a bit of democracy; and on the other hand, by making use of the Kuomintang, to contain the people’s
revolutionary forces so that their development would not go further than they would permit. Some of them even
imagined tbat they could gain the position of the man dominating the balance by taking advantage of a situation
where the Kuomintang and the Communist Party were engaged in a tug of war.
There were people, for instance, who cherished the illusion of making both the Kuomintang and the
Communist Party hand over their troops to them to command, of introducing the so-called “nationalization of
troops” and “placing the troops under civilian control.” It was by such means that this section of the political
representatives of the national bourgeoisie fancied they could achieve their aim of making China evolve gradually
into a bourgeois republic and actually attempted to do so.
This middle road or third road not only represented the ideas of the national bourgeoisie in general but, under
the conditions at that time, had quite a widespread influence among part of the urban petty bourgeoisie; it was
even more prevalent among a part of the democratic parties. Under certain historical conditions, this middle road
had a dual nature. Advocates of this line demanded peace and democracy and disapproved of the Kuomintang’s
policies of civil war and dictatorship—this was its positive aspect. But they also cherished great illusions about
the Kuomintang and Chiang Kai-shek and about U. S. imperialism in particular; they demanded that the
Communist Party make concessions at the sacrifice of the fundamental interests of the people and their
fundamental positions in exchange for a grant of peace and democracy from the Kuomintang.
They were afraid to oppose the counter-revolutionary war with a revolutionary war; and they spread
unprincipled, pacifist illusions among the masses of people. They tried to influence not only the urban petty
bourgeoisie but also the peasants. The Kuomintang and the Communist Party, they said, represented two extremes
and both constituted a minority; only the middle road could represent all the intermediate strata between the big
landlords and the big bourgeoisje on the one hand and the working class on the other—that is, the peasants, the
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urban petty bourgeoisie and the national bourgeoisie who constituted the overwhelming majority of the population
of the nation.
This aspect of the middle road not only showed its great weakness but also its extremely reactionary nature.
In the light of these circumstances, during the period of the old political consultative conference, our Party, on
the one hand, made active efforts to unite with and guide the various democratic parties and democrats from all
walks of life, and, together with them, waged a struggle for peace and democracy—and in the course of this
struggle exposed the deceits of U.S. imperiaJism and Chiang Kai-shek. On the other hand, our Party patiently and
repeatedly reasoned with the advocates of the middle road line and criticized them for their proneness to
compromise and their reactionary nature. By uniting with them and also struggling with them, the broad masses of
people in areas under Kuomintang rule were educated and enabled to see through the deceitful mask of U. S.
imperialism and Chiang Kai-shek, their so-called peace and democracy; at the same time, the majority of the
democratic parties and democrats were won over, thus augmenting the strength of the left-wing among them and
lessening the influence of the right-wing elements. This also shattered the attempt of U. S. imperialism and
Chiang Kaishek to deceive the people, to win over the middle forces and to isolate the Communist Party. In fact it
was U. S. imperialism and the Chiang Kai-shek reactionaries who were isolated.
As the revolutionary situation unfolded and the strength of the revolution grew, the positive aspect of the
middle road grew steadily less while its negative, reactionary aspect came more and more to the fore. In the
second half of 1947, the People’s Liberation Army switched from the defensive to the offensive and at the same
time there was an upsurge in the people’s revolutionary movement in the Kuomintang-controlled areas. As
Comrade Mao Tse-tung wrote:
This is a turning point in history. It is the turning point from growth to extinction for Chiang Kai-shek’s twenty-year
counter-revolutionary rule. It is the turning point from growth to extinction for imperialist rule in China, now over a
hundred years old.\fn{“The Present Situation and Our Tasks,” in Selected works of Mao Tse-tung, English edition, vol. 4, p. 157}

On the other hand, in October 1947 the reactionary Kuomintang government ordered the dissolution of the
Democratic League; at the same time, other democratic parties were also persecuted by the Kuomintang
reactionaries, and were unable to engage in open activities in the Kuomintang-controlled areas. Should the
democratic parties refuse to surrender to the Kuomintang reactionaries, they could only turn to the side of the
people’s revolution and cease to nourish the illusions of the so-called third road. At the same time, under our
Party’s influence, many big cities in the nation held public debates to criticize the middle road.
All this helped to push forward and strengthen the strugsle being waged by the left-wing sections of the
democratic parties. In January 1948, under pressure of the left-wingers, the Central Committee of the Democratic
League held its third plenary session in Hong Kong; it was here too in Hong Kong that the democratic group of
the Kuomintang established the Revolutionary Committee of the Kuomintang. One after another these and other
democratic parties turned to the new democracy and issued statements to announce their anti-U.S. and antiChiang Kai-shek stand.
In May 1948 our Party put forward the slogan of convening a new political consultative conference\fn{ In May
1948, prior to the victory of the Chinese People’s War of Liberation, the Chinese Communist Party proposed to the various democratic
parties, people’s organizations and public personages that a political consultative conference be called quickly. To distinguish it from the
old one held early in 1946, this was known as the New Political Consultative Conference and was later renamed the Chinese People’s
Political Consultative Conference} and forming a democratic coalition government excluding the reaciionaries. This

won an immediate response from the democratic parties and democrats of all walks of life. By that time, the
middle road was completely bankrupt. Still a handful of right-wingers refused to give up and continued to hawk
these goods, but these were now revealed as a hundred per cent reactionary trash used by U. S. imperialism and
Chiang Kai-shek in an attempt to block the progress of the revolution and preserve the counter-revolutionary
forces.
What was the content of this trash?
First, there was the scheme to create the “new Three Kingdoms.”\fn{ The Three Kingdoms (220-280) was a historical
period following the Eastern Han Dynasty (25-220), when the states of Wei, Shu and Wu divided China among themselves, the three
standing opposed to each otherlike the legs of a tripod. Here the author isusing this historical illusion to expose the plots of the
reactionaries} This expressed their vain hope of getting the Communist Party, the Kuomintang and the democratic

parties to “divide the country into three parts” with each ruling in its own region, so as to prevent the further
advance of the People’s Liberation Army, preserve the remnant forces of the Kuomintang and seize the
opportunity to pick up something for themselves.

1040

Secondly, there was the organization of opposition factions. With the Huai-Hai campaign,\fn{ This was one of the
three most decisive campaigns in the Chinese People’s War of Liberation, the other two being the Liaohsi-Shenyang and Peking-Tientsin
campaigns. Lasting from November 6, 1948, to January 10, 1949, it was fought over a large territory centering on Hsuchow, and extending
as far as Haichow in the east, Shangchiu in the west, Lincheng in the north and the Huai River in the south. This campaign accounted for
more than 555,000 enemy troops, thus virtually wiping out the main force of the Kuomintang army, and brought Nanking, capital of the
reactionary Kuomintang government, under the direct pressure from the People’s Liberation Army. It marked the beginning of the break-up
of the reactionary Kuomintang ruling clique } the Kuomintang lost its main strength and it was clear that a united country
of the people would soon become a reality. Seeing that the victory of the Chinese revolution could not be
prevented by purely military struggles, U. S. imperialism and the Chinese reactionaries laid more and more stress
each day on the political struggle. That was to say: on the one hand, the Kuomintang government came forward to
stage-manage its “peace” plot; on the other hand, it made use of the right-wingers in certain democratic parties,
who had connections with both the revolutionary and counter- revolutionary forces, to organize opposition
factions within the revolutionary camp, co-ordinate their activities with the U. S.-Chiang “peace” plot and thereby
halt the revolution where it was; or, if it had to advance, moderate it to the maximum possible extent and prevent
it from encroaching too much on the interests of U. S. imperialism and the Kuomintang reactionaries.
This explains why although the middle road had shown its utter bankruptcy, the U. S.-Chiang reactionaries in
1948 mobilized their sycophant politicians and literati, masked as so-called liberals, to play the “third road” tune
once more.
Our Party and Comrade Mao Tse-tung sharply exposed this plot. At the time, Comrade Mao Tse-tung pointed
out in his article “Carry the Revolution Through to the End”:
True, there are “Kuomintang liberals” or non-Kuomintang “liberals” who advise the Chinese people to accept the
“peace” offered by the United States and the Kuomintang, that is, to enshrine and worship the remnants of imperialism,
feudalism and bureaucrat-capitalism so that these treasures shall not become extinct on earth. But they are decidedly
not workers, peasants or soldiers, nor are they the friends of workers, peasants and soldiers. … Since the enemy is
cunningly using the method of “peace” and the method of sneaking into the revolutionary camp to preserve and
strengthen his position, whereas the fundamental interests of the people demand that all reactionary forces be destroyed
thoroughly and that the aggressive forces of U. S. imperialism be driven out of China, those who advise the people to
take pity on the enemy and preserve the forces of reaction are not friends of the people, but friends of the
enemy.\fn{“The Present Situation and Our Tasks,” in Selected works of Mao Tse-tung, English edition, vol. 4, pp 304, 305}

The middle road, in essence, was the old democracy, i.e., the road of the bourgeois republic, which had long
gone out of date and could not work. Its demise once again made clear to us the truth that if the national
bourgeoisie and their political parties entertain illusions about persisting along this road, holding to it as an
independent movement with their own class playing the leading role, then they will inevitably land themselves in
the most unindependent state, becoming as they were, during their adherence to Chiang Kai-shek’s counterrevolution in 1927, the assistants of the counter-revolution of the big landlords and big bourgeoisie, and taking the
colonial and semi-colonial road. This is why our criticism of the middle road and the struggle we waged against
the old democracy—of the national bourgeoisie were, in the final analysis, also struggles against the colonial and
semi-colonial road of the big bourgeoisie.
Our Party had to carry this struggle through to the end, so that we could help the peasants and urban petty
bourgeoisie free themselves from the old-democratic influences, consolidate the worker-peasant alliance and also
win over the national bourgeoisie itself, isolate the big landlords and big bourgeoisie and carry the revolution on
to a thorough victory.
The big bourgeoisie, being a traitorous class and a ferocious enemy, naturally could not enjoy much prestige
among the people. But it never ceased its tricks to deceive the people. Especially when the revolution surged up
and it could no longer keep the situation under control as it had in the past, it would transform itself in the
twinkling of an eye, make compromises with the revolutionaries and even infiltrate the revolutionary ranks, so as
to make use of the wavering classes and people in the revolutionary ranks, undermine the revolution from within
and seize its fruits.
Therefore, the big bourgeoisie was also adept at usurping the leadership of the revolution. As far back as the
period of the 1911 Revolution, the bourgeois constitutionalists, i.e., the upper section of the bourgeoisie, working
hand in glove with the feudal tyrants and gentry and using the provincial bureau of councillors as their bases, took
advantage of the weakness of the revolutionaries, and, while the revolution was in mid-course, usurped its
leadership; in this way, the revolution ended with the bourgeois constitutionalists and feudal landlord class in
control of state power. It was on this basis that Yuan Shih-kai\fn{ Yuan Shih-kai (1859-1916) was head of the Northern
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warlord clique. When the Ch’ing regime was overthrown by the 1911 Revolution, he usurped the position of President of the Republic by
making use of the counter-revolutionary armed forces and the support of the imperialists, and by taking advantage of the compromising
attitude of the bourgeoise then leading the revolution. He formed the first government of Northern warlords representing the big landlord
and big comprador classes. Unsatisfied with his presidency, Yuan Shih-kai set his mind on becoming emperor. In December 1915, he
restored the imperial regime, declaring his “acceptance” of the throne of the Chinese empire and decreeing that the year 1916 be made the
first year of his reign which was to be called Hung Hsien. These hateful acts met with strong opposition from among the Chinese people
and gave rise to popular uprisings in all arts of the country. In June 1916 he died a cursed target of nation-wide condemnation }

succeeded in obtaining his grip on the country. During the great revolution of 1924-27, with Chiang Kai-shek as
its tool and taking advantage of the weakness of the national bourgeoisie and the dominance of Chen Tuhsiu’s\fn{One of the founders of the Chinese Communist Party, Chen Tu-hsiu was the general secretary of the Party in its initial period.
In the last stage of the revolution of 1924-27, the rightist thinking within the Party, of which Chen Tu-hsiu was the exponent, developed
into a line of capitulationism. The capitulationists voluntarily gave up the Party’s leadership of the peasant masses, urban petty bourgeoise
and middle bourgeoisie, and in particular of the armed forces, thus causing the defeat of the revolution. After the failure of the revolution in
1927, Chen Tu-hsiu and a handful of other capitulationists lost faith in its future and becae liquidationists. They took the reactionary
Trotskyist stand and formed a small anti-Party group jointly with the Trotskyites. Consequently Chen Tu-hsiu was expelled from the Party
in November 1929. He died in 1942 } right opportunism in the Chinese Communist Party, the big bourgeoisie usurped

the leadership in the War of the Northern Expedition and subjected China to further colonization. During the
period of the War of Resistance Against Japan, the big bourgeoisie represented by the Chiang Kai-shek clique on
the one hand did its best to draw the national bourgeoisie to its side and deceive the urban petty bourgeoisie and
the peasants, and on the other strove by every means to restrict the growth of the progressive forces and worked
hard to reduce the ideological, political and organizational independence of the working class and the Communist
Party, so as to seize the leadership in the War of Resistance preparatory to surrendering to Japan and splitting
national unity. It was on1y because our Party, led by Comrade Mao Tse-tung, adopted a correct line and policy,
enormously expanded the progressive forces, won over the majority of the middle forces and waged blow-forblow struggles against the die-hards that the big bourgeoisie failed to realize these aims.
How is it that the big bourgeoisie more than once in history succeeded in usurping the revolutionary leadership
and undermining the revolution? There are a number of reasons for this, but the followmg are the relatively
important ones.
First, owing to the contradictions between the imperialist countries in their squabbles over China and the
internal contradictions of the big landlords and big bourgeoisie, certain cliques of the big landlords and big
bourgeoisie have often appeared in certain periods to be revolutionary to a certain degree and have taken part to a
certain extent in the struggle against a particular imperialist country or group of imperialist countries and another
clique of domestic reactionaries. For example: during the period of the 1911 Revolution, the bourgeois
constitutionalists took part in the movement to recover national rights and even sided with the movement against
the Ching government; after the 1911 Revo1ution certain big bourgeois elements in the South participated in the
struggle waged by Sun Yat-sen against Yuan Shih-kai and the Northern warlords and, later, in the War of the
Northern Expedition; the Chiang Kai-shek clique took part in the War of Resistance Against Japan, and so on.
This made it possible for them to usurp the leadership and undermine the revolution from within.
Secondly, differentiation of the Chinese bourgeoisie into the big bourgeoisie and the national bourgeoisie was
not completed at one go; the boundary between them was not absolute and new differentiations often appeared.
With political and economic progress and as a result of the actual revolutionary struggles waged by the masses of
the people, this process of differentiation gradually became clear. The great May Fourth Movement exposed tbe
comprador class in the regime of the Northern warlords; the differentiation among the bourgeois intellectuals was
exposed after the May Fourth Movement, when a section of them, represented by Hu Shih, threw themselves into
the embrace of the big bourgeoisie; in the May Thirtieth Movement of 1925,\fn{ This refers to the countrywide antiimperialist movement in protest against the massacre of the Chinese people by the British police in Shanghai on May 30, 1925. Earlier that
month, when strikes had broken out in the Japanese-owned textile mills in Tsingtao and Shanghai, they had met with ruthless suppression
by the Japanese imperialists and their lackey, the Northern warlord regime. On May 13 the management in a Japanese textile mill in
Shanghai shot and killed the worker Ku Cheng-hung and wounded a dozen others. On May 28 eight Tsingtao workers were slaughtered by
the warlord government. On May 30 more than 2,000 students in Shanghai agitated in the International Settlement in support of the
workers and for the recovery of the foreign concessions. They rallied more than 10,000 people in front of the British police headquarters,
shouting such slogans as “Down with imperialism!” and “People of China, unite!” The British imperialist police opened fire, killing and
wounding many students. This became known as the May Thirtieth Massacre. It aroused immediate countrywide indignation, and
demonstrations and strikes of workers, students and shopkeepers were held everywhere, forming a tremendous anti-imperialist movement }

the industrial and commercial circles in Shanghai were divided into the General Chamber of Commerce
controlled by the big bourgeoisie and the street commercial federations representing the middle and petty
bourgeoisie; the betrayal of the revolution by Chiang Kai-shek’s Kuomintang in 1927 was another and still clearer
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example of this process of differentiation. As far as the Kuomintang was concerned, this betrayal pushed into the
background the democratic group which had inherited the revolutionary policy of Sun Yat-sen and made this
political party, with its glorious revolutionary history, an instrument of the reactionary rule of imperialism and its
running dogs, the big landlords and big bourgeoisie. Therefore, the differentiation of the Chinese bourgeoisie into
the big bourgeoisje and national bourgeoisie was a complex process. As it took place there were some persons
who stood between these two sections of the bourgeoisie and shifted from one section to another; for a while, not
knowing what they were really up to, the people could easily be deceived by them.
Thirdly, the regime of the big bourgeoisje operated with two tactics: one was brutal suppression and the other,
political deception. Chiang Kai-shek can be accounted a real master in these respects. He enlarged the reactionary
armed forces on an unprecedented scale and during his 22 years of rule in China waged counterrevolutionary wars
for more than ten years. At the same time, he was up to all sorts of political tricks, especially when the
revolutionary forces of the people were strong or his own regime was in danger. Since 1927 Chiang Kai-shek has
utterly betrayed the revolutionary policy and cause of Sun Yat-sen; but superficially he has always made play with
the banners of Sun Yat-sen and the Three People’s Principles and passed himself off as Sun Yat-sen’s successor.
The September 18 Incident in 1931 roused the whole nation in a raging tide of hate against Japanese aggression
and the traitorous policy of the Kuomintang; seeing this irresistible rage of the people Chiang Kai- shek declared
that he had “stepped down”;\fn{He did have a ploy of “retiring”; i.e., pretending to relinquish power to popular will as an expedient
measure to being actually forced out by armed rebellion. Truly, he was a master of pretentiousness:H } but once the storm was over
he stepped up again and once more suppressed the popu1ar movements. During the War of Resistance Against
Japan, Chiang Kai-shek, in order to maintain the one-party dictatorship of the big landlords and big bourgeoisie,
superficially pretended to stand above the domestic class contradictions, spoke constantly about the “superimportance of the state and the nation,” and rigged himself up as the “national leader”; in fact, however, he was
passive in resisting Japan but energetic in opposing the Communist Party and the people. Once Japan surrendered,
Chiang Kai-shek, acting under the instructions of U. S. imperialism, decided on and vigorously prepared to
unleash a large-scale counter-revolutionary civil war; but he also sent three deceitful telegrams one after another,
asking Comrade Mao Tse-tung, with a great show of “urgency,” to go to Chungking for negotiations, and then
together with us he attended the political consultative conference and reached certain agreements. In the second
half of 1946, Chiang Kai-shek had in fact already unleashed his all-out civil war but at the same time he stagemanaged the show of reorganizing the Kuomintang government, attempting to draw the middle forces to its side.
When his rule was on the rocks after the Huai-Hai campaign, once again he staged the old trick of “stepping
down” and holding “peace” talks.\fn{He did, too; all of this is a matter of public record:H } Before these tricks of Chiang
Kai-shek’s were thoroughly exposed, they really did deceive some people and, in particular, dazzled a great many
members of the national bourgeoisie and a section of the urban petty bourgeoisie, so that they harboured illusions
about him. In playing its political tricks the big bourgeoisie could also count on the support of imperialism. In its
aggression against China, imperialism had also adopted the two means of armed attack and political trickery.
British and U. S. imperialism were old hands in the art of political juggling. British imperialism was not only the
first to open China’s door with armed force, but in 1927 adopted the method of splitting the revolutionary front to
instigate Chiang Kai-shek’s betrayal. U. S. imperialism, in particular, gave great importance to cultural and
ideological aggression; it established many schools, hospitals and missions in China and attracted many Chinese
students to study in the United States. Even politically, U. S. imperialism was adept in describing aggression as
friendship. In order to acquire the same rights to invade China as were enjoyed by the old imperialist countries, it
was late-coming U. S. imperialism that put forward the policy of the “Open Door” and “equal opportunities” and
generously spouted such phrases as “respect for China’s administrative and territorial integrity.” During World
War II, in order to deal with Japan and also to foster its running dog Chiang Kai-shek so as to monopolize China
after the war, it handed out some money to the Kuomintang government, widely publicizing it and describing it as
a favour “to support China’s War of Resistance.” These U. S. imperialist activities and propaganda were not
without effect. It instilled pro-American sentiments and a worship of America and a fear of America into a section
of the Chinese people, and particularly into many intellectuals. During the period of the War of Resistance Against
Japan and for a time after the surrender of Japan, this U. S. imperialist influence reached its climax in China. It
was precisely by capitalizing on this influence that, following the surrender of Japan, U. S. imperialism conducted
its so-called mediation between the Kuomintang and the Communist Party with the intention of deceiving the
Chinese people, softening up the Chinese Communist Party and helping Chiang Kai-shek dominate the whole
country without having to wage a war. This trick did not deceive the Chinese Communist Party, though it did
deceive a lot of the middle-of-the-road elements.
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Fourthly, the tricks played by the imperialists and the Chinese big bourgeoisie still had a certain social basis
among the Chinese people, that is, in the main, the national bourgeoisie and other middle forces. They had their
contradictions with imperialism, feudalism and bureaucrat-capitalism, but on the other hand they also had
connections with them and depended on them. It was precisely these people who harboured many illusions about
the Kuomintang reactionaries and the British and U. S. imperialists. Generally speaking, the national bourgeoisie
was fairly enthusiastic in its participation in the movement against Japanese imperialism and the War of
Resistance Against Japan, but many of them entertained strong pro-American ideas, strong sentiments of worship
and fear of America. The majority of the national bourgeoisie were dissatisfied with Chiang Kai-shek’s
reactionary dictatorship, but many people did not want to give up their illusions about him, still less did they want
to completely overthrow the reactionary Kuomintang regime. As to the thorough reform of the land system, these
people disapproved of it still more because they were closely connected with the feudal land system. That is why
in 1949 Comrade Mao Tse-tung emphatically pointed out in his article “On the People’s Democratic Dictatorship”
that the influence of domestic and foreign reactionaries upon the Chinese people
is still very strong, will survive for a long time and cannot be quickly destroyed.

The above-mentioned points made it clear that in order to establish and consolidate its leadership and
particularly to win over the national bourgeoisie and other patriotic elements, the working class not only needs to
wage a resolute struggle against the old-democratic road of the national bourgeoisie but what’s more important,
must wage a resolute struggle against the colonial and semi-colonial road of the big bourgeoisie and thoroughly
expose and eliminate its reactionary influence.
Fundamentally speaking, it was impossible for the working class to exercise leadership over the big
bourgeoisie because the latter were the enemy of the revolution. Even under those particular historical conditions
when the big bourgeoisie temporarily took part in the united front (such as the participation of the Chiang Kaishek clique in the National Anti-Japanese United Front), there still existed sharp conflicts between them and the
working class. It was only when the working class and the Communist Party adopted a correct policy and waged a
resolute struggle, that the big bourgeoisie could be isolated and forced to restrain themselves to a certain extent.
During the War of Resistance Against Japan, our Party forced Chiang Kai-shek to remain in the anti-Japanese
united front until the surrender of Japan; this was one example. In this sense, it can also be said to have been a
kind of leadership. …
207.85 The People’s Political Council\fn{by Lei Chen (1897-after 1946)} Cheking, China (M) 4
The People’s Political Council was first established in accordance with the decision passed by the Emergency
National Congress of the Kuomintang in March 1938:
“During the extraordinary period there shall be set up a People’s Political Council, the functions and
organization of which shall be discussed and fixed by the Central Executive Committee.” The 12 th Article of the
“Plans for National Reconstruction through War of Resistance”, stipulated by the same Congress, also reads:
“There shall be organized a people’s political organ for the consolidation of the national force of China and
concentration of ideas and opinions of the whole nation with a view to facilitating the adoption and
implementation of the national policy.”
According to the above-mentioned decision and stipulation reached at the Congress, the organic regulations of
the People’s Political Council together with the number of the representatives from the different provinces and
cities in China were finally passed by the fifth session of the fourth Central Executive Committee of the
Kuomintang in April of the same year. Subsequently they were endorsed by Generalissimo Chiang Kai-shek in his
capacity as the Party Leader (Tsungtsai) and published by the National Government on April 12.
The work following the issuance of the regulation of the Council was the recommendation and selection of the
representatives of the Council and other preparatory programs. On June 6 the first plenary session of the 1 st
People’s Political Council was held in Hankow. Ever since the inauguration seven and a half years ago, the
Council has been uninterruptedly functioning; and judging from the present improvement of its organization and
the expansion of its functions, the democratic elements of the Council are known to be growing with the lapse of
time.
Since the full details of the Council have been dwelt upon at length by Mr. Hsia Tao-ping in a special article in
the Central Daily News issued on July 8, 1945, this thesis will deal with the past backgrounds of the sessions of
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the Council along with their important contributions for the information of those in the wide areas recovered who
are interested in the wartime popular political organ in China.
Since its inauguration in 1938 up to the end of 1945 the Council had held 11 sessions (five sessions in the first
Council, two sessions in the second Council, three sessions in the third Council and one session in the fourth
Council), during each of which over 200 proposals and queries were presented. These proposals and questionings
enlightened the Government and contributed not a little to the improvement of the work of the Government.
Owing to the limited space given to this review, I am not going to enumerate all the contributions made by the
Council. What I want to point out here is that in the course of the eight years of the war of resistance each session
of the Council did its best to meet the demand of the changing environments, both internal and external, thus
benefiting the war of resistance in China. The most important ones are given as follows.
*
The first session of the first Council was summoned at the first anniversary of the Sino-Japanese Hostilities. At
that time, with the fall of Hsuchow and the danger threatening Hankow, the military situation of China was
critical. Although it was the belief of the whole people that final victory would belong to us, all realized that the
unification of the will and the concentration of the national force were necessary to bring about the victorious
objective of the nation. The People’s Political Council, however, was inaugurated in those extraordinary days. The
full spirit of unification nevertheless was expressed with the convocation of the first session of the Council.
Above all, the resolution to give full support to the “Plans for National Reconstruction through the War of
Resistance” was unanimously carried out by this meeting.
By that time the “Plans for National Reconstruction through the War of Resistance” had become not only the
guiding principle of the Central Government but also the final aim of the efforts of all the people in China,
regardless of distinctions of creed and profession. That the People’s Political Council had been able to adapt itself
to the need of the age in supporting the “Plans for National Reconstruction through the War of Resistance” is
considered one of the vital factors which contributed to the realization of the final victory of the eight-year
resistance war of our country.
The second session of the Council took place in Chungking on October 28, 1938. The situation of the
resistance war at that time entered upon a still more critical stage with the occupation of Canton and Hankow by
the enemy in succession, and the enemy was then airing possibilities of peace negotiations with China in order to
upset the determined will of our compatriots.
In the meantime, seeing then the late Puppet Wang Ching-wei was already beginning to waver from the course,
Generalissimo Chiang Kai-shek issued the manifesto of a prolonged resistance on the opening day of the second
session of the Council with a view to setting right public opinion. Again the resolution to support this manifesto
was unanimously passed at the meeting—a second effort made by the Council to uphold the uniformed national
spirit in China during the war. This resolution had the same meaning as that passed at the previous session to give
full support to the “Plans for National Reconstruction through the War of Resistance.”
At the end of 1938, Prince Konoye, the enemy Premier, issued a statement to lure China into peace with Japan,
very soon after which Puppet Wang Ching-wei made his furtive elopement and meanwhile dispatched a
responsive telegram to Japan. At this juncture the political offensive started by Japan reached its climax.
And the third session of the People’s Political Council was held on February 16, 1939. With an eye to showing
the determined will of the whole people and to smashing the conspiracy of the enemy, this meeting again passed
the resolution to support Generalissimo Chiang Kai-shek’s manifesto issued on October 26 of the previous year to
refute Konoye’s statement. Therefore the enemy’s political intrigue got the last fatal blow after which, there was
no longer the problem of peace and war and the thought in the mind of the whole civilian and military population
of China was to concentrate all efforts to struggle for eventual victory until the enemy’s surrender.
Another important resolution passed at this Session was the establishment of the “Szechuen-Sikang
Construction Committee” which was officially inaugurated right after the passage of this resolution and functions
of which was to urge the Government to develop the construction work in Szechuen and Sikang in order to
strengthen the power of resistance and construction. The routine work of the Committee was the making of
projects and recommendations, inspection and rectification. In addition to the six regional offices at the different
points of the two provinces to perform the ordinary functions, the Committee sent inspection corps to study the
actual conditions in the various districts of the two provinces. The Committee, taking the reports made after these
inspections as a basis, worked out a construction program of the two provinces which was subsequently passed by
the fourth session of the first Council and sent up to the Government for execution. The program consisted of nine
items, namely: (1) administrative organization, (2) military service, (3) economic and financial democracy, (4)
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security and peace, (5) economic construction, (6) prohibition of opium,(7) education, (8) aboriginal affairs, and
(9) frontier judiciary. They were looked upon as the guidance for the construction of the two provinces and as an
important scheme to consolidate the foundations of the resistance war in the rear of the country.
The fourth and the fifth sessions were held on September 9, 1939 and April 1, 1940 respectively. By that time
both the internal and the external situations had undergone great changes. Internationally the European war broke
out in September 1939 and help given by the U.S. to China and other European anti-aggression countries was
becoming more and more positive. Internally, though, the military situation was comparatively stable. Puppet
Wang Ching-wei’s treason was going from words to deeds. However, it was the firm belief of our people then that
the European war and the Asiatic war would develop into one and the same war, between the anti-aggressive and
the aggressive countries, and that the war could not be brought to an end within a short period. Therefore during
these two sessions special emphasis was laid on the political and economic constructive work in the prolonged
war of resistance; besides, attention was also paid to the strengthening of the military force and the attacking of
the puppet organization. The above mentioned plans for the construction of Szechwan and Sikiang were resolved
at the fourth session.
Meanwhile a resolution was also passed to set up a Committee for the Establishment of Constitutional
Government, whose function was to help the Government hasten the enforcement of constitutionalism. Soon after
its inauguration, the Association devoted itself at once to the collection of materials and references relating to the
drafting of the constitution, and at the same time it also asked for opinions from all sources. At the fifth session of
the Council the amendments for the draft of the Constitution of the Chinese Republic worked out by the
Committee after a study of the findings were passed and presented to the Central Government. This constitutes
one of the important documents in our constitutional history.
Then came the first session of the second Council on March 1 1941. This session was confronted with an
unfortunate affair. It happened that the Communist members of the Council following the “New Fourth Army
Incident” presented in succession 12 articles of rehabilitation measures and another 12 articles of provisional
measures. They threatened a walk-out in case of the Government’s rejection of their points. But the Government,
seeing that the “New Fourth Army Incident” was a military affair, was unable to take these points into
consideration. To make clear its position, the People’s Political Council, after taking note of various documents
and listening to various reports, unanimously passed two resolutions as follows:
1. Being a people’s political organ, as far as law and reason is concerned, this Council is not in a position to
accept conditions under which members are willing to attend the meeting or ask the Government on their behalf
to accept their conditions, thus creating a bad precedent in the Council.
2. We earnestly hope that the Communist members will understand the mission of this organ, that is, the
unification of the whole nation for the war of resistance. We hope that they will fulfill the unification manifesto
which the Communist Party issued in September 1937, and attend this Council so that all political problems will
be solved through the proper channel.
But the Communist members did not attend this session. While this was an unfortunate affair, the People’s
Political Council, with the two resolutions mentioned above, not only strictly upheld its position but also
expressed the idea of the whole people. .
The second plenary session took place on November 17, 1941. The Japanese Special envoy Kurusu was then
holding the American-Japanese negotiations in Washington, which was the focus of the attention of China and the
great concern of the countries of the world. Hence a resolution was passed at this meeting to reiterate the object of
the war of resistance and the firm determination to recover the four Northeastern Provinces (Manchuria) in
support of Generalissimo Chiang’s statement issued on September of the same year. This resolution is of special
importance because, it caused the U. S. Government to abandon a certain appeasement policy which had been
taken into consideration by the U. S. Government in the course of the negotiations with Japan. Subsequently,
America sent Japan a stern reply on the 26th of the same month, and the Pearl Harbor Incident heralded the Pacific
War.
When, the first session of the third Council was held, the Sino-Japanese hostilities had already developed into
a part of the Second World War with the increased number of the anti-aggressive countries and the increase of
their strength. Our international prestige as well as our world status were daily growing. American and Britain
announced the abandonment of their special privileges in China in that year. and the signing of new treaties of
equality was under discussion.
But on the other hand, the home economic problems were becoming more and more critical. Seeing this, the
Council adopted two decisions; the first was the organization of a good-will mission to Great Britain (in the
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autumn of 1941 members of the British Parliament had formed a good-will mission to China}; and the second was
the formation of a Committee for the Promotion of Economic Mobilization to assist the Government in its
economic control policy. The good-will. mission visited England in the winter of 1943 and mutual recognition and
understanding of these two countries were achieved by its wide contact with the British people during its stay in
England. The Economic Mobilization, Promotion Committee was officially inaugurated in November, 1942, and
at the end of 1943; with the expansion of its functions it was reorganized into the Committee, for the Promotion of
Economic Reconstruction. These two Committees, besides continuing the work left by the “Szehuen-Sikang
Construction Committee,” contributed a great deal to the enforcement of the Government’s economic decisions,
the economic mobilization, and to the planning of economic reconstruction. At the same time it conducted a
frequent study and investigation into the daily life and economic conditions of an industrial or business body
needing the Government’s aid to solve some difficult problems, this Committee would negotiate on behalf of the
former with the latter for an appropriate and reasonable outcome.
The second session of the third Council was held on September 18, 1943. At that time, with the surrender of
Italy, the war of resistance was one step nearer final victory. It was considered then that the preparation for the
counter-offensive and the campaign for national reconstruction were quite urgent in order to usher in the eventual
victory. With regard to the campaign for national reconstruction, two important resolutions were carried at this
meeting:
The first was the reorganization and expansion of the Committee for the Promotion of Economic Mobilization
into the Committee for the Promotion of Economic Reconstruction, whose functions have been dealt with in this
article. The second was the organization of the Committee for the establishment of Constitutional Government.
Since its inauguration in November 1943, aside from engaging in the study of and publicity to the draft of the
Constitution, in giving aid to the establishment of various organs for the expression of the public will, and in
making proposals for the expansion of the functions of the People’s Political Council, the Committee directly
contributed to the birth of two Government orders.
The first, issued on July 1, 1943, was the order to improve the regulations governing publications and the
standard of censorship. The second, issued on the 18 th of the same month, was the measures for the protection of
the freedom of person.
*
The third session was held on September 5, 1944. The world war then advanced greatly in favor of our Allies
with the recovery of Saipan Island and Guam, and the establishment of the second front in Europe, which threw
France into the predicament of being attacked from both the east and the west. But the situation was reversed on
our fronts with setbacks suffered in Honan and Huan provinces, which besides placing us in an unfavorable light
especially in view of the successes achieved by our Allies, constituted in themselves a grave crisis.
Meanwhile as a result of deteriorating economic conditions and imperfect choice of official personnel, public
morale and the discipline of official personnel were going from bad to worse, which was regarded with deep
concern by those who had at heart the future of the country. Consequently, motions and queries on these two
questions were most numerous and exciting in this session.
After the adjournment of the session, the government took measures to better the living conditions of soldiers,
to improve upon the system of taxation, to adjust official personnel and organs, to strengthen discipline, to punish
avariciousness on the part of officials, etc., which, though an expression of the government’s desire to do its
utmost to introduce better rule, were nevertheless promoted by the motions and queries in this session.
*
When the fourth session was called (July 7, 1945) Germany collapsed, preceded by Italy. Our Allies were then
directing their forces eastward to concentrate upon the attack on Japan and this brought our war of resistance to its
last stage. Looking at the situation it was, indeed, as Generalissimo Chiang said:
“The dangers imposed upon us by the enemy are now past. The danger confronting us from now on will be that
we ourselves remain awakened to past mistakes, that we continue to be slothful and that we cannot work shoulder
to shoulder for progress.”
Therefore in spite of the absence of the Communist members at this session, the effort toward peaceful
unification could be seen in the discussions therein of problems relating to the National Assembly.
In March of the same year Generalissimo Chiang stated at the Committee for the Establishment of
Constitutional Government that the National Assembly would be called on November 12 of the same year to
conclude the period of political tutelage and to return the Government to the people. The same decision was also
reached at the Sixth National Congress of the Kuomingtang in May.

1047

As to problems concerned with the convocation of the National Assembly, they were entrusted to the People’s
Political Council to be discussed at this session. Four resolutions regarding this problem were passed by it as
disclosed by the press in Chungking. Under the fourth resolution—“prior to the convocation of the National
Assembly the Government is requested to adopt as soon as possible the following steps”—there were four points.
The first point was “to attain national unity, it is necessary to continue to take all possible political measures in
consultation, Members of this Council earnestly hope that the Communist Party will, by recognizing the
importance of national unity, will leave all political measures made by the Government to bring about the desired
results.” The first half of this resolution was in line with the original intention of the Government, while the
second half expressed the hopes of the people, which after being pointed out by the People’s Political Council,
should be given been due regard by the Communist Party, What is unfortunate is that since the Japanese surrender
the prospects of peaceful unification has been dimmed. Nevertheless the Government continues to adopt political
steps to achieve unification, and peace talks with the Communist Party have as yet never been interrupted. When
the present review is going to the press the Government is making preparations for the calling of the Political
Consultative Conference.
*
I have already dwelt briefly in the above passages upon the evolution of the organization of the People’s
Political Council, the growth of its functions and power, and the important contributions made by each session of
the Council. What I want to add here is that as far as the primary sense of its establishment is concerned, the
Peop1e’s Political Council was China’s highest organ in wartime for the expression of people’s opinion. There are
two connotations:
(1) That this organ of popular opinion pertained to wartime China; under the wartime premises of military
affairs first and victory first, the Council assumed as its fundamental duty the work of collecting public opinion
for public benefit and for the purification of the national strength.
(2) Since the Council is not an organ for the execution of People’s opinion during the transitional period, the
Government is before law not held politically responsible for it.
But judging from the evolution of its organization, the gradual expansion of its functions and power, and the
effect of its application, the Council of today is not only the highest organ of popular opinion in wartime China,
but also a stepping stone to a constitutional government—the origin of democracy.
Now the date of the convocation of the National Assembly, as issued by the Government on November 12,
1945, will be on May 5, 1946. Therefore, by this time, having adapted itself to the need of the times in its
previous 11 meetings, the Council may hold one more session to wind up its work of the extraordinary period. It
is our great hope that the forthcoming last meeting of the Council will contribute still more to the national
reconstruction problems of tomorrow. The late President Lin Sen said in the opening speech of the second session
of the first Council:
“To achieve complete success, we must give the final touch.”
With this remark of his let me conclude this review and let me wish the People’s Political Council final
success.
73.91 The Sunglasses Society\fn{by Sun Liaohong (1897-1958)} Shanghai, China (M) 6
Now that I think of it, the Sunglasses Society had a rather ludicrous beginning. There were several jewel merchants who set aside every Saturday evening for a dinner party to cultivate mutual friendship. The participants
took turns hosting. On one such occasion, one of them started bragging to his fellows that, as soon as he got hold
of any gemstone, his unerring eyes could tell with absolute accuracy whether it was genuine or fake. Even among
peers, he was unflinchingly self-confident, insisting that no eyesight could match his.
One participant was unable to bear the boasting and started to dispute with him. The ensuing discussion got
nowhere, however, since each could only repeat his opposing opinion. Finally, the host tried to settle matters.
“You are both just making empty talk,” said he. “Even if you go on until the sun comes up, no listener can say
who’s right and who’s wrong. So why don’t you wait until our next gathering, when each of us can bring in a
sample item. Then everyone can examine what the others have brought and determine which is genuine and which
is not. In this way, we’ll be able to tell who among us possesses the sharpest eyesight, and also give everyone the
opportunity to increase his professional expertise and not be taken in by fakes in the future.”
At the time, the suggestion met with general approval, and the dispute was temporarily settled.
At the following week’s party, everyone did indeed bring along real and false stones of varying value, ready to
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prove to everyone there who had the keenest eyesight. But when all is said and done, everyone whose profession
it was to sell jewelry possessed this visual ability to a considerable degree. As it turned out, the whole exercise
was pretty much child’s play. No one was able to fool anyone else, and the question of the superiority or inferiority of visual discernment remained unanswered. Then someone came up with another suggestion.
“The kind of test we had today was too simple, and uninteresting besides,” he said. “Why doesn’t everyone
bring along sunglasses next time? We all can put the glasses on. If anyone can then tell a real gem from a fake,
we’ll recognize him as having the keenest eyesight.”
Having made the suggestion on impulse and tossed it out without forethought, the speaker never expected the
enthusiastic response that greeted it. Everyone thought that the idea was novel and exciting and that they should
go ahead and try it. Later they decided that the lenses in the glasses should all be of the same dark green color.
It just so happened that it was the turn of a senior jeweler in his fifties to host the next gathering. His name was
Xu Mutao-a man with a dark complexion, who sported a thin goatee. This time, he was having the party in his
own house. Everyone was there soon after seven o’clock in the evening, and each wore a large pair of glasses with
green lenses as per the previous agreement. From a bystander’s point of view, the sight was nothing short of
ludicrous. For the participants, everything they looked at took on a dark green hue, as if they’d gone deep into the
verdant heavens. Looking around at one another, they could not contain their amusement. Then they repaired as
usual into the small parlor and saw that a full banquet was laid out on the large round table. The host had recently
gone to another part of the house, however, and had not returned. Good thing the people there were too well
acquainted with each other to observe formality.
They sat down wherever they pleased and began to strike up conversations. One among them, Zhao Jiqiu by
name, was a handsome young man in Western garb. He had a pale face and a high-bridged nose. Normally, he
wore a pair of horn-rimmed glasses. Everyone always said his looks reminded them of Harold Lloyd, the comedian in the movies. Though he had donned the dark green sunglasses for the occasion, his debonair appearance was
hardly affected. He now began to speak.
“Gentlemen,” he addressed them with a slight smile, “we are seated here enjoying ourselves. But do you
realize we may be the cause for regret on the part of a lot of hardworking farmers?”
The gathering did not understand what he was talking about. “Here we are, minding our own business,” they
muttered in surprise. “What do farmers have to do with us? Why would we be bringing them regret?”
“Don’t you know?” Jiqiu asked with a grin. “Think about it. With so many water buffaloes here having gotten
out of their pens, how can the farmers not sigh over their losses?”
Only then did they understand he was referring to their bespectacled appearances. They couldn’t help breaking
into laughter.
Unexpectedly, amid the merriment, Li Ren (the very person who was boasting to everyone two weeks ago),
spoke up icily.
“What are you all laughing about? What’s so funny about Jiqiu’s crack? We are all good human beings. Why
should we be comparing ourselves to buffaloes?”
They had always known Li Ren to be humorless and stuffy. Still, seeing that he was seriously taking offense,
their laughter gradually petered out. But one man, Lu Bi’en, was a volatile sort who would not allow Li Ren’s
dampening remarks to pass without comment.
“Jiqiu was just having fun. Why must Mr. Li here respond so sanctimoniously? In my humble opinion, we
humans are always bustling about from dawn to dusk, always worrying and fretting, never allowing ourselves any
time to relax. It’s as if someone invisible were holding a whip and driving us on. From this perspective, there isn’t
that much difference between a water buffalo and a human being, is there? But some individuals who may be
unreasonable, crass, and stupid nevertheless hold on to their inflated egos. It’s really they who are dumb like
buffaloes!” Lu Bi’en’s words were intended half to vent his own spleen and half to ridicule Li Ren.
Now, Yang Guodong, who was sitting next to Lu Bi’en, was by nature a peacemaker. To head off any conflict
arising from the clash of words, he tried to calm everyone down with his own.
“The gathering tonight, with all of us wearing identical sunglasses, is indeed an occasion for great fun.” he
said. “Why don’t we just call ourselves the Sunglasses Society? The name’s less pretentious and more original
than, say, the Double Rocker Society or the Single Sword Society or the Society for Nunnery Encounters.”
The curious names Yang Guodong dragged out brought the sound of loud laughter to the gathering once more.
In the midst of this renewed merriment, the host, Xu Mutao, came in from the nearby sitting room, hunched
over apologetically and clutching a stack of thick paper. He was greeted with smiles and invited to join everyone
at the table. In short order, the servants brought in food.
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“Each of you has brought along a number of goodies today, I would assume,” Mutao said smilingly after
several rounds of toasting.
“That’s right,” Bi’en was quick to affirm. “What I brought is a string of pearls, a hundred of them, all of nearly
perfect roundness. Fifty-one are genuine; the rest are not. Since Mr. Li believes that his own powers of discernment are the best, the pearls are here for his discrimination. If he can tell the difference, I will admit to everyone
here that I was wrong about him. I’m asking you, Mr. Xu, to act as referee.”
“I have with me two seven-carat diamonds,” Li Ren also said, “but they belong to someone else. It’s possible
that both are genuine, or both not—or perhaps one is genuine and the other not. Actually I myself cannot tell with
certainty. So I want to ask you gentlemen to look them over. But if you are unable to tell the difference, we must
state ahead of time that the punishment will be …”
In succession, each of the guests fished in his pocket and then talked about the items he’d brought, the authentication of any of which presented problems.
“Don’t let’s be so impatient, so impatient.” Mutao smilingly chided them. “Just slow down and listen to me.
We may feel like testing each other today. But whether a jewel is real or not depends on its luster or coloring.
Since you’ve all put on dark glasses, please tell me how on earth you can make out the color or luster of anything.
Last week, we were so caught up in our own enthusiasm the problem escaped even me.”
When they heard this, they suddenly realized the truth of Mutao’s point. No one could say a thing in response.
After a pause Bi’en turned to Mutao to ask what he thought they should do.
“I think it’s simply too difficult to try to examine jewels through sunglasses,” Mutao said. “We ought to change
one of our requirements.”
Right away, all of them wanted to know which one.
“Just now,” Mutao responded, “when I was spending all that time in the house, I picked out quite a few watercolor paintings for you. The colors are excellent and rather complex. I was thinking we could use them in our
test.”
How, everyone wanted to know.
“I’ll just hold up a painting,” said Mutao. “From a distance of at least five feet, you’ll have to identify exactly
each of the colors on it. Do it correctly and everyone will drink a toast to you. Make a mistake and you’ll have to
down three tumblers as punishment. Aside from that, I’ll get to pull on your ears and make you bark like a dog
three times. Let’s take turns and put each of you to the test. What do you say?”
Everyone clapped their hands in approval, saying that the game was innovative and amusing. Only Li Ren
appeared unwilling. Already surly about being equated with a water buffalo, he was even less happy at the
prospect of having to bark like a dog. Nonetheless, he had to acquiesce to the wishes of the crowd. Quite by
chance, his turn came up first.
“Quiet, please! Quiet!” the crowd shouted with glee. “Let’s hear how the first dog barks.”
Li Ren saw that there was a peony flower with several leaves on the painting in Mutao’s hands. The colors
were extremely light and he was quite a distance away. Through the green lenses everything was a blur. He really
couldn’t even distinguish red from green. Nevertheless, with the guests urging him to hurry, Li was forced to
guess.
“The flower is pink, and the leaves are pale green,” he said.
Mutao let out a guffaw.
“All right, all right, all right! How on earth could you have considered yourself sharp-eyed? You can’t even
recognize this famous green peony. Here, take a look for yourself. No way you can get out of barking this time!”
Li Ren looked at the painting after removing his glasses. The peony was greenish and the leaves reddish—
exactly opposite what he'd guessed. Only then did he realize Mutao was being crafty, and he’d fallen victim.
“You’ve got me this time,” Li Ren said miserably. “I’m willing to drink the wine and bark. But I have a
request. These damnable glasses are very hard to take. They make me dizzy and befuddle my mind. Now that I’ve
already gone through the test, let me keep them off.”
“Not a chance, not a chance,” Mutao declared. “After you bark, you must put them back on. Otherwise, you’re
not a bespectacled dog.” The remark brought a roar of laughter from the gathering.
Li Ren went through with his punishment. Then it was Lu Bi'en’s turn. Now, Bi’en considered himself more
shrewd. He saw that Mutao was holding a painting of a parrot, the colors of which were indecipherable through
his sunglasses. Bi’en was thinking that parrots normally have green bodies and red beaks, but the colors in the
painting must be opposite to his expectations. He therefore spoke up without any hesitation.
“The parrot has a red body and a green beak,” he said, thoroughly pleased with himself because he was certain
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he must be right.
Mutao’s reaction caught him off guard:
“Wrong again, wrong again! Prepare yourself to drink and bark! Bi’en, you’ve gotten caught outsmarting
yourself.” Sure enough, the parrot was colored as it would normally be, with a green body and red beak. Thus
forced to admit defeat, Bi’en drank the wine and barked thrice as his ears were pulled. One after another, everyone took their turns. A different painting was put up each time, and very few were able to guess the colors
correctly; the rate of failure was sixty to seventy percent. Toward the end, everyone was getting tipsy. With so
many green sunglasses matched to crimson cheeks, the gathering became quite a spectacle. Everyone’s spirits
were roused to an unusual degree.
“It’s your idea to do this to us, loading us up with drink and making us bark like dogs,” Yang Guodong then
said to Mutao. “Now what should we be doing to you?”
Everyone shouted their agreement to the question. But just as Mutao was about to answer, a servant burst in
with a uniformed police officer in tow. The people all fell silent; they had no idea of what was transpiring. Mutao
stared straight at the officer.
“What’s wrong?” he asked him seriously.
The officer studied the room, taking in each of those present. His face betrayed a mixture of surprise and
apprehension.
“Please … please forgive me.” he stammered. “I’ve got an investigation to carry out. Lu … Lu—”
“Lu who?” Mutao wanted to know.
“Lu Ping’s around here,” said the officer, his voice fading to a whisper at the mention of the name. Many there
could not make out what he was trying to say.
“What!? Lu Ping’s here?” Mutao was in shock.
“Yes, sir,” panted the officer. “Somebody called the station just now to tip us off. He said that Lu Ping had
disguised himself as one of you and has joined your party. Of the nine people around this table, one has to be that
famous thief in disguise.”
Even as he was speaking to Mutao, he kept flashing his eyes at the people there. By now, everyone understood
what was happening. They let out a few unconscious oohs and aahs before exchanging glances in shocked silence.
The atmosphere remained hushed for a while. Then something occurred to Yang Guodong. He sprang to his feet.
“Do you know what Lu Ping was wearing today?” he asked the officer, who was at that moment looking
closely at Zhao Jiqiu.
The officer turned his head. “The informer mentioned that Lu Ping had on a very attractive Western-style suit,”
he answered in a low voice.
Instantly all eyes, Mutao’s included, fell on three individuals—Zhao Jiqiu, Lu Bi’en, and Yang Guodong—all
of whom fit the description. Of the three, Lu Bi’en drew the most attention because he appeared the most ill at
ease in both speech and action. Zhao Jiqiu, on the other hand, remained unperturbed. But since he seemed a bit
too calm, he was also under suspicion. Just that quickly, the house became filled with fear and foreboding. The
feeling was that everybody was a suspect in one way or another, which made everybody tremble with dread.
Except for the prime suspects Yang, Zhao, and Lu, the guests broke off into little groups and spoke in hushed
tones to each other. The host, Xu Mutao, stood by himself, head down as if in a trance, unable to utter a single
word.
This situation went on for some time before the police officer came up with a suggestion.
“Gentlemenh,” he addressed them in a solemn voice, “why don’t you remove your glasses and scrutinize each
other’s faces? Then we’ll be able to pick out the face that’s questionable, and that will be Lu Ping’s. Even though
Lu Ping’s a master of disguise, he can’t very well fool people who see each other every day.”
The suggestion woke them all up, and they hurried to remove their sunglasses. Then they rubbed their eyes and
scrutinized one another—without result. Everyone seemed to resemble Lu Ping, but, then again, no one did. Lu
Bi’en, who had carefully studied each face, could no longer contain himself.
“Enough!” he shouted. “We who are gathered here see each other regularly. We’d be able to recognize each
other’s facial features even after cremation! How in the world can Lu Ping be among us?”
Yang Guodong, who had been staring vacantly at him as he spoke, became greatly agitated. Beads of sweat
appeared on his brow. Abruptly, he took several steps back and pointed his finger at Lu Bi’en.
“Quick!” he shouted. “Arrest him, quick! This man is none other than Lu Ping in disguise! Don’t you see a red
mole on each of his ears?”
All eyes then fell on Lu Bi’en’s ears, which, ingeed, showed the two tiny red spots. A shriek of surprise went
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up from the group. Some thought about running away, others about summoning up the courage to come forward
and seize him. Before a melee could commence, Li Ren was wildly flapping his hands.
“Hold it, hold it!” he said. “Things have taken a really bizarre turn! So you think that anyone with red spots on
his ears has to be Lu Ping? From the time I learned that Lu Ping was among us, I’ve paid attention to everyone’s
ears. Don’t you see that Jiqiu and Guodong’s ears also have such spots? It’s not just Bi’en who’s like that! Take a
close look, if you don’t believe me.”
The guests gathered themselves and did just that, and discovered that Li Ren was not talking nonsense. This
befuddled them even more. Different voices muttered that the case was becoming surreal.
“No matter what transpires.” the police officer then suggested to them, “one among you has to be Lu Ping in
disguise. It’s hard to believe you can’t detect any flaw in his appearance with your collective eyesight. I think you
ought to search everyone’s pockets. In coming here, Lu Ping’s purpose has to be robbery. He therefore has got to
have some sort of weapon on his person. If we can find it, won’t we have found him out as well?”
Some thought the idea excellent. Others, however, said that Lu Ping invariably used only intellectual finesse in
his work, never force. He couldn’t possibly be carrying any weapon, so searching everybody’s pockets probably
wouldn’t turn up anything.
“The matter of pockets,” said Zhao Jiqiu, “has reminded me of something else. Our gathering today is different
from previous occasions, when all of our pockets contained one sort of precious item or another. Had we
encountered before what we’re encountering now, the risk would be really serious. Good thing that, for this
occasion, all I brought with me are fakes. I just wanted to have some fun with you all. Even if Lu Ping robs me, I
wouldn’t be losing much. But those of you who brought along genuine stuff need to take care.”
Jiqiu’s words seemed to add to their burden of dread. They now regretted having taken along items of such
value just to satisfy a momentary whim. So they conferred with the officer about entrusting him with the contents
in their pockets; he could take everything to the police station for safekeeping. The officer, however, frowned at
the idea.
“I can’t do that,” he said. “I can’t take the chance of Lu Ping tailing me once I leave here.”
This seemed reasonable enough, but then they thought about their own concerns. They would have to go home
before long, taking along what they brought. How could they be sure Lu Ping would not follow? What would they
do then? The more they thought about that, the greater their dread. So then they went to confer with their host,
imploring him to hold on to the jewelry temporarily; they would send someone to retrieve everything the
following day. At the very least, that would be far preferable to taking the stuff home with them that night.
Their host, Xu Mutao, had long since been cowed into complete silence. All this time, he had kept his head
bowed and was trembling in his boots. Learning that everyone wanted him to safeguard their jewelry, he now
hurriedly refused.
“I … I cannot under any circumstances accept such heavy responsibility … I just can’t do it.”
Again and again, they begged him to reconsider. “Don’t you have a steel safe here?” they said. “Just put the
things in it. Lu Ping won’t be able to do a thing about that, clever though he is.”
Mutao shook his head.
“I can’t. To Lu Ping, a steel safe like this is no more secure than the paper one we buy to burn to the dead.
Haven’t you heard about the bank robberies? Where banks keep valuables is surely more impregnable than
anything in my house. But even banks can’t keep Lu Ping out. So how—”
“Lu Ping was able to rob the banks because he caught them unawares,” the people said. “We know now that he
is here. As long as you take the proper precautions, there’s little he can do.”
Thus pressured by one and all, Mutao could not very well refuse. So he reluctantly agreed to do as they
wished. Taking out a large kerchief, he wrapped everyone’s items together in preparation for putting them in the
safe. In the meantime, he spoke to the officer about bolstering security by sending over a few more policemen
when he got back to the station.
While he was still arranging this, weird sounds wafted intermittently from the sitting room next door. Instantly,
everyone became like birds waiting for the hunter’s arrows, pale with fright, helplessly looking back and forth at
each other. For Xu Mutao this was, after all, happening in his home, and he did not want anything untoward to
take place. He quickly parted the crowd, pushed open the door to the sitting room, and ran in. The officer
hesitated and considered staying put outside, but with everybody’s eyes on him, he couldn’t avoid going in. The
guests followed right behind, pushing their way inside. Nothing appeared unusual as they looked around, except
that the shutters of a window over the street were wide open. Then they traced the source of the sounds—which
were much like the moans of a sick person—to the underside of an oversized couch. Quickly they went over to lift
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up the couch, then let out a collective gasp: There was none other than Xu Mutao, who had entered the room
ahead of them. A large handkerchief covered his mouth. Upon untying it, they noticed that it retained the odor of
an anesthetic.
“Mutao entered the room just seconds ahead of the rest of us,” marveled Yang Guodong. “No matter how fast
Lu Ping operates, there’s no way he could have drugged a person and then escaped with the goods in so short a
time.”
Bi’en was disconsolate. “He might have had enough time, or he might not have,” he said. “All I want to know
now is, what happened to our things? That is the real question.”
He turned to Mutao as he spoke.
“Where are the things you wrapped in your handkerchief?”
Mutao had not totally recovered his senses. In response, he could only lift up a pair of utterly lifeless eyes and
look numbly around at everyone.
“What’s that? What’s that?” he mumbled.
“The things we gave you just now, what you wrapped up in the handkerchief,” the guests couldn’t wait to ask.
“What’s happened to them? Did Lu Ping get away with them?”
Mutao registered shock. He clenched his fists and leaped up.
“What … what things? Who gave anything to me?”
All were baffled at Mutao’s reaction. “How did you get under the couch?” Yang Guodong finally asked.
“I don’t know myself,” said Mutao. “I only remember telling the servants to set the dining table before I left to
come in here. I don’t even recall why I came in, and I surely didn’t expect to find someone already in here. The
person’s dress and features were very much like my own. Just as I was about to question him, he rushed over to
me before I could react and put something over my nose. I felt a strange odor in my nostrils and drifted into
unconsciousness. Whatever happened after that, I cannot say at all. What ‘things’ are you talking about?”
At this, Zhao Jiqiu began to rave.
“We’re done for! We’re done for!” he shouted. “You’re telling us that you were drugged before joining us for
dinner. In that case, the one who came into the parlor was none other than Lu Ping, disguised as you. By now, he’s
out the window and long gone.”
“No wonder there were red moles on the ears of Lu, Yang, and Zhao!” Li Ren shouted out. “When this cunning
thief was tugging at your ears and ordering you to bark, he was transferring some kind of pigment from his hands.
Surely that’s how those red moles got onto each of you …” When he reached this point, Li Ren could only stare at
everyone with a look of wonderment on his face. His voice, which was trailing off, now stopped altogether.
“Why did the false Mutao bother to put red spots on their ears?” Lu Bi’en then asked Li Ren.
“You’re pretty dense,” said Li Ren. “What he clearly wanted was for us to accuse each other, so that we would
eventually hand our valuables over to him!”
Bi’en stomped his foot in self-disgust.
“You’re right. You’re right. We were thinking that one of us guests had to be Lu Ping in disguise. It never
occurred to us he could pass himself off as the host! That’s why he turned his face each time a servant brought in
a dish of food. Too bad none of us made anything of that.”
“But if he was concerned about a servant seeing through him, why wasn’t he concerned about us doing the
same thing?” Yang Guodong wondered. “Aren’t our eyes as sharp as those of the servants? After all is said and
done, Lu Ping’s ability to disguise himself is simply uncanny. Even if he were to make himself over as one of our
parents or siblings, we would still be taken in!”
“What’s all this talk?” the officer then chimed in with a smirk. “I’ll never believe anyone can disguise himself
as an acquaintance and then fool the people who see him every day. That’s just so much nonsense scribbled down
by some writer of crime fiction. How can we take it as true? Lu Ping succeeded today because all of you had your
sunglasses on half the time, and you couidn’t make anything out clearly. Then he took advantage of your drinking, which made you all addle-brained. It’s because you were far from your best that he could have been so casually confident he wouldn’t be found out. As for me, I’d had no acquaintance with the host here, nor have I ever
seen Lu Ping’s face. So of course I was hoodwinked. Under different circumstances …”
Seeing the officer give such elaborate excuses now that the robbery was over and the thief had gotten away, Lu
Bi’en could hardly contain his disgust.
“Officer, sir;” he interjected, “why are you still standing her,e? Please don’t pass the blame onto us. You know,
don’t you, that it’s your job to solve robberies and apprehend crooks?”
Embarrassed, the policeman left, his spirits greatly dampened.
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After that, everyone steadied themselves to confer with each other.
“The loss from this caper amounts to about fifty or sixty thousand dollars,” they calculated. “Can we hope to
recover it?”
“It’s hard, hard, hard,” said Xu Mutao. “Lu Ping getting his hands on valuables is like a greedy official stuffing
bribe money into his wallet. In either case, there’s no way in the world to recover any of it.”
At this, the people couldn’t help putting blame on Li Ren. Had he not boasted at the last gathering, the jewelry
would not have fallen into Lu Ping’s hands.
But Li Ren was unrepentant.
“I still believe that my eyesight’s keener than any of yours,” he said seriously. “I would guess that even now,
none of you know who Lu Ping actually is.”
This startled one and all.
“The one who pretended to be our host, wasn’t he Lu Ping?”
“How could he have been?” said Li Ren. “He was only Lu Ping’s henchman. The real Lu Ping was the police
officer.”
No one could wait to ask the reason for this conclusion.
“It’s because I found a pair of real red moles on his ears when I looked at them closely,” Li Ren explained.
“Think about it. Had the supposed secret tip been phoned into the police station, the place would have been in a
tizzy. Why then would they have sent just one person here to investigate? Isn’t this suspicious in itself?”
The guests then rushed to call the police station to ask whether an officer had been sent to their address. Sure
enough, they were told that nothing of the sort had occurred.
Now everyone was upset at Li Ren.
“Once you figured out that the officer was Lu Ping,” they shouted, “why didn’t you blow his cover immediately? Why did you let him carry on his mischief?”
“Blow his cover? For one thing, we were all empty-handed. There was no chance we could have stood up to
him,” said Li Ren. “Even if we’d managed to apprehend him, he’d likely break out of jail in no time. Why would I
want to make an enemy of this crazy individual? Then again, he did realize at the time that I’d seen through his
ruse. It was for that reason that he kept those formidable eyes of his on me all the while. He seemed to be warning
me with his stare to look out, that he’d retaliate should I sound the alarm. Just think. Can anyone who’s the
subject of Lu Ping’s ire avoid ultimate calamity? For these reasons, I thought I’d rather cut my losses and sacrifice
my two diamonds, one of which was genuine. I’d never have dared to cry out.”
204.30 Excerpt from Interpretation Of Su Tung-po’s Tz’u\fn{by Ku Sui (1897-1960)} Hopei Province, China (M) 2
When I finished my interpretation of Hsin’s poems, the chill of autumn deepened, followed by spells of
continuous heavy rain. When at times it grew sunny, the wind came in gusts, so that I relapsed again into my
chronic cold. In idleness, I tried to write something about Su’s tz’u to while away my time. As I was under no
pressure, the work went on smoothly and was completed only in twelve days. On reviewing what I had written, I
felt compelled to include an afterword.
In discussing literature, Ts’ao P’i states in his Tien-lun lun-wen that the essence of a piece of writing is its ch’i
(spirit, literally “breath”, “air”). He says that ch’i, whether clear or murky, is a quality that cannot be cultivated.
From this statement, it is clear that, by ch’i, Ts’ao P’i means “innate spirit”, which is inborn.
I have not come across any comments on ch’i in The Analects. As for Mencius, he says,
“I nurture a magnanimous ch’i (one which fills up all between heaven and earth)”. Wang Ch’ung states in Lunheng:
“I nourish ch’i to guard myself with”.
I know nothing about Mencius’ magnanimous ch’i, but if Wang’s ch’i stresses the idea of nurturing one’s
health and life, it is different from that of Mencius’.
Liu Hsieh writes about the cultivation of ch’i (yang-ch’i, which is a combination of Mencius’ yang and Ts’ao
P’i’s ch’i) in Wen-hsin tiao-lung:
“When one’s spirit is overcome by darkness, the more it is spurred on, the duller it becomes. In literary and
artistic creation, therefore, it is important to maintain temperance and a readiness of expression, to rest one’s mind
in tranquillity and soothe one’s ch’i. When one feels vexed, one should at once stop pursuing.”
What Liu means by ch’i is the flow of inspiration in the process of literary creation. He believes that, if one
works too hard, one becomes “weary in spirit and sapped in vitality.” His concept of ch’i is different from Ts’ao’s.
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*
Since Su Ch’e mentioned that ch’i can be cultivated, that idea of ch’i has become established in the minds of
critics. While Ts’ao believes that ch’i is inborn, Han Yü speaks of a vigorous ch’i and Su Ch’e the cultivation of
ch’i. And in order to attain a vigorous ch’i, one has to foster it. However, contrary to Ts’ao’s notion that ch’i is
inborn, this seems to be acquired through inculcation and study in later life.
As for those who followed Han and Su’s interpretation, they tried to manufacture ch’i by forcing a kind of
faked vitality, and called it powerful and free spirit. When applied to creative writing, this faked vitality will never
make a work immortal. When cherished by a person, it manifests little of his true self. This is why I have no
sympathy with the hao-fang style in discussing tz’u poetry.
Su and Hsin have been considered “powerful and free” poets of the highest esteem. Yet they have little in
common. Su displays a gentle expressiveness in his depiction of scenes whereas Hsin can win the reader’s
unreserved admiration in his description of feelings. Hsin’s poems do have depiction of scenes too but they lack
the gentle expressiveness of Suo Similarly, Su’s works also describe feelings but they are no comparison to Hsin’s
in depth and subtlety.
As for poems with an intellectual and philosophical content, they opened up fresh territory: Hsin is more
involved with the human and the earthly while Su tends to escape to Taoism and Buddhism. Their difference can
aptly be described by the two terms: ch’u (transcendent) and ju (secular).
After the Han and Wei periods, Taoist philosophy became doctrines for magicians and alchemists, which, when
pushed to an extreme, developed into a belief in immortality and sublimation of the soul. As for Buddhism, it
evolved and gave rise to the Zen school, whose ultimate expression was the practice of meditation and sudden
enlightenment. The aftermath of this surge of belief flooded the country for many years.
Those who enjoyed abstract philosophizing found a direction for their endless discussions. Those who believed
in metaphysical speculations pursued it as a path to further knowledge of one’s own inner nature. Poets too were
not able to put themselves outside this trend. They either imparted momentum to it or fell into its pitfalls. Li Po’s
poetry, for example, has affinities with Taoism. Wang Wei, on the other hand, adopted a Buddhist outlook. In the
Six Dynasties, the only person who could stand aloof and stay out of all this was T’ao Ch’ien. T’ao’s poetry is
sober, simple, unadorned, written in the true Confucian vein, and mellow to the highest degree, unequalled by
poets who followed in his steps. However, there are poets who, though not comparable to T’ao, have also
mastered the craft of poetry, and distinguished themselves with a style of their own. Tu Fu and Hsin Ch’i-chi are
two such poets in shih and tz’u respectively. Though they have not attained a penetrating vision of life, yet with
their strength, fortitude and sense of mission, they have indeed striven to do their best generations after their
predecessors, and to stem the raging tide of the day.
Su likes to use Buddhist expressions in his poems, but he is not a true Buddhist. Lines such as:
The running brook is Buddha’s tongue,
Isn’t the mountain view one’s pure self!

and,
With two hands I try to cover all the water in the bottle,

have nothing to do with Zen Buddhism and deserve nothing better than a blow from the master. They may suggest
a twinkling of understanding but they are not true Zen enlightenment. Su’s imitative Zen phrases are all too
superficial. Lines found in the tz’u Nan-ko tzu (which runs: whose music are you singing? …) and Ju meng ling
(written beneath Yung-his’s Pagoda in Ssu Chou) may not be clichés but are nevertheless imitative. My younger
brother Liu-chi thinks that these lines from the poet’s own shih “On visiting the Gold Mountain Monastery”, gave
the most vivid picture of Su in this respect:
It was neither a ghost nor a human.
In grief I lay on my way home,
Puzzling over its true identity.

Indeed, Su’s poetry is neither ghostly nor human. There is a touch of the immortal spirit in many of his
descriptive phrases. Lines such as: “Competing to hold on to the cold branch, they\fn{ The birds} gaze at the jade
pistils …” (Nan-hsiang tzu) and “Coming down from high above …” (Mu-lan-hua) all seem to be free from the
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dust of the world and abstain from man’s food. Many other lines depicting scenery are filled with a celestial spirit,
far removed from Zen. I used to be fond of the following lines, thinking that they suggest a touch of sudden
enlightenment:
In gentle despair I rise from bed,
In front of me the river in vast expanse,
And a moon that shines over a thousand miles.
Joy and despair come in turn;
After the storm,
A stretch of spring green.

Now I think that only the first example is close to Zen; the second is merely good, clever tz’u, having nothing
to do with Zen. Su is after all closer to the Taoist than to the Buddhist. His works are always ethereal, with a
lingering grace that exerts a salutary influence on the reader.
What, you may ask, is the difference between the two, since they both renounce the world? The main
difference is: in Zen, one transcends through living and stoic acceptance of life; in Taoism, one simply runs away
from life and sufferings. The Taoist wants a long life; the Buddhist, non-existence. One is motivated by greed, the
other, reconciled through self-denial.
Su Shih is critical of Liu Yung as a poet, but he says that, in terms of loftiness, Liu’s Pa-sheng kan-chou can
rival the works of T’ang poets. From this judgment, one can deduce what Su himself is striving after. In Pa-sheng
kan-chou, Liu rises above all feelings of sadness and joy through his lofty contemplation in much the same way as
Su does in many of his tz’u. Lines such as “After the frost, the vastness of the long Huai River is lost” (Mu-lanhua) and “Without wind the flowers fall on their own” (Tieh lien hua) are good examples. The first stanza of
Yung-yü le is, on the other hand, a change from the sober and vigorous to the gentle and delicate, from the rugged
to the smooth and harmonious. Hsin Ch’i-chi has these few lines in his tz’u, Ch’ing-yu-an:
A hundred, a thousand times I search for the sight of her among the crowd.
Suddenly, as I turn my head,
There she is,
Under the dim and fading light!

They have an intensity arising from the mingling of joy and sadness. They are, therefore, lines written by one
who has come to grips with the world.
Su, on the other hand, tends to rise above joy and sadness. Consequently, he is inclined to renounce the world.
That being the main difference between the two poets, how can the term hao-ch’i (heroic spirit) be justified?
205.54 Taiwan Provincial Administration: A General Report\fn{by Yü Hung-chun aka O. K. Yu (1897-1960)}
Shanghai, China (M) 11
Mr. Speaker, Mr. Deputy-Speaker, and Members of the Assembly:
Only a short time has elapsed since I assumed my duties as Governor of this province.\fn{ The central Government
of Taiwan has always considered itself to be the Republic of China, and the island of Taiwan but a province thereof. Yü Hung-chun is in
1953 addressing the Taiwan Provisional Provincial Assembly, an organ of government separate from the National Legislature where the
Province of Taiwan—the only area the Koumintang controlled—was but one of a sea of “delegates” representing provinces over which the
Republic of China had absolutely no governing authority. Apparently this fictional representation still continues:H } Being fully aware

of the heavy responsibilities which have been placed upon my shoulders, I have been devoting every moment at
my disposal to making a study of the question as to how I can carry out our national policies and attend to the
provincial administration in such a way that I may meet the needs of the people and win their cooperation.
In the latter part of last month, therefore, I went to Changhua. Taichung, Yunling, Hualien and Taitung to make
a personal inspection of the administrations of those districts and municipalities in the hope that through my direct
contact with the key personnel of the local governments and with the people at large I might obtain some
information during the inspection to enable me to increase our administrative efficiency. Personally I feel that my
trip was fairly fruitful of results, and I am planning to make similar inspections of the other districts and
municipalities by turn.
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A solid foundation has already been laid for the various kinds of reconstruction work of this province, which
are proceeding on a scale highly gratifying to us. The people of Taiwan have always been well known for their
law-abiding spirit, and the present Provisional Provincial Assembly, just like the Provincial Political Council that
preceded it, has been giving whole-hearted support to the Provincial Government in the past years. For this
reason, I firmly believe that Taiwan is really a base where we can carry out the Three People’s
Principles\fn{Originally formulated by Dr. Sun Yat-sen, one of the most important leaders of the revolutionaries that overthrew the
Manchu Empire in 1911:H} and consummate the task of the regeneration of the Chinese nation.
We have heard of the expression that “the Provincial Government and the Provincial Assembly are just like
one family,” This expression, however, merely indicates that the relations between the Provincial Government and
the Provincial Assembly have always been amicable. Personally I believe the Provincial Government and the
Provincial Assembly can go one step further by making their relations so intimate that the two may even be
considered as one single body or entity. For I feel that, whether our purpose is to satisfy the needs of the people, to
labor for the progress of the nation, or to win the ultimate victory in our struggle with the Communist and Soviet
aggressors, the Provincial Government and the Provincial Assembly should be treated as one single body or entity
and are really inseparable. In other words, the Provincial Government and the Provincial Assembly are like two
big cogwheels of one single set of machinery which exactly fit into each other. When these two big cogwheels
start to turn, the smaller cogwheels of the hsien\fn{County} and municipal governments and councils also turn with
them, and in this way the provincial administration and the local self-government of the whole province are
enabled to proceed smoothly.
When I say that the Provincial Government and the Provincial Assembly should be regarded as one single
body or entity, I do not mean that the former and the latter should always hold the same views from the very
beginning in the consideration of any issue. In attempting to solve any problem, it is only right that we should
express our views from all possible angles and have them subjected to a thorough examination; and common
conclusions may not be reached until heated arguments have been exchanged and differences of opinion ironed
out through repeated discussions.
I have pointed out time and again that Taiwan’s provincial administration at the present moment should be
based upon the principle of achieving progress through stability as well as seeking stability through progress. I
feel that the important objectives of our administration are the security of the nation, the strengthening of local
self-government, the maintenance of social order, the balance of revenues and expenditures, and the stabilization
of our economy and currency. If we wish to attain these objectives, we must use different methods to remove all
causes of confusion and unrest so that our reconstruction in the political, economic and other fields may proceed
along proper channels in an environment of stability, for only in this way can we hope to achieve progress.
However, we are not supposed to sit down and wait for the appearance of an environment of stability. In an
emergency period, stability is not something static. We must seek stability through progress by carrying out the
general mobilization and making efforts along various lines, and must try to maintain and strengthen an
environment of stability in order to facilitate our different kinds of reconstruction. By following this principle we
shall make it possible for Taiwan’s provincial administration to have a center of gravity and to proceed smoothly
step by step.
In reporting to you today on the provincial administration, I am not going to give an item-by-item account of
the work in the different departments of the Provincial Government, because the administrative plan and the
budget of this year have long been passed by this Assembly and approved by the Central Government. Since my
assumption of duties, everything has been proceeding according to the rate of progress previously decided upon.
As to the details of the provincial administration during the past six months, the Provincial Government has
prepared a written report which has already been distributed to the members of this Assembly and which you can
consult from time to time. I need not, therefore, recapitulate here what has been stated in the written report.
What I wish to report to you today concerns certain important problem~ confronting us at this moment,
namely, certain matters concerning the implementation of our policy which should be handled with greater vigor
or call for speedy improvement.
*
Apart from the maintenance of local peace and order, I believe the most important administrative measures of
this province are those dealing with the stabilization of economy. While economic stability is the starting-point of
administrationt a balanced economy is the key to the execution of economic policy. With regard to the former, we
should seek to obtain the full effect of controlled economy through the implementation of our policy as a whole so
that the maximum economic benefit may be secured as a result of the coordination between the establishment of
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public enterprises and the development of private enterprises. With regard to the latter, we should guide economic
cycles into the proper channels through the mutual operation of stabilization of commodity prices and regulation
of credit. Economic reconstruction is something with very complicated ramifications, but attention must first be
paid to the two points mentioned above. Hereafter, my efforts will also be stressed in this direction in the
execution of financial and economic policies.
In my written report there is a detailed account about the receipts and expenditures of the provincial treasury in
1952, the budget for 1953, and the receipts and expenditures of this year for the period ending May 31. This
account clearly shows the determination of the Provincial Government to seek a balance of revenues and
expenditures and the results produced by the efforts we have made. As to the placing of hsien and municipal
finances on a sound basis, the extension of assistance to rural districts and towns to help them achieve financial
independence, the development of sources of taxation, the prohibition of special assessments, the strengthening of
the management of public treasuries, the simplification of procedure in the collection of taxes, the strict
supervision of tax collection, the checking and rectification of the list of taxpayers, and the strengthening of
coordination between organizations in charge of land administration and those responsible for the collection of
taxes, all these matters are being actively attended to by us.
In the field of banking and currency, we are continuing to control the issuance of the New Taiwan Dollar notes,
absorb the idle capital in society in various ways, and encourage the people to deposit their money in the banks.
Up to the end of May this year, the deposits in the banks totalled more than NT$2,840,000.000, which represented
an increase of over NT$1,805.000,000 as compared with the situation at the end of March last year. In order to
encourage agricultural and industrial production, develop domestic and foreign trade, and enable Taiwan’s
economy to attain greater prosperity, we have been rendering all possible assistance to the agricultural, industrial
and mining enterprises to meet their needs for production, reconstruction and operating capital. Up to the end of
March this year, the loans extended to them by the banks totalled more than NT$2,410.000.000. Besides, in order
to coordinate with the plan of economic mobilization, the Provincial Government has been pursuing the policy of
gradually reducing the interest on bank deposits. In June 1949, when the old currcncy of this province was
replaced by the New Taiwan Dollar, the monthly rate of interest on deposits was 5.4%. The gradual reductions of
the last few years, however, have brought it down to 2%. During the same period, the interest on loans has been
reduced from 15% a month to 3.45%.
The reactions on the market to the pursuance of this policy have so far been very favorable. Hereafter, if the
conditions on the market make it necessary, we shall have the rate of interest further reduced in order to conform
to the low-interest policy of the Government.
With regard to Taiwan’s trade, we are not only trying to expand our trade with Japan and open up new markets
in the South Seas, the Republic of Korea and the Ryukyu Islands, but are also encouraging the sale in foreign
countries of those of our products which do not find a ready market on this island. At the same time, we are
planning for the simplification of organizations and procedure in order to facilitate our import and export trade.
Although these measures we are taking are not quite up to the highest ideals we have in mind, they are
nevertheless important matters to which we have been paying attention in the course of our execution of financial
and economic policies. What is more, these measures have all brought fairly satisfactory results. Since the
members of this Assembly are all deeply concerned over the financial and economic stability of this province, the
Provincial Government sincerely hopes you will let us have the benefit of valuable opinions as to the ways and
means whereby we can more easily attain our objectives.
*
The execution of the land-to-the-tiller policy, on which the major attention of the Provincial Government is
being focused this year, marks an epoch-making step we arc taking in continuing our efforts for the realization of
land reform following our reduction of the land rental of 37.5% to the main annual crop and our distribution of
public land to the landless peasants. This policy has a twofold significance: first, it seeks to safeguard the interests
of both farmers and landlords, improve the relations of those engaged in productive work in the rural areas, and
harmonize the economic interests of the great majority of the people; secondly, it seeks to convert a large amount
of capital invested in land into industrial capital used for productive purposes. The implementation of our land-tothe-tiller program, therefore, stands in sharp contrast to the Communists’ “land reform” on the mainland, which
actually means the brutal persecution of the landlords on the one hand and the enslavement of the farmers on the
other.
The land-to-the-tiller policy, which is based on the teachings of Dr. Sun Yat-sen and is intended for improving
the people’s livelihood, may be considered as a kind of bloodless revolution. For this reason, the execution of the
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land-to-the-tiller policy may be said to have the special significance of seeking progress through stability as well
as seeking stability through progress. So far as stability is concerned, the farming families which buy the land
distributed by the Government are the same families which formerly leased the land from the landlords, and there
is no change in the land they till or in the area of. the land. Since there is no increase in the burden borne by the
tenants, there can be no adverse effect on rural economy.
As for the landlords, the price paid for the land bought from them is two and a half times the main crops of the
whole year, which is actually higher than the market price. Moreover, as they are to receive payment in kind plus
a .4% interest, which is also to be paid in kind; fluctuations in commodity priees can have no effect on them. As to
the payment of land price, the Government also undertakes to guarantee that they will suffer no losses due to
natural calamities. The net profit obtained by the landlords in the course of ten years actually exceeds the rental he
receives from the tenants. Since the landlords have plenty of time in which to change to a new occupation, and
since they are each permitted to retain three hectares of land of medium quality, their livelihood can in no wise lie
affected.
So far as progress is concerned, the tenants will become owner-tillers after they have fully paid for the land
bought from the Government. Such being the case, they will doubtless devote themselves to their farming work
with greater enthusiasm, and in this way agricultural production will surely be very much expanded.
As for the landlords, they may invest in industries the money paid them by the Government for the land bought
from them. This of course will greatly help the industrialization of the country, but the landlorde themselves will
also profit by the country’s industrialization. .
The government has decreed that the implementation of the land-to-the-tiller program must be completed
within one year, and it is not without reason that such a time-limit has been set. As two crops of rice are harvested
in Taiwan each year, it is only at the time of a harvest that the farmers are able to pay for the land they buy from
the Government. We want to complete the preliminary steps of buying the land from the landlords and distributing
them to the farmer before the first harvest so that the collection of land tax by the Government may not be
affected. In the meantime, after the farmers have taken aver the land bought form the Government and have
started to pay for it, it will no longer be necessary for them to pay any land rental; and, after they have paid the
full price for the land within ten years, they will be entitled to ownership of the land they have bought.
If we do not try to avoid unnecessary delay in our implementation of the land-to-the-tiller program, it will
inevitably add to the burden of the farmers, and they will not be able to obtain ownership of the land until a later
date. Moreover, all transactions involving the lease of farmland must be frozen during the period in which the
land-to-the-tiller program is being carried out. If this freezing period is too long, the people are bound to suffer
losses. For the reasons stated above we must complete the land-to-the-tiller program within one year.
Because of the great significance of the land-to.the-tiller policy a set of Regulations Governing the
Implementation of the Land-to-the-Tiller Act were drawn up by the Provincial Government immediately after the
provisions of the Act were promulgated by the Central Government, and six steps were decided upon for the
enforcement of this Act. The six steps are: (1) training of key personnel; (2) re-checking of land ownership; (3)
examination of, and decision upon, the land to be retained by the landlords; (4) announcement of the land list; (5)
purchasing of land from the landlords and distribution of the purchased land to the farmers; and (6) compilation of
statistical data and arrangement of charts and documents.
Up to now, the first four steps have already been completed. The period during which the land list was posted
for the information of the public expired at the end of last month. Those points in the public notice which the
people considered as at variance with the actual facts have all been rectified in accordance with the stipulated
procedure, and the land which should be bought from the landlords by the Government to be distributed to the
farmers has all been ascertained. Our work at present has already reached the stage where we should carry out the
actual purchasing and distribution of the land.
Such matters as asking the landlords to hand in their land certificates, registration of transference of farmlands,
payment of land price to the landlords, ascertainment of the land to be distributed, purchasing of the land to be
distributed in the first period, issuance of certificates recognizing the land being tilled by the farming families,
issuance of land bonds in kind, etc. are all being actively attended to by the Provincial Government. I have
repeatedly told those departments of the Provincial Government charged with the enforcement of the Land-to-theTiller Act that in the execution of this policy the technique they employ must be reasonable and that, so long as
they conform to the stipulations embodied in the Regulations Governing the Implementation of the Act, it does no
harm to apply liberal interpretation to such stipulations. I firmly believe that under the unerring leadership of the
Central Government and with the enthusiastic support of the people, and the coordination and assistance of the
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people’s representative bodies and the Joint Commission on Rural Reconstruction, there can be no doubt that this
historic “bloodless revolution” will be successfully consummated according to the plan we have mapped out
beforehand, and our work of purchasing 162,000 hectares of land from the landlords to have it distributed to
300,000 families of owner-tillers will bring gratifying results.
After the implementation of the Land-to-the-Tiller Act, our rural land reform may be considerd for the time
being as having been completed, and the next thing to be attended to is land reform in the urban areas.
This latter problem is one which concerns city planning, There are in this province seventy-six cities and towns
which already have plans for urban reconstruction. According to the existing regulations, only those farmlands,
which lie within city limits and are required for the planned reconstruction, may be retained.
This stipulation has a double purpose: while it makes provision for the development of urban areas, it also
seeks to prevent speculation in land and attempts by landlords to avoid the purchasing of their land by the
Government in the enforcement of the Land-to-the-Tiller Act. Therefore, with the exception of Taipei and
Kaohsiung, where more farmland is permitted to be retained, the land that may be retained in the other cities and
towns is determined jointly by the responsible departments of the Provincial Government and representatives of
the hsien and municipal governments on the basis of surveys made on the spot and in accordance with the four
standards passed by the Provincial Council, and their recommendations are to be submitted to the Provincial
Council for approval. An exception has been made of Taipei and Kaohsiung because the former is not only the
provincial capital but also the seat of the Central Government, while the latter is an important port; and in both
cities there is a possibility of rapid development in commerce, population, and housing requirements. There are
also detailed provisions in the Regulations Governing the Implementation of the Land-to-the-Tiller Act
concerning the prevention of farming families from making illegal profit by putting to improper use the land they
have purchased, and reservations for the development of education and charity work. With regard to land reform
in urban areas, we are aiming at the effective utilizaion of the land in these areas, the prevention of speculation,
and the assurance that all profits resulting from increments in land value will go to the public treasury.
As to the sale of public enterprises and the use of their stocks as partial payment for the land bought from the
landlords; it is a work which involves such processes as fixing of price, issuance of stocks, and passage of the
necessary legislation. In addition, we have to take into consideration the fact that, since the public enterprises to
be sold include those jointly operated by the Central Government and the Provincial Government and those
operated only by the Provincial Government, the work involved is really quite heavy. We believe that the
members of this Assembly will not fail to coordinate with our national policy and help us in this work in
connection with the passage of the necessary legislation, the carrying out of the program, and the mobilization of
public opinion.
*
Now I am going to report to you on the problem of food adminsitration—a problem of such importance and so
broad a scope that we are all concerned over it.
So far as the annual production of rice in this province and the amount required by the people are concerned,
there should be a big surplus. Recently, however, there was a sudden rise in the price of rice, which serves to show
that the cause of the situation now confronting us has nothing to do with production but is a question of supply.
Apart from the shortage of rice during the period immediately preceding a new harvest, which is a seasonal
phenomenon, there are many other causes responsible for this situation. Some of these causes may be attributed to
Nature; for instance, there has been an over-abundance of rainfall this year, which has seriously affected the
harvesting of the rice crop and the transportation of foodstuffs. There are also man-made causes, of which the
chief one is that the Government this year has kept less rice under its control.
Moreover, owing to the mismanagement of certain public granaries, the Government during the recent rise of
rice price has not been able to provide an adequate supply of rice to meet the increasing consumption of the
people due to the improvement of their livelihood. Besides, there has long been a disparity between the price of
rice and the prices of other commodities, with the result that the comparatively lower price of rice was often
influenced by the other commodities of higher prices.
The recent rise of rice price has deeply impressed upon us two important things. First, even under a balance of
production and consumption, the Government must still have a firm control over the source of supply all the time
in order to produce the full effect of checking the rising of the price with the rice on hand. Hence this year we
have already restored the ratio of exchange between fertilizer and unhusked rice to 30%. Secondly, if increased
production of rice is not supplemented by sound management, increase of production will not have the effect
desired.
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During my recent inspection of Taitung and Taichung, I discovered that there were farmers’ associations and
rice merchants guilty of embezzlement of the government rice entrusted to their care. The guilty parties have been
handed over to the law courts to be punished, and the Food Bureau has been ordered to send competent members
of its staff to make unexpected inspections of the granaries in different places from time to time. If cases of
embezzlement of government rice are again discovered, the guilty ones will be severely punished. It is extremely
important that we should not allow anyone to interfere with our food administration and commit acts detrimental
to the implementation of our food policy.
We have determined to bring about a thoroughgoing reformation of our food administration based upon the
lesson we have learned this time. We are trying. to formulate a flawless plan for the reformation of our food
administration, and are preparing to establish an agency empowered to decide upon our food policy. This agency
is going to draw up an overall plan and coordinate it with our economic policy as a whole.
As to concrete measures of reformation, they may be classified into two kinds: fundamental and expedient.
Expedient measures include investigation of the rice in the granaries, suppression of smuggling, checking of
statistical figures, issuance of rationed rice, and speeding up of the collection of the rice in arrears, while
fundamental measures include determination of the guiding principles of food administration, making of a food
budget on a yearly and monthly basis, increase of production, prevention of wasteful consumption, proper
management of granaries and supervision of rice merchants, and strict investigation of the system of registration.
In a word, this plan embodies positive measures for the control of the source of supply on a large scale,
increase of production, placing on a sound basis of organizations and enforcement of strict checking and
inspection. The detailed provisions of this plan will be carried out step by step as soon as it has been approved by
the Central Government.
I believe that the food supply of this province will never again present any serious problem after we have
achieved effective and rational management in connection with the whole process of the formulation of a food
policy, production and storage, processing, marketing and consumption. However, I hope the members of this
Assembly will give us as much guidance as possible to facilitate the efforts made by the Government in the
purchasing of surplus rice, control of the source of supply, and reformation of basic food administration.
*
The parity of sugar and rice prices is a serious economic problem with which we are confronted at this
moment. You all know that the establishment of a parity between sugar and rice prices was originally a measure
which the Government was forced to take in order to maintain the production of the sugar-cane growers.
Granulated sugar is one of the chief exports of this province, and the total assets involved are estimated at over
US$100,000,000. The sugar industry, moreover, is closely related to the economy of the rural areas in Taiwan.
However, the Taiwan Sugar Corporation (TSC) depends upon the contracted sugar-cane growers for the greater
part of its raw material, and for this reason must keep up the farmers’ interest in the growing of sugar-cane in
order to maintain its productive capacity.
The farmers in Taiwan have long been in the habit of comparing the price of sugar with that of rice. During the
Japanese occupation, the price of one catty of granulated sugar was approximately equal to that of two catties of
rice. In 1949, when the price of sugar on the world market registered such a sharp drop that one catty of rice was
equivalent to three catties of sugar. The farmers, therefore, refused to grow sugar-cane. In order to solve this
important problem, the former People’s Political Council of this province, after a long discussion, finally
proposed that the Government guarantee the price of sugar. For the purpose of safeguarding the interests of the
sugar-cane growers and ensuring an adequate supply of foreign exchange, the Provincial Government announced
in April 1950 that it was ready to guarantee that the price of one catty of sugar would not be lower than that of one
catty of rice, and that, in case the price of sugar should be lower than that of rice, the Government would make up
the difference by granting a subsidy to the farmers.
However, after the commencement of the truce talks in Korea, the price of sugar on the international market
dropped continuously. On the other hand, the price of rice this year went up in an abnormal fashion with the result
that the subsidy which the TSC had to pay to the sugar-cane growers on the basis of one catty of sugar for one
catty of rice increased month by month. As this tendency could not be permitted to continue, it was decided in
March this year to freeze the price of rice under the sugar-rice guarantee at NT$2,400 per metric ton. During the
present season, about 200,000 tons of sugar had been bought from the farmers. Calculated on the basis of the
price of NT$2,400 per metric ton and the difference between this price and the official price of the TSC, a subsidy
of about NT$220,000,000 has to be paid for the 200,000 tons of sugar bought from the farmers.
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The payment of such a huge amount is naturally beyond the ability of the Gevernment. The simplest remedy,
of course, is to increase the note issue or the taxes. However, the increase of note issue would be equivalent to the
adoption of a policy of inflation, which in turn would lead to a general rise of commodity prices and seriously
affect the people’s livelihood and social and economic stability. Under such conditions, even though the sugarcane
growers could get their subsidy in cash, they would have nothing to gain and much to lose because of the
depreciation of the currency and the rise of commodity prices. As to the increase of taxes, it would add to the
burden of the people and produce an unfavorable effect. Furthermore, it would be unjust to increase the burden of
the people as a whole in order to pay the subsidy to the sugar-cane growers.
At the same time, we should know that each hectare of cane-growing field is estimated to be capable of
yielding eight tons of sugar-cane on the average this year, which compared with the average yield of six tons per
hectare in 1951 represents an increase of 33%. This increased production is undoubtedly an extra income for the
sugar-cane growers. Besides, in order to provide the sugar-cane growers with sufficient production capital, the
loan extended to them by the TSC was increased from 31% to 50% of their production cost beginning from the
second half of 1951. Furthermore, the official price which has been decided upon this year for purchasing the
sugar of the private mills is also higher than the price on the international market. In point of fact, therefore,
several benefits have been obtained by the sugar-cane growers as I have stated above.
Because of the aforesaid problem of subsidy, it is extremely difficult to find a solution considered reasonable
and satisfactory by all parties concerned. However, since the Government has already undertaken to guarantee the
price of sugar, it naturally cannot break the promise it has made to the sugar-cane growers. After having discussed
and studied this problem for a long time, therefore, the Government has decided, in accordance with the principle
of maintaining its credit, safeguarding the sugar-cane grower’s interests, and not acting against the interests of
society as a whole, to issue bonds as a means of compensation. Although these bonds are not cash, they are
merely short-term bonds. Moreover, there is a good guarantee for these bonds, and the bondholders are going to
be paid a reasonable interest. What is more, the sources of the revenues earmarked for the payment of the
principal and interest are going to be included in the annual budget by the Government.
Under such conditions, the sugar-cane growers who are paid with these bonds will find that their interests are
well safeguarded. In my opinion, the most important measure that can be taken by the Government for the
maintenance of its credit is to stabilize the national economy. If the foundations of our economy are undermined
by ill-considered measures, there can be no credit to speak of. In the formulation of its policy, therefore, the
Government must weigh the advantages against the disadvantages before it makes any decision.
The plan for the issuance of bonds has already been sent to this Assembly for your consideration. I hope in
your discussion of this proposal you will take into account the circumstances which have compelled the
Government to decide upon such a measure and at the same time also lay due stress on the interests of the people
as a whole. We believe that in its consideration of this matter the Provincial Assembly will be able to help the
Government find a satisfactory solution.
*
The dispute between the farmers’ associations and the cooperatives is a problem with which we have been
confronted since the restoration of Taiwan to China\fn{ At the end of World War II; it was part of the Japanese Empire for
several decades prior to 1945:H} and for which a satisfactory solution still has to be found. During the Japanese
occupation, this province already had an organization called agricultural association, which had been established
under a system of three gradations—provincial, hsien and municipal, and rural district and town—and the
function of which was to handle all matters relating to agricultural production technique, and rural economic
affairs. In those days, the cooperatives of the rural districts and towns were merged with the agricultural
associations so as to achieve a unified organization.
After the restoration of Taiwan to China, in order to conform to the stipulations of Chinese law, those
departments of the agricultural associations handling cooperative activities were detached from their respective
associations and set up as independent cooperatives, while the agricultural associations exclusive]y took charge of
matters concerning agricultural production, technical guidance, and rural economy. Later on, because of the fact
that the separation of the agricultural associations and cooperatives had led to disputes over the division of their
property and had at the same time resulted in the lack of unified authority and uncoordinated action, the
Provincial Government in 1949 again ordered the two organizations to be merged by the establishment of new
farmers’ associations in order to bring about a concentration of manpower and materia] resources and adaptation
to the existing environment.
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However, quite a number of defects were discovered following the merger of the farmers’ associations and
cooperatives. The chief defect was that the qualifications of the members did not conform to a uniform standard
and that some members who were not real farmers were elected directors and supervisors of the farmers’
associations, with the result that they failed to carry out thoroughly the orders which the Government has issued
for the implementation of land reform and the promotion of agricultural production. Besides, owing to the fact
that the activities handled by the farmers’ associations had expanded in scope and the funds available were
insufficient for meeting their requirements, their efforts were mainly confined to seeking enough income for their
routine work. Aside from acting as agents for selling fertilizers, receiving and storing government rice, processing
of rice and retailing of wine and tobacco, very little was done in rhe form of positive steps for helping the farmers
to increase their producrion.
The result was that the farmers’ associations and the fruit cooperatives often engaged in disputes over imports
and exports. These defects had the effect of prompting the Government to make a serious study of the question as
to how the disputes could be settled and the farmers’ associations improved.
In Seprember 1950, the ECA and the JCRR jointly invited Dr. W. A, Anderson, an American rural economist,
to come to Taiwan to survey the situation and help study the improvement of the farmers’ associations. After Dr.
Anderson’s report entitled “Farmers’ Associations in Taiwan” had been received from the JCRR, the Provincial
Government made a careful study of his recommendations in cooperation with the JCRR and the Provincial
Farmers’ Association. Upon the completion of the study, which lasted fully eight months, a “Draft Plan for the
Reorganization of Farmers’ Associations of Different Levels in Taiwan” was drawn up and submitted to the
Central Government. This draft plan was referred by the Executive Yuan to the department concerned for another
careful study, and the decision was reached that Dr. Anderson’s recommendations should be accepted. Finally,
after having taken into consideration the existing laws and decrees and the actual conditions on this island, the
Government revised the plan and changed it into “Provisional Regulations Governing the Improvement of the
Farmers’ Associations of All Levels in Taiwan.” These regulations, which were adopted only after repeated
discussions, contain detailed provisions delimiting the functions of the government organs having direct control
over the farmers’ associations, the associations themselves, and the cooperatives.
Within the farmers’ associations, a clear division between authority and duties is provided for. There are also
strict provisions concerning qualifications for membership, which are intended to insure that the farmers’
associations will become organizations for the farmers themselves. Besides, there are definite stipulations
regarding the strengthening of the activities of tbe farmers’ associations as well as the sources of their income.
After the Provincial Goverpment had received the Executive Yuan’s order, three kinds of statutes—“By-laws
Concerning the Enforcement of the Provisional Regulations Governing the Improvement of the Farmers’
Associations of All Levels in Taiwan”, “Regulations Governing the Examination of the Qualifications of the
Members of the Farmers’ Associations in the Rural Districts (Towns, Precincts, etc.) in Taiwan” and “Regulations
Governing the Elections of the Farmers’ Associations of All Levels in Taiwan”—were immediately referred to the
responsible personnel to be studied, and a resolution was passed by the Provincial Council to the effect that they
should be promulgated. Five other sets of draft regulations cohcerning the improvement of the farmers’
associations have been referred to the Department of Agriculture and Forestry to be carefully studied, and the
results of ths study are to be submitted to the Provincial Government for approval.
The reorganization of the farmers’ associations cannot be further delayed. The land-to-the-tiller policy is now
being implemented, and the measures for the promotion of tiller-ownership, the improvement of the farmers’
livelihood, the increase of rice production, and the strengthening of food administration are also being carried out
with vigor. The farmers’ associations are the basic economic organizations of the farmers. If these associations are
permitted to remain in a stagnant state and suffer from bad management and frequent disputes and the undesirable
effect resulting therefrom, it will not only affect the development of agricultural production and the prosperity of
rural economy but will also make it impossible to have the Government’s land and agricultural policies
completely carried out.
We must, therefore, make up our mind to have the farmers’ associations reorganized once and for all in order
to promote the farmers’ welfare, ensure the effective implementation of the land-to-the-tiller policy, and improve
the technique of agricultural production.
On the negative side, our object is to remove all disputes and complications connected with agricultural
production and marketing, while on the positive side we are seeking to enhance the operating efficiency of the
farmers’ associations so that they may really become the farmers’ own organizations and also devote themselves
to their prescribed activities in an earnest and effective manner. The regulations governing the improvement of the
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farmers’ associations have already been promulgated, and we shall soon be able to carry out wholesale reelections on the basis of the different kinds of statutes we have made public. At long last there will be a
satisfactory solution for the problem of the farmers’ associations with which we have been confronted ever since
the retrocession of Taiwan to China. After the new farmers’ associations have been inaugurated, I believe they will
be able to promote agricultural production and the development of rural economy, and the present phenomena of
unsound organization and improper management will cease to exist.
*
Census administration is very closely related to local self-government, social stability and wartime
mobilization.\fn{The Central Government, in 1953, was maintaining an army of 600,000 men in this province on a wartime footing:H }
Although the census administration of this province has been successively improved in the past and is now
proceeding in the right direction. it is still not free from loopholes and inaccuracies. The coordination between
census offices and police administration is not close enough, and the checking of census in the rural districts
towns and the mountain dis. tricts is especially far from being thorough. In order to meet the requirements of the
emergency period and carry out President Chiang’s\fn{ Chiang Kai-shek (1887-1975) leader of the Kuomintang from 19281975} instruction concerning the “unification of census and police administrations”, the Provincial Government
has taken a further step by studying ways and means of bringing about a thorough improvement of census
administration in the light of the existing conditions. After a long deliberation and discussion, an “Outline of the
Plan for the 1mprovement of Census Administration in Taiwan Province” and a set of regulations governing the
implementation of the plan were drawn up and submitted to the Central Government for approval.
For the purpose of testing the suitability of the new regulations, five places—the Jen Ai precinct in Keelung;
Hsinchuang Township in Taipei hsien; Taoyuan Township in Taoyuan hsien; Chinshui Township in Taichung
hsien; Taliao Rural District in Kaohsiung hsien—were selected as experimental areas. The results of the
experiment, which were subjected to careful examination and discussion, revealed that, while there were certain
merits in the new regulations, there were also certain defects to be overcome, and the procedure required further
improvement. On the basis of the conclusions reached following the examination and discussion of the results of
the experiment, and after weighing the advantages against the disadvantages, the Provincial Government has
drawn up a set of regulations governing the overall improvement of census administration and has submitted them
to the Provincial Assembly for its consideration. As soon as the Assembly has examined them and given its final
approval, we shall carry out the provisions in the new regulations on a province-wide scale.
President Chiang has placed great hopes in the overall improvement of census aeministration and expects us to
carry it out expeditiously. We hope, therefore, you will have the new regulations examined and passed in the near
future. Since these regulations for the improvement of census administration represent an effort to bring about a
final solution of the problem, the Provincial Government is determined to overcome all difficulties to have it
accomplished. Later on, when actual steps are being taken to effect the improvement of census administration, we
shall instruct the responsible personnel of all levels to pay attention to such things as the convenience of the
people and the enhancement of working efficiency so as to achieve the best results possible.
*
The improvement of basic administrative organizations and the improvement of census administration may be
regarded as one and the same thing. The two are intimately related to each other and are inseparable. When the
basic organizations function properly, it will be possible to enforce the orders of the Government thoroughly; and,
when census administration is handled in a faultless manner, the practice of local self. government will be easy of
accomplishment. The Provincial Government is giving equal attention to both and is determined to bring about
the necessary improvement in order to avoid a top-heavy administrative structure such as we had in the past. We
have already drawn up “An Outline for the Improvement of tte Basis Organizations of Rural Districts, Towns,
Villages and Neighborhoods.” The measures designed to bring about the necessary improvement may be
classified on the basis of the following five points:
The first is to strengthen the administrative staff of the rural districts, towns, villages and neighborhoods,
readjust the quota of personnel of the offices of the rural districts, towns (municipalities) and precincts, and
establish the personnel system of the rural districts and towns so that the basic organizations may all have
responsible personnel to attend to their work and each person may whole-heartedly devote himself to his specific
duties.
The second is to invest the chiefs of the rural districts and towns with greater authority and unify the
supervision of the organizations of the level of rural districts and towns so that the administration of these units
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may operate smoothly on the one hand, and avoid the undesirable phenomena of uncoordinated action and mutual
hamstringing on the other.
The third is to readjust the internal units of the offices of the rural districts and towns, abolish the departments
which are unnecessary, reorganize those which need improvement, and amalgamate those which need not function
independently in order to increase administrative efficiency.
The fourth is to increase the administrative funds of the villages and neighborhoods and issue these funds
punctually each month so that these most basic units may actively carry on their work.
The fifth is to intensify the training of the self-government workers and encourage their efforts for selfimprovement so that the administrative personnel of the rural districts and towns may become better qualified for
the work they are doing.
It is hoped that the basic organizations of the rural districts, towns, villages and neighborhoods will show the
improvement desired after we have given them greater authority, strengthened their working staff, and provided
them with ample funds.
*
At present, we are living in a period of total mobilization. Although we are still enjoying security, we should
think of the dangers lying ahead and make adequate preparations beforehand. The strengthening of our civil
defense, therefore, is a question of great urgency.
The civil defense work we have done up to the present, it must be admitted, is still inadequate. If we wish to
strengthen our civil defense, the governmental organs and their personnel in charge of it, i.e., from the Provincial
Government down to the responsible units and personnel of the hsien, municipalities, rural districts and towns
must be ready to perform their duties, bear all hardships, and do their work conscientiously. On the other hand, the
local leaders in different walks of life and the peolpe as a whole must understand the importance of civil defense,
face the realities of the situation, and cooperate wholeheartedly with the Government.
First I shall deal with civil defense work in so far as it concerns the people at large. If military operations
should suddenly commence, many people will be needed to participate in such activities as ARP, fire prevention,
medical relief, protection and repairing of important installations, and suppression of the enemy’s subversive
activities. In principle, the different kinds of training should not interfere with the production activities. However,
if our training in ordinary times is not thoroughly carried out, it will be highly problematical whether the abovementioned tasks can be successfully accomplished in case of etnergency.
Nevertheless, it is only human that in time of peace we are likely to be very careless in making the necessary
preparations. And it is this bad habit we should strive to correct. Let me again take the case of air defense as an
illustration. The Government has time and again urged the evacuation of those people who have no necessity of
remaining in the city and should move to the suburban areas so as to avoid confusion and unnecessary losses and
sacrifices in case of air attacks by the enemy. I hope the members of this Assembly will assist the Government by
giving the people the guidance they need and explaining to them the importance of evacuation whenever and
wherever possible.
From the viewpoint of the Government, the local governments of different levels have obviously not done their
best to push vigorously the work of civil defense mobilization. Frankly speaking, a considerable amount of
manpower and material and financial resources should be devoted to local civil defense work as a matter of first
priority. Hereafter, I shall of course supervise the work of the district and municipal governments in this respect
from time to time.
Since I assumed my duties as Governor of this province I have been paying much attention to the organizations
responsible for civil defense work, and it is my opinion that these organizations need to be readjusted. This is
because civil defense work cannot be effectively directed and the best results cannot be obtained unless there is a
clear division of authority and responsibility from the very beginning.
On the provincial level we now have the Civil Defense Committee, which came into being as a result of the
amalgamation of the former Mobilization Committee and ARP Committee. In the case of hsien and municipalities
these committees were amalgamated into the Civil Defense Corps.
Recently I have summoned the heads of the departments concerned and several magistrates and mayors to
participate in a detailed discussion of this problem. So far as the principles involved are concerned, we have
already reached several conclusions:
First, a civil defense organization should be one for the planning, coordination and checking, instead of one for
the direct supervision or handling of the work.
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Secondly, all civil defense work should be taken care of by the responsible units—the departments, bureaux
and committees on the provincial level, and the bureaux, sections and offices on the hsien level—so that their
duties can be clearly divided and the work smoothly directed, and it is only in this way that duplication of efforts
and confusion of authority can be avoided.
If the attitude of the responsible units is characterized by indifference and lack of initiative in ordinary times,
they will not be able to cope with the situation in time of emergency. Acting in accordance with this principle, the
Provincial Government is now taking steps to bring about an improvement of the civil defense organizations of all
levels. It is our firm belief that our civil defense work will be able to meet the actual requirements of the situation
after this improvement has been effected.
*
With regard to the educational reconstruction of this province, I think our guiding principles at the present
moment should be the satisfaction of the students’ demand for opportunities to attend school, the establishment of
centralized educational theories, the training of productive ability, and the solution of the graduates’ problem of
employment. In other words, we must see to it that all children of school age have a chance to enter the public
schools, and all graduates of the universities and professional colleges have the ability as well as a chance to serve
the society. In a word, the substance of education and the requirements of society must be merged into one and
perfectly coordinated. Hereafter, therefore. we must, so far as classroom work is concerned, add to the substance
of such courses as The Three People’s Principles, China’s National Spirit, Civic Training, and Practice in
Production.
As to the daily life of the students, we must make them undergo strict military training and guide them in their
life outside the school. Besides, we must continue to make overall plans to help the graduates of universities and
professional colleges find employment so that what they have learned may be put to practical use and each of
them may utilize his talents and abilities to the fullest extent.
However, the most pressing educational problem of this province at the present moment over which we are all
deeply concerned is that of increasing the opportunities to receive education. Owing to the fact that this province
has considerably strengthened free public education during the past few years, the number of students graduated
from the public schools has greatly increased. Moreover, because of the occupation of the mainland by the
Communists a large number of students from all kinds of schools have evacuated to Taiwan. Hence, when the
entrance examinations are held, the schools are always crowded with students seeking admission. At the same
time, on account of their insufficient funds and limited number of classes, the schools are unable to admit as many
students as they wish, and the result is that many boys and girls have no chance to receive the education they
desire.
As to what reasonable remedy we should find for such a state of affairs, it is a question which the responsible
departments of the Provincial Government have been studying in a painstaking manner all the time with a view to
devising ways and means to help the students fulfill their desire to receive further education. Beginning from the
first semester of the present academic year, the plan for the increase of classes in all schools from the provincial,
hsien and municipal middle schools up is going to be carried out. In the case of the junior middle schools and
junior vocational schools, 332 classes wlll be added on the basis of the calculation that, on the average, 33% of
the graduates of the public schools will receive further education.
In addition, another provincial middle school will be established, and it is estimated that this new school and
the classes added will be able to take care of 43,800 students. Besides, we are planning to establish night schools
in order to raise the percentage of public school graduates able to study in schools of a higher level. In the case of
senior middle schools, higher vocational schools and normal schools, 306 classes will be added on the bassis of
the calculation that, on the average, 55% of the graduates of the junior middle schools and junior vocational
schools will receive further education, and it is estimated that these additional classes will be able to take care of
15,300 students.
Furthermore, as some of the hsien middle schools will be allowed to have additional classes or establish
departments of advanced courses, the number of students to be accommodated will reach an even higher
percentage. In the case of institutions of higher learning from the professional colleges up, 21 classes will be
added apart from the marine school we are planning to establish, and it is estimated that these additional classes
and the new school will be able to accommodate 5,249 students who desire further education, constituting 65% of
the graduates of senior middle schools and advanced vocational schools.
This figure already exceeds the percentage of 55% of the past years. Altogether these additional classes of the
schools of different levels will be able to take care of 61,149 boys and girls who seek further education, and in
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this way the problem of providing the youth of the country with opportunities to receive education may be said to
have substantially been solved.
*
In the report I have just made, I have mentioned a fem important concrete problems with which we are
confronted at. the present moment, and these are problems closely related to the policy we are going to pursue in
carrying on the administration of this province in the future. Other important: aspects of the provincial
administration, such as the improvement of forestry administration, police administration, the people’s livelihood
and environmental sanitation, are matters which have already been verbally reported to you on many occasions in
the past and have also been included in the written report submitted to this Assembly. I need not, therefore, make
further reference to them.
To sum up, Taiwan’s reconstruction, if evaluated from the standpoint of its accomplishments, has thus far
already won international recognition and the assistance of our allies as well as social stability and prosperity, and
the future prospect is quite bright. However, it must be admitted that there are still defects in many respects, and I
sincerely hope the members of this Assembly will be good enough to favor me with your guidance and criticism.
On my part, I wish to assure you that I shall listen to your views with frankness and open-mindedness, and shall,
in cooperation with my colleagues in the Provincial Government, handle all matters impartially, enforce all laws
and decrees strictly, and strive for the creation of a healthy political atmosphere so as not to betray the trust which
the Central Government has placed in us or to disappoint the people of this province who expect us to labor for
their welfare.
The members of this Assembly are all eminent leaders of this province and are especially familiar with the
local conditions in different parts of the island. Your opinions are just like a mirror which enables us to see the
provincial administration in its true light, and your task is no less than that of serving as a bridge between the
Government and the people. I remember that Mr. Huang, Speaker of this Assembly, has expressed the hope that
the resolutions passed by the Assembly will be carried out with all earnestness. So far as this is concerned, I wish
to assure you that all of us who are working in the Provincial Government will not fail to respect your opinions
and are determined to attain the objective of making the Government and the Assembly become one single body
or entity.
You all know that during this unprecedented emergency period in China's history all of us in Free China are
carrying out total mobilization with a view to preparing for the coming counterattack on the mainland. We must
place the interests of the people as a whole above personal interests or the interests of a group of individuals, and
the future of the nation above the future of any one person or the future of any group of people. We must strive for
the success of Taiwan’s reconstruction and must not let it fail. I firmly believe that this Assembly, the Government
and the people of the whole province will be able to unite together and make well-coordinated efforts for the
accomplishment of our mission.
208.92 Excerpt from Approach To Chinese Land Reform\fn{by Chen Cheng (1897-1965)} Qingtian, Zhejiang
Province, China (M) 5
1
As I was born and brought up on a farm, I am fully aware of the sufferings of the Chinese farmers. I have been
impressed by the fact that life of the farmers was very hard. Though I failed at first to understand why, the
question had always existed in my mind.
When I became older, after extensive study and investigation, I found that land in China was not equitably
distributed and a great portion of land was owned by landlords who were not engaged in tilling but put out land to
Iease, thereby enjoying high rent. The tenant farmers, having to pay high rent, could hardly maintain a Iiving in
spite of hard work throughout the year. Even some of the owner cultivators were not able to maintain a living
because their holdings were smaIl.
This was the conclusion I reached after exploring into the sufferings and hardships of the farmers. Later, when
I joined the Revolutionary Army, I read the Manifesto of Tung Meng Hui, the predecessor of the Kuomintang, and
The Three People’s Principles, both written by Dr. Sun Yat-sen, founder of the Chinese Republic, in which Dr.
Sun outlined the principles of equalization of land ownership and “land to the tiller” and methods for their
application.
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I was convincecd that the solution of the land problem should be the fundamental task of the Chinese
Revolution. Since the founding of the Republic, however, China has been going through one crisis after another,
both internally and externally, and the government has not been able to tackle this problem. I have spent most of
my time in the army, but not for a single moment have I forgotten the land problem. I often remind myself that
when an opportunity presents itself, I must work hard for land reform.
*
In 1940, when the Sino-Japanese war was at its height, I was appointed Commander-in-Chief of China’s Sixth
War Area and concurrently Governor of Hupeh. I thought this would be an opportunity to put my ideas into
practice if I could make a start by settling Hupeh’s land problem. But one question came to my mind:
Was it suitable to make such an experiment in a war area?
The policy I adopted in Hupeh was known as “land rent reduction by 25 per cent,” which was originally
formulated by the Central Executive Committee of the Kuomintang in October 1926, as part of the party’s
Political Platform. Article 7 of the Political Platform reads:
Rental to be paid by the tenant farmers shall be reduced by 25 per cent.”

This was based upon Dr. Sun’s Principle of People’s Livelihood, which provides that the tenant farmers should
be protected by law. This policy was afterwards put into practice separately in several provinces; but due to many
obstacles, it was not possible to enforce it thoroughly. Upon assumption of office as Governor of Hupeh, I was
determined to improve the living conrilitions uf the farmers by lightening their burdens. Despite all difficulties, I
proposed to enforce the 25 per cent land rent reduction policy.
After a year of investigation and preparation, the program was put into execution in 1941 in eight hsien
(counties) in western Hupeh and was later extended to 14 hsien. As the burdens of the farmers had been lightened,
production was increased and the farmers’ livelihood was greatly improved. Public security and order gradually
returned to western Hupeh, which was formerly known as the hotbed for bandits.
The only regret was that as Hupeh was then a war area, such a program could not be enforced throughout the
province. When I was transferred to the post of Commander-in-Chief of the Chinese Expeditionary Force in the
Yunnan-Burma border area in 1943, the policy for land reform initiated in Hupeh was neglected.
*
I came to Taiwan in 1948 to recuperate after an operation, when I had again an opportunity to think over the
fundamental issues facing my country. The first question coming to my mind was land. I believe that if China’s
feudalistic land system were not discarded, China would not be able to become a. progressive country. Dr. Sun
had laid down the principles of equalization of land ownership and “land to the tiller,” which have been adoptcd
as our national policy. Why cannot we enforce them? Why should we let the Communists steal some of Dr. Sun’s
principles and propagate themselves to the world as agrarian reformers? I began to study this problem and hoped
to make some suggestions for the reference of the authorities.
Though under Japanese occupation for 50 years, Taiwan has the same, if not worse, system of land distribution
and management. Under Japanese occupation, land in Taiwan was concentrated in two forms: in the hands of
private landlords and in the hands of public enterprises. Concentration in the latter was even greater than in the
former. The government monopolies, with the support of the colonial government, bought land on a large scale
and leased most of the land under their control to tenant farmers.
Tbe large area of land owned by the Taiwan Sugar Company today shows how powerful the former Japanese
sugar corporation was under tlte colonial govrernment. According to a survey made in 1930, Taiwan had a total of
803,067 hectares of cultivated land. Owner farmers tilled 363,349 hectares, 45.24 per cent of the total cultivated
land. Tenant farmers tilled 439,727 hectares, 54.76 per cent of the total. Of the farmers, 40.2 per cent were
tenants, 30.7 were part owners, and owner farmers totalled only 29.1 per cent. This indicates that over 70 per cent
of the farmers needed more land or were totally in need of land for cultivation.
Since the restoration of Taiwan to China, land formerly owned by the Japanese and Japanese monopolies have
been confiscated and become public land, which has been leased to the farmers who pay as rental only 25 per cent
of the total yield of the main crops. Exploitation of the tenants has thus been eliminated to a considerable extent,
but concentration of private ownership and relations between the landlord ancil the tenant remain to be serious
problems. Unless these problems are solved, the sufferings of the majority of the farmers in Taiwan will not be
lifted and Taiwan can hardly be used as a base against the Communists.
*
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Different countries have different methods in dealing with their land problems. Each country has its historical
backgrouncil and special conditions. While the aim of land reform in the various countries may be similar, the
methods may not be necessarily the same. Though land distribution in China is not equitable, there are not many
big landlords. Dr. Sun advocated peaceful and preventive methods for the realization of his land equalization and
“land to the tiller” policies. This suits well China’s actual needs.
The progress may be slow, but we do not intend to delay the enforcement of the reform program or to do it
halfway, but to undertake it step by step. When I became Governor of Taiwan in January 1949, another
opportunity came to me to put my ideas into practice. Based upon Dr. Sun’s teachings and my past experiences, I
listed solution of land problem as the first task for the provincial administration. The program that I put in motion
has its definite objective and steps to be taken for its enforcement are in regular sequence.
Although I resigned the governorship later, I, in my capacity as Premier of the National Government, insist on
carrying out the adopted program and from time to time supervise officials in charge of land administration to
work for completion of this historical task.
The steps as I decided during my governorship in Taiwan began first of all with reduction of land rent. The
method was different from the 25 per cent rent reduction in Hupeh. It is called 37.5 per cent rent reduction
program in Taiwan, based upon the provisions for the maximum rate of 37.5 per cent of the main crops in China’s
Land Law.
As a matter of fact the system of land tenure should be abolished, but as this is deep-rooted, we do not want to
use “brute force” to dispose of it. On the other hand, the government is not able to make immediate appropriations
for large-scale purchase or expropriation of land. It also takes time to encourage the tenant farmers to buy land. So
the best possible method to begin with is to effect reforms in the existing system and to prevent speculation and
profiteering in land. This is the primary step in the whole land reform program and may also be taken as a
foundation for land reform.
The second step is the sale of public land to the tenants in order to create more owner farmers. It is not proper
for the government to own large areas of land and put them to lease, The government should transfer the
ownership of such land to the tillers as a means to help realize the “land to the tiller” policy and as a
demonstration of the government’s determination for land reform.
The third step is to effect an overall land reform so as not to allow the existence of tenancy. As the government
is not willing to maintain its position as a landlord after selling government-owned land, the tendency is already
clear. What I mean by overall reform includes the following two steps:
(1) Reform of urban land. The population of Taiwan has beeh increasing continuously. As a result, urban land
has become an object for speculation and profiteering. The reduction of land rent has now forced the landlords to
sell their land, and the capital derived from such sales will most likely be used for speculation in urban land.
Reform of urban lant!i is therefore needed.
(2) Reform of private farmland. As it has been decided that the government should sell its land to the tenants,
the only portion still requiring reform is private farmland. Reform of the private farmland will have to be effected,
as a foundation has alreaay been laid after the enforcement of the land rent reduction program. Only thus can the
land problem be thoroughly settled.
*
During the past three years, we have been working hard to put these measures into practice, Except the reform
of private farmland, all other programs either have been or are being enforced.
In the direction I issued under the title of Guiding Principles for the Administration of the taiwan Provincial
Government for 1950, when I was Governor, it is stipulated that
improvement of the relationship between landowners and tenant farmers and the abolition of the rural feudalistic
exploitation are the basic measures for the increase of agricultural production and the raising of the standard of living
of the peasants.

To carry out the above mentioned provision, I outlined in the Guiding Principles detailed measures as follows:
(I) Reclassification of all grades of land in order to bring about more equitable land tax levy.
(2) Enforcement of a system of limiting the holding of land, assessment of lane value, and compulsory sale of
land exceeding the limit.
(3) Readjustment of farming areas in order to suit the farmers’ working capacity.
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(4) Extension of loans to owner farmers and protection to owner farmers and hired farm hands, in order to
bring about gradual realization or the “land to the tiller policy.”
Unfortunately, due to the loss of the mainland to the Communists and the removal of the Central Government
to Taiwan, which required the adoption of many emergency measures, the land reform program was not enforced
according to schedule. However, further progress has been made. It is my firm belief that under the present stable
conditions in Taiwan, the obiective of “land to the tiller” will be realized if we work hard in accordance with the
fixed policy.
Many friends, both Chinese and foreign, encouraged me to write this book in order to present a systematic
analysis of my methods in dealing with the land problem. This book was written in a very short time; I shall most
sincerely welcome any criticisms and suggestions from those who are interested in this problem.\fn{ This book was
written in 1951; its author, nicknamed “The Little Generealissimo”, died in 1965 )
2
To explain the land rent reduction program in Hupeh, I must first first of all state my motive in introducing this
program. I have said in the preceding chapter that I shall not overlook any chance for land reform. After I
assumed office as Governor of Hupeh, I immediately began preparations for a land reform program. But
circumstances compelled me to start the land rent reduction program even before the preparations had been
completed.
A great draught broke out in Hupeh in 1940. The situation was rather serious. I mobilized the troops to help the
farmers in pumping water into the fields as a last resort, and thought this would be welcome to the farmers. But on
the contrary, the response was rather cool, and in some cases there was even opposition. I was at a loss to
understand why.
Only after many inquiries did I find out that the farmers were praying for the early death of the rice crops so
that they could plant miscellaneous cereals instead, because in harvesting rice, they had to pay high rent to the
landlords, while in planting miscellaneous cereals, they would pay very little or no rent at all. If the dying rice
crops were revived, a greater portion of the rice would go to the landlords, while miscellaneous cereals, when
harvested, would largely go the tillers themselves.
Land rental in Hupeh, especially in the western part of the province, was generally as high as 60 per cent of the
regular crop. In some cases, it was as high as 70 to 80 per cent. Though the farmers worked hard throughout the
year, they could hardly get enough to eat after paying land rent. The farrners in refusing to cooperate with the
government in fighting the draught were of course selfish, but they were forgivable in view of the high rent.
I felt that the situation was too serious to be ignored and made up my mind to introeuce a better land tenure
system in spite of the fact that Hupeh then was a war area. My method started with land rent reduction so as to
lighten the burdens of the farmers, thereby improving their livelihood and at the same time increasing food
production for civilian and military consumption.
*
To enforce a land rent reduction program, the only legal basis then was the provisions in the Land Law for the
restriction of land rental. No penalty is prescribed, however, for the violation of such restriction. Moreover, the
social position of the tenant farmers was very low and they would not voluntarily express their dissatisfaction.
They could only make negative resistance such as in the case of the 1940-41 draught in Hupeh.
In order to enforce a program for rent reduction, the first thing was to enact the necessary regulations. In
Hupeh, we promulgated 31 articles known as Measures for Land Rent Reduction in Hupeh, adopted at the 351st
meeting of the Hupeh Provincial Government in April 1941. The main points were as follows:
(1) Calculation of rental. To enforce land rent reduction, the exact amount of the rental must be determined.
The above mentioned measures specified that 25 per cent of the total yield of the main crops must be set aside for
the tenant, the remaining 75 per cent to be equally divided between the landlord and the tenant. The tenant got a
total of 62.5 per cent of the total yield. This was called “25 per cent land rent reduction” program, but actually it
was the same as the 37.5 per cent maximum rent program. The same rule applied when rental was paid in cash.
(2) How to determine the total yield. Because of thc closeness of western Hupeh to the frontline, the method
adopted for determining the amount of the total yield of the main crops was based upon a joint report by the
landlord and the tenant. If the government had cause to doubt the report submitted, it should make an on-the-spot
investigation and issue a certificate specifying the amount of rental to be paid by the tenant. The government
shoud also supervise the payment.
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(3) Provisions for rent reduction and exemption. In case the yield was not normal owing to force
majeure,\fn{The exegencies of war:H} the rental should be further reduced after discussion between the landlord and
the tenant. In case the yield was less than one third of the normal harvest, the rent should be exempt. In case of
increased production as a result of the tenant’s own efforts for improvements on the farm, the rental remained at
37.5 per cent.
(4) Protection of the tenant. This included provisions prohibiting the landlord from asking for deposits or
cancellation of the lease.
(5) Penalty. In case a landlord should use pressure and/or deceit to induce the tenant to enter into secret
agreement for payment of high rent after the rent recduction program was enforced, or in case a landlord violated
the regulations, the government might order exemption of land rent for three years while the lease for land
involveed remained in force. Serious offenses would be dealt with according to existing laws. Tenants who
entered into secret compromise agreements with the lancdlords would also be punished accorcding to law.
(6) Settlement of disputes.In case of any dispute, the village or town chiefs should be responsible for
mediation. In case they were unable to settle the dispute, they should report the case to the hsien (county)
mediation committee, whose decisions should be carried out by both parties. If either party should refuse to abide
by the committee’s decision, the committee should report to the hsien government for action.
*
After the promulgation of these measures, the Hupeh Provincial Government designated eight hsien in western
Hupeh as experimental areas for enforcement of the land rent reduction program. These eight hsien were Enshih,
Hsuanen, Hsienfeng, Laifeng, Lichuan, Hofeng, Chienshih, and Patung. A group of college graduates were trained
for the special purpose of enforcing this land reform program and were dispatched to the various counties.
As gratifying results were achieved during the first year, the program was extended to six hsien in
northwestern Hupeh in the following year (1942). These six hsien were: Yunsi, Chunhsien, Fanghsien, Chushan,
Chuhsi, and Yunhsien.
In 1943, further extension was made in some countics partly occupied by the Japanese. Unfortunately, after I
left Hupeh in 1943, the land rent reduction program was gradually neglected.
*
My policy for land rent rcduction was practised in Hupeh for three years. Officials of all grades in charge of
this program realized that such a program would not only save the poor farmers from misery and poverty, but
would also help to break down the age-old economic inequality in China. These officials, working in concert,
went deep into the villages to visit the landlords and the tenants, to check the reports on the yields of the
individual farms, and sometimes even stayed on the farms to supervise the distribution of the harvested rice
between the landlord and the tenants. Their unabated efforts had moved many diehard landlords to cooperate with
the government and educate many an ignorant farmer.
The land rent reduction program had then attracted nation-wide attention and support from the press. A
reporter of the New Szechwan Daily, a vernacular paper in Chungking, China’s wartime capital, after inspecting
conditions in western Hupeh, wrote:\fn{In its July 7, 1943 issue}
At a time when concentration of land ownership and speculation in land are rampant in the rear, this reportcr has
been greatly enlightened upon entering a place where there is little dispute between the landlord and the tenant and
where a reasonable settlement of the land problem has been found.
In the past few years, landlords have made tremendous profits through manipulation of rice prices. As a result of the
ever-increasing rental and the threat of cancellation of lease by the landlords, the farmers find little profit in plowing.
The big landlords have thus bccn able to accumulate morc and more land. This is a dangerous situation.
This reporter also finds prosperous rice fields in Western Hupeh, but he has learned that no landlord here is
interested in accumulating more land. On the contrary, many tenant farmers are buying land. In Enshih and Hsienfeng
alone, the Farmers Bank of China has issued more than $2,000,000 in land loans in the past six months for the purchase
of land by tenant farmers. According to the bank's estimate, about 40 per cent of the tenant farmers in Enshih and
Hsienfeng have become owner-farmers in the past two years.
Because of high food prices and protection accorded to the farmers, more and more land in westcrn Hupeh, much of
poor quality, has been reclaimed. This can all be attributed to the success of thc land rent reduction program. … An
atmosphere of land reform has been created in Western Hupeh. The landlords there realize what the Principle of
People’s Livelihood as advocated by Dr. Sun Yat-sen means and they know that the government is putting this principle
into action.

This rcport summarized the results of the land rent reduction program in Hupeh. They were: improvement of
the living conditions of a majority of the farmers, increase of agricultural production, eradication of concentration
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of ownership, and the creation of more owner farmers. The landlords, knowing my determination of carrying out
this program, did not show any signs of opposition or obstruction. Some even voluntarily reduced the rent in
accordance with the promulgated regulations.
But there was a small faction of selfish landlords who, though daring not oppose openly, tried many tricks to
undermine thc govcrnmcnt’s efforts in land reform. Our survey revealed the following:
(1) Some landlords, while expressing readiness to abide by the. government order, praising the government for
its goodwill, and promising ever possible assistance, made secret deals with their tenants for irregular practices
either through reporting greater acreage of land under cultivation than the actual acreage, or greater amount of
yield than the actual figure, or through reporting less than the actual acreage so as to shun the government order
for the reduction of land rent.
(2) The regulations stipulated that the landlord and the tenant should jointly report to the government the actual
acreage and the total yield of the main crops and to receive in person a certificate specifying the amount of rent to
be paid, so that dispute might not occur later. Some landlords, however, handed their personal seals to the tenants,
entrusting the latter to make the joint report to show the latter their goodwill. Actually, the tenants, afraid of
retaliation, would refrain from reporting less than what they paid before.
(3) When the time arrived for payment of land rent, some tenants would ask the landlords how the rent should
be paid. The landlords usually replied,
“Suit yourself.”
With this reply, the tenants dared not pay less than what he had been paying before in spite of government
restriction. Some tenants even secretly paid the illegal rent after dusk. This showed how influential the landlords
were.
*
These are the lessons we learned after careful examination and survey of the land rent reduction program in
Hupeh. I feel, therefore, in order to carry out this program successfully, we must first have stronger provisions in
thc law governing the evaluation of the total yield of the main crops, the conclusion of written contracts, and the
punishment of landlords who violate the regulations.
Furthermore, the tenants should be given a clear understanding of the importance of the program and the
importance of their own solidarity against unscrupulous landlords. It was most unfortunate that Hupeh was then a
war area and that as I was later transferred to another post. I was unable to make arrangements for the program to
continue as planned.
I have learned, however, a great Ideal in Hupeh and was able to make necessary revisions when I started the
land reform program in Taiwan in 1949. …
208.58 Fragments Of Letters From Xu Guangping To Lu Xun\fn{by Xu Guangping (1897-1968)} Canton,
Kwangtung Province, China (F) 3
Mr. Lu Xun:
The person who grasps her pen to write this letter to you is someone who has studied under you for almost two
years, who every week keenly looks forward to those rare classes on the history of fiction, just one hour in over
thirty hours a week, a young student who sits in the front row at your lectures and who likes to speak out in class
in words that are similarly firm, unselfconsciously and straightforwardly. Her many doubts and her indignation at
injustice, long stored within, can perhaps no longer be suppressed, and therefore she sets forth her complaints to
her teacher . . .
… The youth of the present day really descend further day by day into the ninth circle of Hell! Maybe I am
also one of them. Although one hour a week of your instruction can quicken my heart and strengthen my vigor,
yet the danger is great! Teacher! I wonder if you have ever considered that “to save one life is superior to building
a seven-storey pagoda”? Teacher! Although you are usually so stern, I wish you would now relax your sterness,
and if you can succor a single soul then succor this one! Teacher! In such extremity doe this person “anxiously
await orders”!!\fn{Identified by the page(s) of the book on which the fragment appears, followed by the date of the letter. This
particular communiqué seems to be the only one with a definite beginning and ending. I have placed them in the order in which they were
written:H}

13 | March 11, 1925
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… Present-day society is really dark. When a woman conducts business everywhere she really encounters
difficulties. I am not timid, but because I would prefer to avoid trouble, I often ask others to make enquiries on my
behalf. I had not expected that the press in intellectual circles were also such treacherous devils—not giving the
place for signing up was itself suspicious—they were also like this. It really makes people who advance boldly
very conscious of so many obstructions and delaying tactics everywhere. “Who made you born a woman?” Faced
with this query, indeed I have no answer to offer venerable gentlemen and their wives. …
… [he] may not see either graves or flowers as described to him but something quite different again—but there
is no harm in asking and the question still seems to be worth putting … Not a day has passed when I have not
been accused of being “proud” and “cynical”. Sometimes I also feel that this is “not proper conduct” (and, in
reality, I am aware that I do not have enough to be proud about), but I cannot wallow in the mire with others, and
so I always end up getting worsted. …
129, 131 | March 15
… You suspect the article by A Female Reader was written by a man. That is of course one opinion, and I have
heard that many of the people who write for Contemporary Review are in the same party as our principal and
exert themselves on her behalf. But as a matter of fact some of the school personnel also have A Female Reader’s
ungrammatical writing style, so that my guess even if mistaken is not a random shot in the dark. …
… Words are symbols which express one's inner feelings, and what one writes or says is always affected by
one’s individual nature, but owing to the influence of the environment and from what we see and hear, naturally
there are many differences between “Misses” and “Misters” in their “arrangements of sentences in speech.” It
seems to me that the petty details of one’s way of speaking is no great matter, but I am very willing to enlarge my
vision and expand my mind, to cast off the “Miss” style of speech, and so I beg my teacher to instruct me. Also, is
the point of difference in the “Miss style” of writing a fondness for words like “alas”, “ah” and “oh”, or is that the
sentence structure is too poeticized and there is no clear leading idea? I hope you will guide me so that I can
improve. …
124 | April 6, 1925
… Talking about scenery is the speciality of literary men and elevated scholars, and grieving over flowers and
the moon is a disease from which young men and women both suffer; why should one who makes her home
wherever she happens to be concern herself overly with such matters; while the ones who are concerned now with
such things is “in a mother’s bosom … in the cradle”, I should think, say one thing but mean another. It's true that
lyrical writing full of “fine phrases” […] is now called characteristic of women writers (?}—the most obvious
examples are [Shi] Pingmei’s prose and poetry, Jingqing [Lu Xiuzhen]’s poems, Bing Xin, [Huang] Luyin and
Tingmei all have this flavor. Fortunately, I have neither the qualification nor the desire to be a writer, and I would
not be able to compose a single sentence in this style. I have, however, in fact perpetrated unwittingly the style
which “is particularly easy to distinguish” in polemical writing. I did not exercise due caution, and now that I
have been seen through by my teacher, I am deeply ashamed and fully persuaded of my guilt. But my reason for
“refuting each argument in turn” is that otherwise, I believe, I won’t leave my opponent a mass of bruises. This is
also a matter of some regret to me, and is probably due to the lingering influence of Mencius and Su Dongpo,
which I have been so long accustomed to that I am hardly conscious of when I first began to suffer from it. As for
such things as “rarely striking directly at the crux of the enemy’s argument” and “being good at writing long
articles but not so skillful at short ones”, they are perhaps because women have not yet been able to enjoy equality
of training in reason, judgment and logic, plus the fact the long-standing practices die hard; henceforth we must
try to find a way to change all this. “Not so skillful at short ones”, in addition to the above-mentioned causes, is
perhaps a matter of degree. Generally, when one is learning to write, one suffers from an inability to convey one’s
meaning; then when one is able to convey meaning, one becomes too verbose; and then one progresses to the next
stage, succinctness; these are related to one’s age and educational level, and I very much wish henceforth to
cleanse my writing. […] But without a mirror one cannot perceive one’s faults, and in addition to my own efforts I
await correction. If teacher proceeds on occasion to instruct me, how very fortunate I shall be. …
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124-5 | April 10, 1925
… In “The World in a Cotton-padded Gown”, the author [whom Xu Guangping mistakenly believed to be Lu
Xun] seizes hold of his friends to bring them to trial, believing that they have taken his “thoughts”, “friendship”
… and even “want to make me a machine for their personal use”. I then felt very guilty and examined my
conscience to see if I was also one of those who “plunders from all sides”. Alas, although I dare not regard myself
as a friend, nevertheless, for a student to “plunder” her teacher, that is still terrible! And to “plunder” her teacher
flagrantly, that is … terrible! This is why public morality is not as of old. Why should an ambitious scholar not
arise and defend himself? …
… If you were really “compelled” or “defeated” that day, in short it was because you had not yet attained
Mahayana in the technique of “transubstantiation”, otherwise you could have transformed yourself into a female
teacher, and then what harm would there have been in “leading troops” (what I have just said is also
“preposterous”, what is there so outlandish about a male teacher “leading troops”} or transformed yourself into a
woman …, and then what harm would there have been in going on the attack and breaking out of the
encirclement? But if in the end you were “compelled”, is it because the dividing line\fn{ Between the male and the
females} is drawn too clearly, or because old conventions and habits are not so easy to eradicate?! …
… Present-day society is really dark. When a woman conducts business everywhere she really encounters
difficulties. I am not timid, but because I would prefer to avoid trouble, I often ask others to make enquiries on my
behalf. I had not expected that the press in intellectual circles were also such treacherous devils—not giving the
place for signing up was itself suspicious—they were also like this. It really makes people who advance boldly
very conscious of so many obstructions and delaying tactics everywhere. “Who made you born a woman?” Faced
with this query, indeed I have no answer to offer venerable gentlemen and their wives. …
31, 129 | April 25, 1925 |
… I received your letter of the 31 st but before opening it I had an uneasy feeling that the enemy\fn{ I.e., the
College} has apparently gone so far as opening the mail! This situation has existed before, but on this occasion I
received two letters at the same time, and the bottom half of both envelopes had been broken open and re-sealed,
so that the marks of the original seal were lost. This can also be counted as “knocking against a wall”. Naturally I
argued with them over it, but what was the use! I wonder if we could avoid this abuse by asking someone to
deliver our mail for us. But I also wonder why I should bother to evade them at all, I may just as well denounce
them freely in my letter and let them read it. But what crime has my teacher committed that he should be
implicated in this way? …
113 | June 1, 1925
This evening after getting “slightly drunk”, I hastily dashed off a short article; taking my inspiration from the
circumstances, I have given it the title “Alcohol Addiction”. For a long time the Shanghai incident has left me so
troubled that I “cannot play a tune”! Hence I am acutely aware of its crudity, and hope in your distinguished
positions as “editor” and “teacher” you will probe and prune it. If it manages to escape “the white light” and
scrape through the seventeenth examination, I ask you please to list it at the very bottom of the honor roll of X
issue of The Wilderness, and I shall be “immeasurably honored and moved to tears of gratitude'!
Respectfully awaiting denunciation!!!!
The young devil, Xu Guangping
35 | June 12, 1925
… Teacher never wants to discourage the younger generation or let them lose hope, and so in his conversation
he is always devising ways to find words that offer a way out or hope; in fact, however, it is not so easy or simple.
There are some people who of course still dare not relax even when they listen to words of comfort, but there are
always many who take this as grounds for feeling at ease and therefore relaxing their guard. I beg teacher to keep
this in mind. …
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… Your mention of everfast glue brought to mind a ridiculous business. At that time in Tientsin we collected
some ready-made vanishing-cream jars, and made great quantities of everfast glue. These we peddled everywhere
on trays selling at a low price. Since we did not use any capital to buy the jars, it should not have been possible
for us to make a loss, but in the end we still lost money with no reward to show for our efforts. The quality of our
product did not come up to what was being sold on the market, so people were not willing to buy very
enthusiastically. We also thought of a way to make small toys, using plaster molds to cast hollow wax dolls, fancy
dogs, lions and so on. We hoped to replace the thin rubber toys on the market, but we could never match them and
in the end failed in the same way.
15, 128 | 17 June 1925 |
… Until the day the semester finishes I will remain in charge, but as soon as it is over I shall leave
immediately. If Swatow is still short of teachers then I will go to Swatow; otherwise I’ll look for some other job.
… It is all right if you don’t come to Kwangtung for the time being; I certainly won’t insist on your coming.
Nevertheless when I hear of the situation in Amoy, I’m afraid you won’t be able to put up with other people’s
insults, alone and depressed with no-one at your side to comfort you …
… When [I read how] you jumped over the barbed wire fence, I silently conjured up a vision of a small child
jumping back and forth, and even though I was afraid he would stumble and injure himself; it was a pure delight
to see. If this were “a reprimand”, then my educational principles would be fundamentally in error. It is in the
nature of children to be lively, and while we may guide them towards proper conduct it is not permissible to
suppress them deliberately. This is what I advocate as an educationalist. …
50-1 | November 7, 1926
… would you like me to take this opportunity to take a visit to Amoy so I can see my teacher and talk to him
again and find out what you have been doing over the last few days, since you seem to be extremely lonely …
51 | November 16, 1926
… It makes it impossible for me to say anything if you “become calmer” because you’re afraid I’ll be
“uneasy” … I don’t have “a direction” for myself, and there is nowhere “I find agreeable,” or if there is, it cannot
materialize at present …
… My heart is in turmoil, I can’t find the right words, and I am afraid that what I say will give you some new
queer impressions, but if I don’t write a few lines, I fear you will be waiting for a letter, I feel it’s very unpleasant
communicating through letters, it takes time and is totally inadequate in conveying anything.
KU is naturally not an ideal place for sacrificing yourself, so that when you speak of staying on at AU, I find it
difficult to say more.
But I still think that writing cannot represent one’s thoughts, and as for where exactly you will end up, if you
were to ask me, I think it would be best if we could talk about this in person and go over it exhaustively.
52-3 | December 2, 1926
… Peking is not desolate at all, it’s quite nice, because I look on it as my hometown too. I sometimes feel even
fonder of it and miss it more than my real home, because there is still so much that reminds me of my former life
there …
62 | May 24, 1929
… Your mother is getting on in years and you are only home for a few days, it would be best if you were to
spend more time with her, talking with her and keeping her spirits up. …
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… From your letter\fn{Of May 21} your social life seems to be very hectic, which is also unavoidable. Not
having been in Peking for a long time it’s also nice to see the people you know, and use up the whole day on this
excuse. I sometimes fear you use up a lot of energy going back and forth but at other times I want you to go out
since it gives you a change of scene and also some physical exercise. It’s rather ridiculous, these two ideas are
mutually contradictory, but you don’t have much time in Peking so it would be better to go out more!
62 | May 27, 1929
210.36 Excerpt from The Psychology Of Tragedy: A Critical Study Of Various Theories Of Tragic
Pleasure\fn{by Chu Kwang-tsien (1897-1986)} Tongsheng, Anhwei Province, China (M) 13
1
The problem we propose to study in the following pages may be stated at once: Why do we take pleasure in
Tragedy?
The question is a perplexing one when we remember that misfortunes and calamities generally call forth
nothing but lamentation and complaint. Xerxes, the great Persian king, burst into tears while he gazed on his
innumerable armies on their way to Greece.
“There came upon me a sudden pity,” he confessed to his uncle, “when I thought of the shortness of men’s life,
and considered that of this host, so numerous as it is, not one will be alive when a hundred years are gone by.”
“And yet there are sadder things in life than that,” replied his uncle, “short as our time is, there is no man,
whether it be here among this multitude or elsewhere, who is so happy as not to have felt the wish, I will not say
once, but full many a time, that he were dead rather than alive. Calamities fall upon us, sicknesses vex and harass
us, and make life, short though it be, to appear long.”
These are not solitary cries; they have been echoed again and again. Men have groaned perpetually about the
ills and woes of their life on earth. Remembering Job and other victims of Divine anger, we cannot blame them
for peevishness. But the curious thing is that, while they have such strong aversion for suffering and distress, they
yet take delight in the sight of tragic events on the stage. They leave their seats well satisfied when they have seen
Medea murdering her own children, or King Lear ill-treated by his own daughters.
The pleasure thus taken in tragedy does not seem to do credit to human nature and has perplexed many a pious
soul. St. Augustine for example, has left us a very interesting passage in his Confessions:
Stage-plays also carried me away, full of images of my miseries, and of fuel to my fire. Why is it, that man desires
to be made sad, beholding doleful and tragic things, which yet himself would by no means suffer? Yet he desires as a
spectator to feel sorrow at them, and this very sorrow is his pleasure. What is this but a miserable madness? for a man is
the more affected with these actions, the less free he is from such actions.

The problem as stated by St. Augustine has perhaps occurred in most of us playgoers. When we turn to modern
psychology for an answer, we shall be disappointed to find that the problem of tragic pleasure has often been
unduly neglected. Kant in his Critique of Pure Reason has passed over the tragic in silence. Ribot in his chapter
on aesthetic emotions in the Psyochologie des sentiments and Prof. Delacroix in his recent Psychologie de l’Art
are equally reticent about Tragedy. Such negligence is rather surprising, as modern psychology has extended its
searchlight to almost every sphere of human activity from the conditioned reflex of the salivary glands to the dark
regions of dreams and racial memories.
Nor is the domain of literature left unexplored, Witness the works of the Freudian School on myths and
legends and the recent searching study of the psychography of Marcel Proust by Prof. Blondel. Greig in the
bibliography attached to his Psychology of Laughter mentions no less than some three hundred volumes on the
psychological study of Comedy alone. Who would not wish that a single volume on Tragedy might be placed as a
companion to Bergson’s lucid and charming essay, Le Rire? Why is it that so much has been written on the
psychology of Comedy and so little on that of Tragedy? Is it that man is more loquacious about the brighter side
of life, but when he comes to Tragedy, he preserves a dignified taciturnity proper to the occasion?
*
Surely such a negligence of the problem of tragic pleasure cannot be excused on the ground of its
unimportance. Tragedy has been generally regarded as the highest form of literary art, and those who have
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excelled in it have been the world’s greatest geniuses. They are the most profound psychologists before the
science of Psychology has ever come into vogue. It would certainly be unwise for psychologists to ignore Tragedy
wherein the psychological wisdom of the world’s best intellects accumulates from Aeschylus to Shakespeare and
Goethe.
To confine ourselves to tragic pleasure, a solution to this thorny problem would throw invaluable light on
many general psychological questions. Take feeling for example. There has been recently a hot debate among the
psychologists as to whether feeling is determined by conation\fn{ The area of one’s active mentality that has to do with
desire, volition and striving} or conation by feeling. According to the Hedonists, every human activity may be
described as an effort either to seek pleasure or to avoid pain. The Vitalists, on the other hand, hold that pleasure
and pain are not inherent in things themselves but dependent on the success or failure of our activity to attain its
purpose. As it will be shown later on, we can test the validity of these opposing theories by applying them to the
problem of tragic pleasure.
Again, the relation between pleasure and pain is another thorny problem for psychologists. Is the difference
between them a qualitative one or only a quantitative one? Can they be blended together? Can pain be converted
into pleasure?
Now all these questions may be studied to the best advantage in connection with the problem of tragic
pleasure. Needless to mention that the nature of sympathy, the effect of emotional relief and many other problems
of psychology are equally closely related to the problem which we are going to study. Nor is the importance of
our problem confined to Psychology. Its solution will be a great contribution to Aesthetics. Students of Aesthetics
are always perplexed when approaching the crossroads of morality and art. If one is initiated in the school of the
Romantics or of Croce and the “expressionists”, one asserts the intrinsic value of art and the autonomy of
aesthetic experience. Art then would seem to be pursued for its own sake and justified on its own ground; it is not
held to serve any external end such as moral teaching or practical profit. Some would go so far as to deny the
influence of life on art and the intervention of association in aesthetic experience altogether.
On the other hand, if one follows the long tradition of philosophers from Plato to Tolstoi, one would equally be
sure of the ultimate dependence of art on life and morality. Art would be then just as fully a “good” as virtue.
Some would go even further and regard art as a handmaid to morality.
The dispute between these two opposing schools is nowhere so acute as in the domain of Tragedy, for here the
questions of justice, of the moral effect of art and of the influence of life on art thrust themselves upon us at every
moment. So it cannot be settled without the evidences which Tragedy offers us. Moreover, it has been a favorite
pursuit of the aestheticians to determine the relation and difference of various “kinds” of beauty, for example, the
sublime and the graceful, the tragic and the comic, the lyric and the epic, etc.
It is curious to note that, with the possible exception of Burke, they have never suspected that there should be a
close relation between the tragic and the sublime. Both Schopenhauer and Hegel, for example, dealt very fully
with Tragedy and with the sublime, but made no attempt to define their relation and difference. Other writers,
following Kant, have left the tragic untouched altogether. Surely no aesthetics is worth its name if it ignores a
form of art which has been justly honored throughout all ages.
In the preset thesis we shall try to fill what seems to us to be a great gap in aesthetics. We shall define the
relation and difference between the tragic and other modes of beauty, especially the sublime.
Closely related to aesthetics is literary criticism. Literature, like other forms of art, is a medium through which
mind speaks to mind. All sound criticism must be based on a profound knowledge of the mind which creates and
the mind which appreciates. In the past, much literary criticism has been vitiated by the lack of a sound
psychological basis. To confine ourselves to dramatic art, ever since the Renaissance, European critics have been
waging endless wars on the relative importance of character and plot, on the rules of the Unities, on the necessity
of poetic justice and on a thousand other academic problems which, like Medusa’s horrible head, have turned
many a scholar into stone.
Now these problems, though of real interest, cannot be satisfactorily solved by merely citing the dictum of
Aristotle or pointing to the practice of Shakespeare or Racine. The emotional effect of one way or the other on the
audience must be also taken into account. This brings us immediately to the center of our problem, that of tragic
pleasure.
Similarly the solution of our problem will render some service to the arts of staging and acting. Since Diderot
pronounced his famous paradox,\fn{ That the finest actor is one who can cry on stage and yet feel in himself absolutely nothing—
thus the paradox of the actor } the question has been constantly disputed among the actors whether an actor should
identify himself completely with the character he is personifying or remain his own master and free from all
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sensibility. Was La Clairon a greater actress than La Malibran? Or was Talma right in insisting on the combined
effect of self-control and momentary inspiration? The controversy about realism and the Theatrical in scenerysetting is another point to be considered. Should the stage produce the illusion of real life with its solid rooms and
realistic decorations? Or should it be something full of expressive artifice and leave ample scope for imagination,
as Gordon Craig has upheld? All these questions, again, cannot be satisfactorily settled without some due
consideration of the emotional effect of acting and staging on the audience.
Though our interest is mainly psychological and scientific, we must not omit to mention the bearing of our
problem on religion and philosophy. Tragedy is intimately concerned with the same ultimate problems which
religion and philosophy try to solve. But it should be borne in mind that Tragedy is neither a religious creed nor a
philosophical system.
In due course we shall have occasion to determine the relation in which Tragedy stands to both philosophy and
religion. We shall explain also how religious and philosophical notions such as Justice, Fate etc., have all exerted
their influence on those who have written on Tragedy. On the whole it may be safely said that philosophers are
much more advanced than psychologists in recognizing the importance of the problem of Tragedy. Indeed in
addressing ourselves to the present task, we are in presence of an august company—Plato, Aristotle, Hume,
Schiller, Hegel, Schopenhauer, Nietzsche, to name only a few of the philosophers who have tried their hand at the
problem of Tragedy in the midst of their loftier meditations.
*
In spite of the efforts made by philosophers and critics, the solution to the problem of Tragic pleasure seems to
be as remote as ever. Their conclusions, though each interesting in its own way, often contradict one another. The
cause of tragic pleasure is attributed by one writer to malevolence, by another to sympathy; the tragic spirit is for
one school of philosophers optimistic, for another, pessimistic; the determining force in Tragedy is Fate for certain
critics, and Justice for others. Most of these theories fail to meet the demand of modern psychology; their authors
have ignored certain fundamental principles by which one should be guided in such an inquiry. They have been
generally led astray by certain vicious methods.
In the first place, Tragedy is a concrete thing and not a mere abstract notion. Consequently any adequate
discussion of the problem of Tragedy must be based on facts, i.e. on the world’s masterpieces of Tragedy. 1t is a
common mistake, however, among philosophers to start at the wrong end. Instead of building up a theory
inductively from a careful examination of the works of Aeschylus, Sophocles, Shakespeare, Racine and other
great tragic poets, they deduce it a priori from some pre-conceived philosophical system. They set out with a
major metaphysical premise, and, to prove it, they give Tragedy as a particular instance. But in doing so, they use
that very premise to explain the nature of Tragedy, forgetting that it is the premise itself which requires
demonstration. Hegel offers us a typical instance of such arguing in a vicious circle. He starts with the general
philosophical notion of the Absolute, assuming that the world is of reason all compact, and that everything in this
world, evils and misfortunes not excluded, may be ethically explained and justified. He then goes on to give
Tragedy as an instance of the triumph of Eternal Justice and would have us believe that Antigone was deservedly
punished for having performed her family duty to a dead brother. Schopenhauer, too, sacrifices Tragedy to save
his philosophy. Finding that Greek Tragedy does not bear out his theory of resignation, he has the courage to
assert that the Greeks, in spite of the monuments left by Aeschylus and Sophocles, “had not yet attained the
summit and goal of Tragedy”!
One can see from these instances how the philosophers are ill at ease when they descend from Heaven and try
their strength at individual concrete problems.
Another error more common with critics of little philosophical training is the failure to distinguish Tragedy as
art from suffering in actual life. We shall have occasion to explain the difference more fully later on. Suffice it to
say here that Tragedy represents an idealized life or life set in an artificial frame. We do not respond to the
calamities and misfortunes in Tragedy in the same way as we respond to those in actual life, just as we do not
respond to the image of an apple in a picture by Van Gogh in the same way as we respond to a similar apple on a
dining table. The enjoyment of tragedy is essentially an aesthetic activity, and as such, it should be distinguished
from such practical attitudes as mourning the death of a beloved person or rejoicing over the defeat of an enemy.
Writers on Tragedy generally put these two different orders of experience on the same footing. Edmund Burke,
for example, supposes that at the representation of a most sublime and affecting tragedy, the audience would leave
the theater to witness the execution of a state-criminal in the adjourning public square, and goes on to argue from
that supposition, which has by no means been proved by actual experience, that rea1 misfortunes are more
powerful in arousing sympathy than imitative arts. M. Faguet, on the other hand, recalls the gladiatorial shows of
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the Romans, the Spanish Inquisition and other instances of human cruelty to prove that the enjoyment of Tragedy
is equally a sinister satisfaction of our natural malignity. This sort of reasoning simply confounds the issue. It is
not that there may not be certain individuals who go to Tragedy for sympathy or malevolence, but the real
question is whether satisfaction of such a practical or moral nature is exactly the same thing as the pleasure proper
to Tragedy.
Both philosophers and critics are often led astray by what might be called the lure of simplicity. After a careful
perusal of various treatises on Tragedy, one is likely to have the impression of finding oneself in an intricate
maze: each path promises the way out, but it leads always to an impasse. The confusion is worst confounded by
the fact that some theories are diametrically opposed to one another and yet we cannot honestly say that one is
entirely wrong and the other entirely right. But the authors themselves are all quite confident of their own
infallibility and of the falsehood of others. Amid so much confusion, who has the courage to announce a new
theory of his own without running the risk of being contradicted by his fellow-writers?
The root of all this trouble lies in the abuse of an abstract logical notion of causality.
“Every effect has a cause; every cause has an effect. One cause, one effect”, so teaches every logician, and so
believes Polonius when he rejoices for having discovered the “cause” of Hamlet’s madness. It seems so obvious a
truth that any distrust of it would be nothing short of absurd. So when a writer on any particular problem finds
himself at the cross-roads, he would turn one way or the other without any hesitation and without any guilt in
conscience. He would refuse obstinately to hear of any other view on the matter, for that would imply the
admission of the plurality of causes.
But unfortunately in a world like ours where every event is inextricably related to an infinite mass of other
events and where the whole determines the parts, there are no more isolated solitary causes than there are isolated
solitary effects. If this is true of the material world, it is even more so of the mental world. Both isolated causes
and isolated effects are phantoms created by formal logic and atomistic psychology; they never exist in actual
mental life. Take the problem of comedy and laughter for example. Numerous solutions have been proposed, who
is on the right track, Plato, Hobbes, Kant, Schopenhauer, Bergson or Freud? Is laughter due to malevolence,
“sudden glory”, incongruity, economy of force, social chastisement at individual deformity or to some other
cause? The abstract logical notion of causality would force us to take side with one or the other and leaves no
middle course.
But truth lies elsewhere. James Sully, after examining the different views on the subject, comes to this
conclusion:
Theories of the ludicrous have again and again broken down from attempting to find one uniform cause in a domain
where the operation of “Plurality of causes” is particularly well marked.

How simple a truth and yet how long is the way to it! Here one feels to breathe once more in the open air!
Substitute the word “tragic” for “ludicrous” in the passage just quoted, and you have an exact notion of the
situation in which we find ourselves with regard to the problem of Tragedy.
*
The enjoyment of Tragedy is a complex phenomenon to which no single cause can be assigned as sufficient.
This explains the fact that, though none of the previous theories of Tragedy can be taken as satisfactory, yet
almost every one of them has some grain of truth in it. They are not so much false as inadequate. The realization
of this fact has led us to the conviction that the best way of studying the problem of tragic pleasure is to examine
impartially previous theories and sift out what is true in each of them. In this way we may hope to form a
comprehensive, synthetic view in which prejudices are wiped out and contradictions reconciled.
Nothing entirely new can be said on so old a topic as Tragedy. To guard ourselves against any misunderstanding, we would make it clear at once that in the following pages we shall not expound any entirely new theory of
our own. As our sub-title has indicated, our main purpose is to give “a critical study of various theories of tragic
pleasure”. Those who look for novelty or originality will be greatly disappointed. The deduction of certain onesided theories to their absurd logical conclusions, the analysis of the tragic into the combined effect of the sublime
and the piteous, the discussion of the conversion of pain into pleasure, the examination of the meaning of tragic
catharsis—these and a few other minor points are all that can be claimed for the present thesis as something more
or less original.
Perhaps even in these points we may have been anticipated by previous writers, but not to our limited
knowledge. What is then our excuse for undertaking to write on the subject? A word may be said by way of

1079

apology. The advancement of learning may be effected either by the discovery of something which is unknown
before, or by the examination, re-estimation and synthesization of what has been already said. Perhaps in sciences
less exact than mathematics and physics, the latter achievement is just as important as the former. For theories are
generally like photographs taken from some circumscribed points of view; sometimes they may even only give
some unimportant aspects of the object represented. To form a clear notion of the object in all its three
dimensions, we have to compare all the photographs taken at different angles.
Now a work of this kind has not been done with the problem of Tragedy. It is to this task we address ourselves
in the present thesis. It is manifestly a stereoscopic view of the subject and nothing ease.
We shall discuss in turn how far aesthetic contemplation, malevolence, sympathy, moral sense, optimistic and
pessimistic outlooks of life, the effect of emotional relief, the feeling of vitality, the gratification of intellectual
curiosity and other factors can be relied upon to account for the pleasure we take in Tragedy. We shall try yo
reduce, if possible, these factors to some common denominators. But when “plurality of causes” appears
admissible, we shall not falsify concrete experience by sticking to some one abstract dogma. We have no interest
to serve. We shall base our argument mainly on concrete facts, trying neither to employ any larger metaphysical
premise to warrant our conclusion on Tragedy, nor to use any theory of Tragedy to support some pre-conceived
philosophical doctrine. Our method will be critical and synthetic.
*
The materials on which we are going to base our argument may be divided under three headings:
I. The Masterpieces of Tragedy.
These must be taken as the documents of primary importance. Any discussion of Tragedy must take both
ancient and modern tragedies into consideration. Schopenhauer, we remember, rejects Greek tragedy as coming
short of the tragic ideal on the ground that the heroes and heroines of Aeschylus, Sophocles and Euripides do not
always deny the will-to-live as his favorite theory requires. Hegel, on the other hand, expounds a theory which
can hardly apply to the works of the moderns. In such oases we would rather take side with the tragic poets
themselves than try to save any one-sided theories cherished by philosophers.
II. Opinions and Impressions Concerning Tragedy as Recorded In Books and Journals:
These fall under four sub-headings:
(a). Those of the tragic poets themselves such as Corneille’s Discours, Préfaces, etc.; Racine’s Préfaces;
Schiller’s Aesthetical Essays; Hugo’s Preface to “Cromwell”; and other works of similar nature. These are
generally the defense of the practice of their authors. Though .they are often biased by individual idiosyncrasies
and literary conventions, they often show an insight which none but the poets could have. They are particularly
valuable for us if we want to have a glimpse of the poet’s mind in the act of creating a great tragedy.
(b). Those of the spectators, readers, editors, reviewers and lecturers, such as Johnson’s Preface to
Shakespeare, Didero’s Paradoxe sur le comédien, Lessing’s Hamberg Dramaturgie, Schlegel’s Lectures on
Dramatic Art and Literature, Prof. Bradley’s Lectures on Shakespearean Tragedy, The English Dramatic Critics,
recently assembled by James Agates, etc. These works enable us to understand the mind of men of fine sensibility
and high literary culture in the act of appreciating tragedies. Literary convention and individual idiosyncrasies are
again to be carefully distinguished from genuine enjoyment.
(c) Those of the actors and actresses. Here unfortunately the bibliography is rather meager, for great players do
not often write books on their particular art. But the gap is sometimes filled by the works of critics and
biographers which record indirectly the personal views of great actors and actresses. Such interesting documents
as Hamlet’s Advice to the Players, Petty Fitzgerald’s Life of David Garrick, Sarah Bernhardt’s Memoires, Andre
Antoine’s Mes Souvenirs etc., are especia1ly valuable for us; as they reveal the mind of great artists in the act of
performing tragedies.
(d) Those of the philosophers, such as Aristotle’s Poetics, Hume’s Essay on Tragedy, Rousseau’s Lettre sur le
Spectacle, Hegel’s Philosophy of Art, Schopenhauer’s The World as Will and Idea, Nietzsche’s Birth of Tragedy
etc. As our main purpose is to examine critically the theories expounded in these works, they will form one of the
principal classes of our material.
III Personal Impressions.
As psychology is the science of mind as well as of external behavior, introspective evidences should never be
ignored, whatever the American Behaviorists may say against them. In aesthetic response especially one can
never do away with the subjective element. As the old saying goes, there is no arguing about taste. In the end a
writer who holds some view on any aesthetic problem must first feel sure that it squares with his own personal
experiences. As Clive Bell has well observed,

1080

“Only those for whom art is a constant source of passionate emotion can possess the data from which
profitable theories may be deduced.”
Any aesthetic theory without some personal aesthetic experience as its basis would be nothing. short of
dishonesty. In the present thesis, we apologize, therefore, for drawing occasionally on our own personal
impressions. Writing on a “genre” of literature which is almost unknown to China (for reasons indicated in
Chapter XII), we are fully conscious of our drawbacks and incompetence. But on the other hand, unshackled by
traditional ideas and patriotic motives, we can perhaps look on the problem in a more detached manner and from a
fresher point of view than some European writers.
Our interpretation of the Aristotelian doctrine of pity and fear and their catharsis will perhaps be looked on
with amused disdain by classical scholars, while our disparaging remarks on certain modern tragic poets are likely
to arouse dissension from other quarters. The only excuse for putting foreword these somewhat heretic views is
that they are formed after considerable examination of concrete facts.
We are aware, however, of the danger of relying too much on subjective impressions which are notoriously
one-sided and often erroneous. We shall try, therefore, to corroborate our personal impressions with the views of
those whose learning, judgment and taste are better than ours. …
13
… In the present Chapter we propose to collect the different threads of argument that are scattered about in the
foregoing pages and try to weave them into an organic whole. Though our business is now mainly recapitulatory,
we shall make the present Chapter as self-contained as possible, without making tedious references to what has
been said in the previous Chapters, so that a clear notion of our view may be formed from our concluding remarks
alone.
Let us briefly recall the situation in which we enjoy a tragedy: your work is done for the day, and you have
money to spend on amusements. Various attractions present themselves for your choice, but you decide for the
theater. The house is already crowded and all spectators are held in anxious expectancy.
Presently the curtain is drawn and all eyes converge to a stage brightly lighted and artistically decorated. For
two or three hours you are transformed, to an entirely different world, the threads of your daily cares have been
clipped with your ticket. Instead of changing remarks on weather with your next door neighbor or making
bargains for butter and cheese with your grocer, you have before your eyes great heroes, high princes, incredible
villains and sometimes even the gods, themselves, getting entangled in extraordinary situations; making fatal
mistakes, committing hideous crimes. incurring unspeakable misfortunes and meeting horrible death. You witness
Agamemnon sacrificing his own daughter, Clytemnestra betraying and murdering her own husband, and Orestes
plunging a dagger into the bosom of his own mother, you listen to Cassandra foretelling dreadful calamities on the
House of Atreus, the Trojan women lamenting their captivity and servitude, Othello telling the Venetian
ambassadors you “utter a sigh or drop a tear in spite of yourself.” At the interval. you say to your companion:
“they are terribly unlucky”, and heedless you remark: «what a pity that they should have come to this”.
Yet in spite of all this, you and your companion are equally highly pleased and applaud the actors for having
done well. You are excited and exultant, you, feel as if you had taken part in an animated intimate conversation, as
if a great burden had been lifted from your heart. Sometimes you have a similar feeling when you have only read
a great masterpiece of Sophocles or Shakespeare.
All this seems so natural that you hardly think that there is a problem in it. But in your philosophical moments,
you may recall your experience at the theater and wonder why tragedy, which represents painful events, should
give us pleasure. The more you think of it, the more you will be puzzled by it. Why do you pay money to see
greatness thrown away, or strength and beauty frustrating themselves or tortured to death? If you dislike the sight
of suffering in real life, why do you enjoy Hamlet or Phèdre?
Answers to these questions have been offered on high authority. But when you have searched dusty shelves for
learned theories and pondered over them, you will be disappointed to find that they do not always square with
your own actual experience and very often they are at variance with both common sense and strict logic. Even the
philosophers have their drowsy moments.
The problem of tragic p1easu.re is not so simp1e as it appears at first sight. Looking on the surface, you will
see that tragedy contains much that is terrible. But it contains also something more. The tragic is never merely
terrible. It inspires and uplifts us whereas the merely terrible horrifies us and leaves us a dominant sense of gloom
and depression. A realistic account of murder that we can find every day in newspapers never gives us the same
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impression as Macbeth, and an accident in which a man is killed by a motor-car does not move us in the same
way as the passage in Phèdre, where the messenger tells us of the terrible death of Hippolytus. The one possesses
a touch of heroic grandeur, whereas the other is characterized by its sordidness. The failure to make such an
obvious distinction has led Faguet and others to think that pleasure in tragedy is a sinister satisfaction of our
malignant and cruel instincts. The so-called malevolence theory wou1d imply that the intensity of tragic effect
stands in direct proportion to the degree of horror.
But as a matter of fact, there is a limit beyond which the terrible, instead of giving pleasure, actually causes
pain. Physical torture, for example, is generally treated in tragedy with reticence. Oedipus did not blind himself
before the spectators, the scene in King Lear in which Cornwall and Regan plucked off the eyes of Old Gloucester
arouses our indignation and horror. It has all the sordidness of an actual act of cruelty, terrible without being
tragic.
The failure to make the distinction between the tragic and the merely terrible has also led many people to
confuse Tragedy as a work of art with the suffering in actual life. As tragedy represents misfortunes and
calamities, people have got into the habit of speaking of any misfortune or calamity as a “Tragedy”. Take up a
newspaper at random, you will find the word “tragedy” at least once or twice used for such events as a railway
accident, a bankruptcy or a family dispute. You often hear people say: “As there is so much tragedy in actual life,
one no longer goes to the theater for it”; and the realists cry:
“Let us have our modern tragedy true to life!”
Now the fact is that there is no more tragedy in actual life than there is poetry in a dictionary or sculpture in a
quarry of stones. Tragedy is a work of art, shaped by the creative imagination of a great master. It is manifestly
artificial and ideal. It is true that Tragedy represents such misfortunes and calamities as we do often find in actual
life. But we never find them exactly the same. Mere misfortunes and calamities do not make a tragedy. A
shipwreck does not make its victims tragic heroes, nor could the disappointment in love of John the blacksmith be
ranked with the disaster of Romeo. Misfortunes and calamities become tragedies only when they have been
“filtered” through the medium of art. Tragedy, as the aestheticians say, gives us a “distanced” view of life. The
actions and passions are put out of gear with their habitual practical associations, and we look on them only at a
distance and in a detached spirit.
There are several devices by which life is “distanced” in Tragedy. The most obvious one is the temporal or
spatial remoteness of the events represented. The scene is laid in some far-off country, the action is represented to
have taken place “once upon a time”. The tragic poets, both ancient and modern, draw their material generally
from primitive mythology or remote history. When the curtain is drown, the spectators are confronted with
personages clad in antique costumes moving in exotic settings, they feel at once that they are no longer
transacting business in the exchange or examining criminal cases in London slums.
The exceptional nature of the tragic situations, characters and transactions constitutes a further distancing
factor. You are no longer watching crowds of insignificant human beings rushing to catch an underground train or
engaged in petty disputes with rascals and gamblers in a public tavern; but superb heroes on the turning point of
their fortune or innocent heroines at the last moment of their death agony. In one or two hours, Troy is going to
fall, Rome is to change hands from Brutus to Antony, or the forest of Binam will be moving to Dunsinane.
Everything is built on a gigantic scale. Life assumes a dimension and reaches an intensity which you would never
meet with in your ordinary world of compromise and mediocrity. As Mr. Bullough has justly observed,
The tragic of tragedy would, transposed into ordinary life, in nine cases out of ten, end in drama, in comedy or even in
farce, for lack of steadfastness, for fear of conventions, for the dread of “scenes”, for a hundred and one petty
faithlessnesses towards a belief or an ideal.

Distance is further increased by certain traditional techniques and formal qualities of dramatic art. Actual
events never divide themselves in five acts, nor is their duration confined to a few hours. They advance by
insensible progress and in a haphazard manner so that you find it difficult afterwards to detect the links among the
various incidents. But in Tragedy you have to observe the unity of action and interest, and very often to set a limit
to time and space. Events are compressed together—like distilled essence with all alien matter thrown off.
The poetical element is another factor to be considered. Your ordinary men and women would never declare
their love or lament their woe in a pompous diction set in long-winded blank verse or Alexandrines. But a long
tradition has sanctified the practice of writing tragedy in verse, and the best authorities are agreed that Tragedy
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suffers a great loss if verse is abandoned altogether. The more tragic the situation is, the greater is the need for
verse. Many pathetic passages in great tragedies would be unbearable if they were written in prose.
Finally in all great tragedies there is always an other-world atmosphere, an unearthly light, which marks them
off from the actual life: Greek tragedy is related to religious rites and has a sacred halo around it. Modern tragedy,
though secular in nature, often introduces the supernatural to give itself a touch of mystery.
The effect of this other-world atmosphere is enhanced by theatrical arrangements. The general theatrical
milieu, the shape of the stage, the artificial.lighting and the unrealistic setting of the scene, the costumes,
conventional postures and chanting voice of the actors, all contribute to the increase of distance. There exists a
gulf between the spectators world and the world across the footlights which neither the actors or the spectators
can overstep. The spectators are only asked to look on, and not to take part in the events on the stage. Their
mental attitude is thus detached and isolated. No practical interest could come up to interfere with their aesthetic
contemplation.
Now it becomes clear that the misfortunes and calamities as represented by Tragedy cannot be put on the same
footing with those in actual life. When Plato reproaches the artists with being “twice removed from reality”, he
really understates the case. The tragic poets are as many times removed from reality as the number of the
“distancing” devices which they employ. In Tragedy you don’t enjoy misfortunes and calamities as such, you
enjoy them as “distanced” or “removed from reality”. And the devices just enumerated make them vivid enough
to interest, but not acute enough to wound. The same truth is often expressed by saying that the painful emotions
in tragedy are mitigated by the sense of illusion. Though in a moment of concentrated attention, we may not be
distinctly aware of the fictitious nature of tragic events, we are nevertheless prevented by various “distancing”
factors from taking them as real. In Tragedy the terrible is subdued and transfigured by the power of art. We are in
a state of aesthetic contemplation and our pleasure is essentially an aesthetic pleasure. Malevolence, moral
sympathy, the sense of justice and other practical considerations either do not come in at all, or, if they do, they
usurp a place which really does not belong to them.
*
So far we have only discussed the tragic as an objective quality and emphasized the distinction between it and
what is merely terrible in actual life. When we analyze our subjective attitudes in presence of the tragic, we shall
find that our problem is further complicated by individual differences. After the representation of a fine tragedy,
all the spectators are pleased, but each for a different reason. Some feel glad that the villains are after all punished;
Hamlet killed Claudius and Macbeth did not survive Banquo and Macduff. Others applaud the art of the poet and
actors. Others, again, are pleased simply because they have experienced a delightful emotional thrill. Perhaps
these are not yet all the reasons that the audience of a full-packed theater might give for their satisfaction. When
you talk of tragic pleasure, which kind of pleasure do you exactly mean then?
Man is pre-eminently a moral being. Tragedy treats serious matters. It is natural that the audience of a fine
tragedy should be stirred both emotionally and intellectually. Before your very eyes a virtuous and prosperous
king comes suddenly to know his unintentional and yet hideous crimes and is driven to exile, an old father is put
out of door in a stormy night by his own daughters, or a villain calumniates before a jealous husband a woman
whom you know to be perfectly virtuous and innocent. On such occasions can you remain undisturbed and feel no
sympathy for the unfortunate sufferers? Do you not wish for them a better fortune and for the wicked their just
punishment?
Again, thinking beings as you are, do you not ponder over the problems of evil and justice and even cast a
glance at the larger cosmological issues such as fatality, Providence and human liberty? When you think of all
these questions, you will probably excuse certain writers whose theories of Tragedy are based just on these
considerations. Aristotle insists that the tragic hero should be neither a villain nor a saint, but a good man with
some flaw. Other writers like Gervinus even go so far as to regard the theater as a court of justice and our pleasure
in Tragedy as a moral satisfaction with the just distribution of reward and punishment. Edmund Burke would
believe that our sympathy with the sufferer engenders the pleasure in the sight of suffering, for, if the sight of
suffering causes pain, we would run away, instead of rendering help, from the most tragic situation where
sympathy is most needed. According to Hegel, Tragedy represents the conflict of two equally justifiable but onesided ethical forces and the catastrophe restores universal harmony. For Schopenhauer, on the other hand, Tragedy
reveals to us the vanity of vanities and teaches us to renounce the will-to-live.
Different stories have been told by other writers equally eminent and equally self-confident. We need not call
in question the honesty of men like Burke, Hegel and Schopenhauer. They may have enjoyed tragedy each in the
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manner they have described. But unfortunately their accounts contradict one another, and each of them involves
some serious diffiiculties of its own.
Most of them regard Tragedy from a moral point of view. Now, Tragedy, as all agree, is a work of art, and our
enjoyment of it is above all an aesthetic experience. In aesthetic contemplation, we do often feel a kind of
sympathy, but not sympathy in its usual moral or ethical sense. Moral sympathy and aesthetic sympathy differ in
three important aspects. In the first place, moral sympathy generally involves a conscious distinction between the
subject and the object in a state of trance, we forget ourselves and participate in the life-activities of the object
contemplated. Secondly, moral sympathy can never be detached from the context of the life-experience and
mental make-up of the subject and it is generally accompanied with hopes and fears; whereas aesthetic sympathy
isolates the experience of the moment from the context of life-history and the subject is “lost” in the object.
Lastly, moral sympathy is a practical attitude which issues in activities, we try to relieve the object sympathized
from the suffering which has aroused our sympathy; whereas aesthetic sympathy leads to no practical
consequences,. it involves only such, imitative activities as feeling sad or joyful in seeing others sad or joyful. The
same difference is often expressed by saying that in moral sympathy we act towards the object, whereas in
aesthetic sympathy we act with the object. We stretch our hand towards a friend, but with a. statue or an actor.
In the enjoyment of tragedy, it is aesthetic rather than moral sympathy which we often experience. We do not
carry messages from Juliet to Romeo, we simply feel sympathetically her anxiety and her agony. We do not cry to
Othello, “You black devil! Don’t you see Iago is telling you lies? The handkerchief which he told you to have
been given away by your wife as a love token to Casius is actually in his own pocket!”, but like Othello, we let
ourselves be blinded and cry inwardly with him, “O the pity of it!”
Of course there are naïve souls who, in a moment of intense illusion, take the tragic events as real and throw
themselves in to interfere with the dramatic action. Thus an American philanthropist throws down fifty coots for a
poor inventor on the stage to buy wood with it in order to keep his fire going. A Chinese woodcutter mounts the
stage and kills with his ax an actor in the role of a disloyal minister. Moral sympathy of this kind may easily help
to avoid a theatrical catastrophe or to vindicate the principle of justice, but alas, in doing so, it also destroys the
tragedy! Those who enjoy Tragedy for sympathy, justice or any other moral purpose are just like the American
philanthropist or the Chinese wood-cutter, doing a virtuous deed at the wrong moment.
These instances also show that a proper enjoyment of Tragedy requires a certain amount of self-possession and
sober intelligence. The followers of Lipps and Groos are apt to over-emphasize the role of aesthetic sympathy or
“empathy” as they call it. They often lead people to think that there is no aesthetic enjoyment unless there is a
complete identification or fusion of the subject with the object, of the ego with the non-ego. But as Milller
Freienfels has observed, aesthetic responses to theatrical performances vary with individuals. There are spectators
of the “participant” type who identify themselves with one character after another to the extent of losing al selfconsciousness and self-control. There are others of the “contemplator” type who look on the unfolding of
dramatic action in a God-like detachment, and enjoy a tragedy mainly for its formal beauty. Diderot noticed long
ago a similar difference among the actors. His famous paradox requires that an actor, while simulating emotions
“into the life”, should be free from sensibility and that he should watch and control himself. The same difference
has given rise to two of theories of tragic pleasure. One type of theories attribute the cause of tragic pleasure to
emotional relief, the feeling of tension or the sense of effort. The other type of theories attribute it to the
satisfaction of intellectual curiosity, to the appreciation of beauty or to the revelation of some profound truth.
The ideal spectator (as well as the ideal actor) stands perhaps between these two extremes. He responds to a
tragedy both emotionally and intellectually. Emotionally he identifies himself with the characters and feels more
or less as they feel. This enables him to have a first-hand intuitive knowledge of the mind of the characters. It is a
primary condition of understanding a tragedy. Intellectually he remains his own master, he sees a tragedy as a
work of art and notices the relation of the different parts to the whole. Complete participation without detached
and sober intelligence would lose sight of the formal beauty of a tragedy; complete detachment without
sympathetic participation, on the other hand, would fail to give rise to the emotional glow which characterizes all
true aesthetic experiences. So the source of tragic pleasure must be sought both in emotional relief and in
intellectual curiosity. The enjoyment of tragedy is a complex phenomenon and it varies a good deal with the
mental habit of different individuals. It would be misleading to rely exclusively on any one type of theories or any
one solution.
*
Having disentangled the problem of tragic pleasure from certain main complications in which it is involved,
we may proceed to determine the specific nature of tragic pleasure itself.
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“We must ask of tragedy,” says Aristotle, “not every kind of pleasure, but only that which is proper to it.”
It is a shrewd advice, but it may be misleading. There are some writers who have erred because they have
ignored it, there are also others who have erred because they have followed it.
It cannot be denied that Tragedy gives a pleasure which is peculiar to itself and which is given by no other
form of experience, as every species has its distinctive mark. Such a simple truth has not always been borne in
mind by a writers on Tragedy. Tragic pleasure has been explained by the need of occupation (Ldubos); by the
feeling of tension or effort (Lipps, Puffer); by the power of art (Fontenelle, Hume); by emotional relief (Aristotle
and his commentators); by intellectual curiosity (Aristotle, Santayana, Lucas); and so on. Tragedy may contain all
these sources of pleasure, but they are not peculiar to Tragedy alone. You may occupy yourself with gambling or
hunting, you may experience a sense of tension or effort in taking a gymnastic exercise, you may satisfy your
intellectual curiosity in watching cock-fighting, you may have aesthetic delight in looking at a vase or in reading a
lyrical poem. How does the enjoyment of tragedy differ from all these? Our complaining against all the theories
just mentioned is not that they are false, but that they are very vague and inadequate.
But on the other hand it should also be remembered that a species possesses, besides its differentiating
attribute, the common qualities of the genus to which it belongs. Socrates was no less a Vertebrate than a Greek
philosopher. If you have discovered the pleasure peculiar to Tragedy and point to it triumphantly—“Tragic
pleasure is that and nothing else”—you would as well say that Socrates was a Greek philosopher and therefore not
a Vertebrate. Perhaps you would say,
“Of course there is no one as absurd as that.”
But theories of Tragedy have been proposed one after another with the conviction that this alone is true and
the rest all false. Would Hegel concede that there is in Tragedy something else than the vindication of Eternal
Justice? Or would Schopenhauer be induced to believe that the revelation of the worthlessness of life may not be
the main cause of tragic pleasure? One sided views are generally apt to be false, especially in the domain of
mental life where every event is inextricably related to an infinite number of other events, and where isolated
causes and isolated effects are alike pure abstractions. You never enjoy tragedy only for the pleasure which is
proper to it. Moreover, the differentiating attribute of an object or phenomenon consists not only in the presence
of some entirely new element, but very often also in the manner and proportion in which various common
elements are combined together. Is it not possible that tragic pleasure may have nothing else peculiar to itself than
the way in which it combines such common sources of pleasure as emotional relief, sense of effort, intellectual
curiosity, the power of art, etc.? This consideration makes it all the more incumbent on us to envisage the problem
in all its aspects and ignore no factor which might possibly contribute to tragic pleasure. Let us build up our
argument like a pyramid, starting with the broadest basis and come gradually to the culminating point.
1. The enjoyment of Tragedy is first of all simply an activity, and it is natural that it yields the pleasure which
attends human activities in general. Here it is of supreme importance to determine the nature of pleasure itself.
The Hedonists are wrong in regarding feeling as the cause of volitions and activities, for feeling depends on our
subjective interest and attitude, and nothing is pleasant or painful by itself apart from its relation to our subjective
interest and attitude. The truer view is that feeling is the result of volitions and activities. Life is constantly
striving to realize itself in activities. Feeling is the indicator of the success or failure of that strife: pleasure when
activity is unimpeded and vital energy finds its natural outlet; pain when activity is obstructed and vital energy is
pent-up. The antithesis of life, as every one knows, is death, which simply means the cessation of all vital
activities. To cease to be active is of all things the most abhorred by all living beings. The languid state of
indolence is a painful situation which man tries at all cost to avoid by seeking various kinds of occupations.
Tragedy, as Abbé Dubos holds, delights us because it is one of the occupations which realize the feeling of ennui.
But life also means change. Man soon gets tired of one occupation and craves for something different. Tragedy
is not only an occupation, but also a diversion. It sets us free from the monotony of our daily routine and
drudgery. Herein, again, lies one of its sources of delight.
Both occupation and diversion give vent to our vital energy, they arouse the sense of tension, effort or vitality.
In Tragedy we do not enjoy the mere sight of suffering, but we enjoy it as a strong stimulant which shocks and
vivfies us.
“We are not pleased by an evil,” writes Prof. Santayana, “we are pleased by a vivid and exciting sensation
which is a good.”
The sense of effort, which we feel in enjoying a tragedy, comes mainly from our sympathetic imitation of the
actions and passions of the dramatic personages. Tragic characters are generally characterized by their great
power, strong will and uncompromising spirit. They identify themselves with some forces or ideals and carry
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them to the end with a superhuman steadfastness and heroic persistence. We are “galvanized”, as it were, by
coming into contact with them and by imitating them sympathetically.
Moreover, the sense of effort is also partly due to our intellectual curiosity, to our natural thirst for more
experience and knowledge. Tragedy, if it is painful, is also profoundly true.
“The desire for truth,” writes Prof. Santayana, “makes us eagerly welcome whatever comes in its name. … A
primitive instinct makes us turn the eyes full on any object that appears in the dim borderland of our field of
vision—and this all the more quickly, the more terrible that object threatens to be.”
As Tragedy presents us with the sight of human suffering, some writers have been led to think that tragic
pleasure, like the delight in gladiatorial shows and public executions, is to be attributed to the instinctive
malignity and cruelty in human nature. The weakness of this view, as we have shown, lies in that it confounds
Tragedy as a work of art with suffering in actual life. It may be pointed out furthermore that even the delight in
gladiatorial shows and public executions is better explained by their exciting nature than by human malignity and
cruelty. If Tragedy has anything in common with them, it is perhaps in the fact that they are, like Tragedy, strong
stimulants for our vital energy and for our curiosity, rather than in their appeal to our baser instincts.
2. These various sources of pleasure common to most human activities, do not, of course, yield the pleasure
proper to Tragedy or even the pleasure proper to art in general. The conditions of beauty remain to be fulfilled.
The enjoyment of Tragedy is more specifically an artistic activity, and it is natural that it involves the pleasure
common to all aesthetic experiences. Tragedy, in common with other forms of art, differs from the ordinary
objects which engage our activities in that it moves in an ideal world, it is life set in an artificial frame and viewed
at a distance. The activity which it calls forth does not serve any external practical purpose, it is enjoyed for its
own sake. It is what Schiller has called “free activity” or “spontaneous overflow of exuberant energy.”
Art is thus a compensation for reality. It offers us an imaginary world more satisfactory than the real one. To
say this of Tragedy may perhaps cause some surprise, for tragedy paints the darker side of life. But it is
nevertheless true that Tragedy redresses the balance of the real world. Compared with our narrow circle of
insignificant operations, the tragic world is at least a world of extraordinary exertions, strong passions,
superhuman constancy and heroic grandeur. It is a shining picture steeped in the light of Apollo, as Nietzsche has
symbolically put it, in which the Dionysian man forgets his primordial suffering and attains “redemption through
appearance.”
Like art in general, Tragedy is an emotional experience ardently felt, beautifully expressed and confidentially
communicated. The experience of a strong emotions in itself a source of delight which is doubly heightened by
the beauty of expression and by the effect of sympathy. In Tragedy, we come both emotionally and intellectually
into intimate contact with a master mind, and through that contact we imbibe something of that vital power, that
emotional glow, that exulting sense in moulding the shapes of things to heart’s content which ha thrilled the poet
in the inspired moment of creation. We share his joy in a beauteous vision and triumph with him over the conquest
of immense technical difficulties. We are uplifted by his exalted style, lulled by his melody and rhythm and
enchanted by his images and symbols. The terrible event represented is subjugated and transfigured by the power
of art. We may be saddened by the truth, but we are delighted by the vehicle that conveys it to us. In all great
works of art content an never be separated from form. One reason for our delight in Tragedy is that we do not
consider misfortunes and calamities apart from the form in which they are represented. It is only in inartistic
works where content and form are not fused together so as to form an inseparable whole that we are apt to direct
our attention to content apart from form, and that the painful nature of tragic events is most likely to thrust itself
upon us.
3. Tragedy, in common with other forms of dramatic art, differs from art in general in that it 8immitates action
in a lively manner through the medium of actual human beings. A novel, an epic poem or even a picture may be
magic, but they all represent action indirectly and their chief interest lies mainly in character drawing. This is why
Aristotle, in estimating the relative importance of different elements of Tragedy, ranks plot the highest of all.
“Action,” says Schlegel, “is the true enjoyment of life, nay, life itself.”
This explains the fact that the taste for theater is more universal than the plastic arts. The majority of people
who care little for pictures and statues, are yet enthusiastic about drama. Theaters are generally more frequented
than museums and art galleries. As drama is mainly concerned with action, the feeling of vitality is much more
intensely felt in seeing a play than in looking at a picture or in reading a lyrical poem.
4. So far we have dwelt mainly on generalities. But Tragedy has also its distinctive attribute. It differs from
other forms of dramatic art in that the action represented is of the most serious nature. The more serious side of
life consists not in naïve joy or unmitigated happiness but in suffering and distress. Thus Tragedy portrays evils,
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misfortunes and calamities. It tells the story of the fall from prosperity to adversity of some hero or heroine who is
characterized either by heroic grandeur or by moral greatness. Such a fall is not always morally justifiable. The
principal personage may have some flaw in his or her character, but that flaw hardly deserves the terrible
punishment in the catastrophe. There would be no tragedy if there were no evils and if the world were entirely
governed by the principle of justice. Tragedy generally gives us the impression that there is in the universe a
power which is neither controllable by human will nor intelligible to human understanding, and that this power is
blind to the distinction of right and wrong and it crushes th4e virtuous as well as the wicked. Such an impression
is generally described as the sense of Fate. It is, if not the only essential feature, at least one of the essential
features, in Tragedy.
In Tragedy, we are not simply amused as in comedy, but moved, thrilled and uplifted. Comedy, as Bergson has
observed, touches mainly our intellect, whereas Tragedy plunges deep into our hearts and arouses our emotions.
The emotions aroused by tragedy are pity and fear, as Aristotle pointed out long ago. It is essential in the tragic
experience that both these emotions should be aroused at one and the same time. Pity consists of two elements:
love or sympathy for the object, and a sense of regret for its defect or suffering. As an aesthetic emotion it is
closely related to the sense of the graceful. A graceful object looks as if it solicits our sympathy, and its fragile
nature awakens in us a slight sense of regret. In tragedy, pity is awakened mainly by the sense of Fate. We regret
that things should have been as they are, and in our sympathy with mankind in general, we wish them to have
been otherwise. This feeling often gives Tragedy a touch of pessimism and melancholy and a kind of beauty
which comes near to the graceful tinctured with sadness.
But the graceful tinctured withsadn3ess, taken by itself, does not arouse the sense of the magic proper, for it
takes the inspiring or uplifting power. This power is supplied by the emotion of fear. Fear as an aesthetic emotion
is an essential ingredient in the sense of the sublime. The sublime object, as Kant has analyzed it, gives us first a
“momentary check,” or overwhelms us, by its greatness in dimension or power; and then forces us to share in
aesthetic sympathy its greatness. We are at first stupefied, and suddenly come to be aware of our own littleness or
impotence, and then we burst our own limits, identify ourselves ideally with the sublime object and feel ourselves
inspired, ennobled and magnified. The emotion of the first stage is fear, that of the next wonder or admiration.
The tragic affects us in xacytly the same manner. It is first of all terrible because of its greatness in dimensionand
power. Before the terrible work of Fate we feel our own littleness and feebleness. But this “momentary check” is
counterbalanced by the sense of human dignity awakened in us by the superhuman persistence and heroic
grandeur with which the tragic personages face their misfortunes and calamities.
The tragic is, then, essentially similar to the sublime, but there is in the tragic more than the sublime. The
sublime is above our pity, and in contemplating a stormy night or a lofty mountain, we never feel anything like a
sense of regret. Tragedy, on the other hand, has always something tender in it, something that makes us feel
regretful for its very existence. In a word, we feel pity as well as fear in tragedy. The tragic, we may say then, is
the combined effect of the sublime and the piteous, with the first as the preponderant element of the two. As the
tragic is closely related to the sublime, and as the positive stage in the experience of the sublime involves th4e
emotion of wonder or admiration, Aristotle’s list of tragic emotions is perhaps incomplete.
To pity and fear we should add wonder, admiration or reverence. In Tragedy the sense of human dignity is as
essential as the sense of Fate. There would be no tragedy if there were no conflict, no reaction against calamities.
In that conflict the tragic hero is generally defeated, but morally he triumphs, his spirit remains undaunted. If we
do not feel something like admiration or wonder, we have certainly missed an essential part of the tragic spirit.
The problem of pity and fear in Tragedy is traditionally related to that of catharsis.
“Tragedy affects through pity and fear the catharsis of these emotions.”
Two interpretations of the word “catharsis” have been proposed. The older view was that it is a religious
metaphor, meaning “purification.” Modern philologists are inclined, however to take it in its medical sense,
meaning “purgation.” Now from the psychological point of view, the word “catharsis’ can mean neither
“purification” in the old religious sense, nor “purgation” in the technical medical sense. For, in the first place,
emotions are functions and not static entities, they do not exist either before or after excitation, they were not like
dirty linen which can be dyed or washed. Secondly, if “pity and fear” are understood not as the emotions
themselves, but as the corresponding instinctive disposition of these emotions, then it must be point out that the
ordinary instinctive dispositions are biologically useful, they do not necessarily contain, with the majority of
human beings, a painful or morbid element to be purified or purged. Pathological cases are rare, and Tragedy is
not a special treatment for madmen and lunatics. Thirdly, instincts and emotions have not been much modified
throughout all these long ages, they are not likely to be either purified or purged by fictitious tales of suffering in a
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few hours. Besides, biological evidence points to the conclusion that exercise strengthens rather than mitigates the
force of instincts. Lastly, the nature of emotions is partly determined by the circumstances at the moment of their
excitation. As pity and fear in tragedy and those of actual life are aroused under entirely different circumstances. It
is unlikely that occasional exercises of pity and fear in Tragedy, should have any sensible effect on the pity and
fear in actual life.
Attempts have been made to interpret the word “catharsis” in the light of the Freudian Psychology. Now,
“catharsis”, in the general Freudian psychological principles, means the discharge of some “affect” or energy that
has been repressed with its associated idea. The discharge is affected, not by a simple direct relief, but by the
“displacement” of the “affect” on a different idea which is less objectionable in the eye of consciousness, when it
is applied to tragedy, “catharsis” means for the Freudians a “wish-fulfillment” and especially the fulfillment of an
incestuous wish which forms the nucleus of the “Oedipus complex.”
All these are modern ideas which cannot be attributed to Aristotle. Besides the danger of reading modern ideas
into old doctrines, the Freudian interpretation, taken by itself, also involves some difficulties. To mention but two,
it implies, in the first place, the idea that a wish is fulfilled in the unconscious whole the pleasure of its fulfillment
is left in consciousness. This idea seems to us contradictory, for it amounts to saying that a wish is fulfilled, but
the subject (i.e., the unconscious personality) is not satisfied. Secondly, it leaves the formal beauty of tragedy
unexplained. The nature of the unconscious requires that a wish should be symbolically expressed, but it does not
require that it should be beautifully expressed.
We have formed a much simpler view on the matter. Catharsis means nothing more than an “emotional relief”.
Both pity and fear are accompanied with a mixed feeling-tone. It is pleasant as it is an expression of love and
sympathy, painful as it contains also a sense of regret. Fear is pleasant as it shocks and vivifies us, painful as it
arises from the sense of danger. The pain in both pity and fear is felt in Tragedy. The notion of purified pity and
fear is untenable, for pity and fear would not be what they are, if they were painless. It is the element of pain that
gives the tragic experience its peculiar vividness and pungency. But the pain in Tragedy does not holdout in the
end. As pleasure results from all unimpeded activities, pain itself may become a source of pleasure if it finds free
expression either in bodily activities or in some form of art. Grief, for example, brings about a delightful relief,
when one has wept. The poets sing more about melancholy than about pure joy. The expression of an emotion,
whether pleasant or painful, gives vent to the energy that is attached to it, or as we usually say, “relieves” it.
“Emotional relief” is really synonymous with “Emotional expression.” In Tragedy, when the emotions of pity and
fear are felt and expressed, the energy which is attached to them is discharged, the pain in them is converted to
pleasure and swells the current of the positive pleasure which is caused on the one hand by tragic pity and fear
and on the other, by the power of art. The pleasure which is peculiar to Tragedy is thus a mixed feeling. It is the
sum-total of the positive pleasure in pity and fear and in art, and the pleasure which is converted from the pain in
pity and fear as a result of relief, or expression, or as Aristotle would have it, “catharsis”.
*
In conclusion a few words may be said of Tragedy in relation to religion and philosophy.
Tragedy, like religion and philosophy, is deeply concerned with the problems of evil, divine justice and human
responsibility. But the tragic spirit is alien to both, for Tragedy finds no definite solution to ultimate problems,
whereas religion and philosophy try either to take refuge in a dogma which is emotionally satisfactory, or to build
up a metaphysical system which is rationalistically demonstrable. This difference explains why those great races
like the Chinese, the Hindus and the Hebrews, who content themselves with a religion or a philosophy or both,
have produced no tragedy at all, though their literary achievements in other respects rank very high.
Tragedy mirrors the perplexity of an intellectually active and emotionally sensitive mind before the vision of
some terrible event which is at once against our natural desire and beyond our limited power of understanding.
The tragic attitude resembles rather the perplexed and yet fervent state of mind that often leads to a religious
conversion, than the settled faith of a sincere religious convert. Racine, for example, gave up the writing of
tragedies after he had been definitely converted to Jansenism. Nor is the tragic attitude that of a skeptic. Voltaire,
too, was a skeptic but no great tragic poet. A skeptic is an intellectual vagabond who has neither passion for, nor
faith in, a hoe. A tragic poet feels both intellectually and emotionally the strong need of a home but he finds none.
Tragedy was Greek in its origin. It was born at a time when Greek thought had not yet crystallized itself into a
definite religious creed or a consistent philosophical system. Try all you can, you will never be able to deduce
from the works of Aeschylus or Sophocles any well-defined and consistent religious or moral faith. We are not
surprised to find Tragedy bitterly attacked by Plato when Greek Philosophy reached its culminating point of
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development. The same reason accounts for the fact that philosophers, from Aristotle to Hegel and Schopenhauer,
cut but poor figures when they try their strength at the problem of Tragedy.
Modern European civilization is a strange mixture of Greek paganism and Hebrew pity. Tragedy as a product
of Greek paganism, has always something profane and blasphemous in it. The Greek notion of fatality is hardly
comparable with the Christian doctrine of Providence. Thus modern European Tragedy is a transformed growth
on an uncongenial soil. It has not given up the Greek notion of fate, but it has also smuggled in the Christian idea
of divine justice. The unhappy effect of such a blending of incongruous ideas is best seen in the works of
Corneille and Racine. Shakespeare in tragedy moves in a pagan world. In spirit he is among the Greeks. Mazzini’s
objection to Shakespeare that he had neither definite outlook upon life nor any soul-dominating faith is based on
the misconception that a great tragic poet should have any moral creed or religious faith at all.
Tragedy always ends with a question mark. It recognized the existence of mystery. If we subject it to a strictly
logical analysis, we shall find that it is full of contradictions. It is permeated all through with a deep sense of Fate,
and yet it is never pale-livered and crest-fallen; it exalts strenuous effort and heroic resistance. It shows the
greatness and nobility of man at the very moment when it depicts his feebleness and his insignificance. There is in
it an unmistakable note of pessimism and melancholy, and yet it inspires and uplifts us with its profound truth,
magnificent poetry and heroic grandeur. From the bush of thorns it plucks the rose-blossoms.
Shall we blame Tragedy for its contradictions? For its lack of a definite religious faith and of a consistent
philosophical system?
“There are more things in heaven and earth,” says Hamlet to Horatio, “than are dreamt of in your philosophy.”
Life is more radiant and many-sided than the moralists and logicians would have it. The business of tragedy is
“to hold, as ’twere, the mirror up to nature, and not to let our meddling intellect misshape the beauteous forms of
things.”
China 4.140 Excerpt from Lütian\fn{by Su Xuelin (1897-1999)} Rui’an, Zhejiang Province, China (F) 13
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192.108 Excerpts from China Shall Rise Again: 1. “The Spirit That Is China” 2. “Chinese Thought On
Democratic Policy”\fn{by Soong Mayling aka Madame Chaing Kai-shek (1897-2003)} Shanghai, China (F) 7
1
Above the southern portal of St. Paul’s Cathedral, London, is an odd stone upon which is graven the one word
Resurgam. The story of it is that when the great dome was about to be built the architect, Sir Christopher Wren,
asked for a stone to mark the center as a guide for the workmen. From a rubbish heap was brought a piece of old
tombstone which bore that one Latin word. Its significance—“I shall fise again”—so impressed the architect that
he decided to give the stone a permanent place in the structure. There it has remained ever since, a source of
stimulating optimism for all who see it. And to us who witness our people being slain and maimed and our
country desolated, the word should possess special inspiration and cause us to brand it upon our hearts and
emblazon it upon our banners.
If we look at a map of China we can easily realize how the enemy, by virtue of his superior military and naval
armament and air force, has been able to penetrate into many eastern provinces and wrest from us, for the time
being, the peaceful use of most of our railways, highways and waterways. Iri addition to that the barbarous
invaders have murdered multitudes and have uprooted from their homes, their businesses, and their farms millions
of our people who have been forced to travel far afield in search of sustenance and safety from bombardment and
assault.
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Those eastern provinces which have suffered so grievously from enemy attacks were our richest possessions in
agricultural production and cultural development.
The provinces of the west were, until quite recently, remote and inaccessible except by the expenditure of
much time in travel; and the endurance, in most cases, of great hardship. These provinces were regarded by most
of the dwellers in the east as the fascinating home of valuable medicinal herbs, beautiful and rare flowers, giant
pandas and other animals, as well as precious metals. There it was known lived strange tribesmen who inhabited
majestic mountains which were the source of our principal great rivers, but all far too difficult of access ever to be
reached by eastern inhabitants.
Up to the time of the fall of Nanking our people as a whole paid little attention to the far-flung provinces of the
west. Now, however, tens of thousands of our people—among whom are leaders of industries and institutions of
learning, with their staffs and students—have moved in, coming on steamers, motorcars, trucks, or on foot. As a
result of this mass migration the development of Szechuan and other western provinces, which has so long been,
delayed, will be accelerated until there will be done in a year what would, in normal times, have taken perhaps
five decades to accomplish.
Here our country will make up for more than it has lost, for we shall build faster and surer upon the
foundations already laid, and erect the edifice of a rejuvenated nation—a new, strong and robust China.
The pioneers of America were attracted to their west by the lure of gold and land, and they went into a virgin
region. In our west, remote as it is, and difficult of access as it used to be, there has long been established a
civilization and a great population. The people were, however, unable to develop the natural resources because of
lack of skilled labor and because of baffiing distances and staggering mountains, over which toiled the coolies and
ponies and donkeys, the only means of transportation except the steamers and junks which touched at points along
the Yangtze River and its tributaries.
Now the great migration has given artisans to the west, and the lot of all has been alleviated by the creation of
air services and motor highways which connect all provinces and run to the outer world through Yunnan to
Burma, and through Sinkiang to Europe. Our new railways will, in time, connect the southwestern provinces with
the lines of neighboring western countries.
There are many—especially the enemy that has invaded our country—who think that the end has come to the
independence and the individuality of our nation.\fn{ This was written in 1940:H} There are those who think that it is
but a matter of time when the yoke of subjugation will be placed upon our necks.
These people—be they pessimistic or hopeful—overlook one important and outstanding revelation of history.
That is, we Chinese, as a race and a nation, have survived centuries of natural calamity and domestic upheaval
solely because of the possession of remarkable powers of recuperatIon.
That power is undiminished. It is still with us, as all contemporaries know, just as it ever has been with us in
our agelong struggle to safeguard the heritage that has been handed down to us from remote times. And we intend
to foster that power and use it, for we shall never permit this or the coming generation to bear the shame and the
dishonor of sacrificing our ancient birthright.
Our people will continue to fight, as well as to live and thrive and multiply, even through adversity in the
regions where the enemy erroneously imagines he is supreme, but where, in reality, he has but a precarious hold.
And that tenuous grip will, with the flight of time, become ever more uncertain until it will finally relax under the
pressure exerted by our heroic manhood and womanhood.
In the west, with the courage and the heroism and the powers of endurance which are inherent in us, we will
create a new China—a nation tempered in the fires of war, and emerging wise (I hope), progressive, indomitable,
and unafraid.
Our friends whose sympathy we have, and the barbaric enemy who is ravaging our land—if they possess the
imagination to sum up the significance of the past months of unflinching resistance—can surely see the
metaphorical writing on the wall. It is illuminating the walls of our west, aye, our Great Wall and our seaboard,
too. On them all, as in challenging radiance—vibrant with the spirit of the blood that has flowed from our people
and the fires that have burned our earth—can be seen, through the eye of the mind, endurable and prophetic letters
marking our destiny. They are resurgam—“I shall rise again”—and they embody the spirit that is China.
2
My exposure of national weakness in the opening chapters of this book was frank and sincere.\fn{ In chapter two,
she noted: “Slackness which was permitted in the past has, in the flight of years, developed into a strangling national habit … we must
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never forget that it was the evil combination of corruption and cowardice that was solely responsible for the disgrace of humiliation and
territorial lossess which were inflicted upon us in 1894 … into the depths of oblivion must be cast the corroding assumption of olden days
that the officials are the masters of the people … with rare exceptions, barrenness of thought and conventionality of treatment of political
and social topics characterized the output of the literati of [the Ching Dynasty].”} It was purposeful. It was designed to spur my

countrymen to make a virtue of necessity, to take prompt advantage of the detergent effects of the destruction of
life and property that had for so long been visited upon us, and to institute radical reforms, moral as well as
physical.
There is nothing like a great conflagration to clear the way for large-scale city improvement, and there is
perhaps nothing like a war such as we have been waging in self-defense to prepare the way for a far-reaching
remolding of our national character in particular and our national life in general. So much that was good in China
had already been swept involuntarily into the crucible of war that I felt our own volition might well be exercised
to cause much that is evil and unnecessary to follow suit.
Before I had written those chapters the fires of war had already begun to burn into our soul—and blazon upon
the sky for all who have eyes to see—some startling revelations and unexpected changes. The political disunity
that had so disfigured the first two decades of our national endeavor to inaugurate a democratic system of
government, in place of the old oligarchic misrule of the Manchus, disappeared in a flash before Japanese
aggression.
But more important than anything and everything else that is subject to metamorphosis under the impact of
war, the physical and moral cowardice which was supposed to be born and bred in our bones and blood faded as if
by magic. Instead of ancient China falling prostrate and groveling before the Japanese invaders, its ill-armed
people, unsupported by other nations, stood on their feet in stalwart defiance, and were mowed down in their
millions by the most ferocious and inhumane type of warfare that had ever been let loose upon human beings.
The Japanese invented, and applied, in defiance of all humane reasoning, instincts, or decency, the “total”
warfare that is now known and accepted by “civilization” as a blitzkrieg. But the Chinese people, contrary to all
expectation and belief, have shown the world how to face and endure it. They have now been standing up, singlehanded, to studied cruelties and a veritable unhalting hurricane of high explosives, delivered by all manner of
modern devices, for three long years.\fn{ The Sino-Japanese portion of World War II began in earnest in 1947:H } Truly a
miracle, if ever a miracle has, in contemporary times, been chronicled. And if one miracle is possible, why not
another?
This thought has led me to make an attempt to stimulate my compatriots to reform by laying bare certain evils
which became inherent solely because they were of benefit to the old-time official class, and have been tolerated
up to this period because no one cared publicly to condemn them. Some of my American friends have written to
me expressing admiration for my “courageous attitude” in openly criticizing my fellow countrymen. Such
compliments I do not deserve; rather they should go to those of our people who have accepted the criticisms in the
spirit in which they were written, and who will realize, as the war proceeds, that times have really changed and
will readjust themselves to the new conditions which are certain to come into being when the war is over. The
influence of the young blood which will then have been purified by the process of war that calls forth all those
powers of endurance, of philosophy, of adaptability, possessed by our people will surely make itself felt in one
way or another throughout the length and breadth of the country.
What I do not like to see is that foreign readers should gain the impression that I hold our people solely
responsible for all that is wrong with China, or imply that what is right with China is due solely to foreign
influence. Far from it.
Occidental\fn{I.e., Western:H} science, technique, and learning of all kinds, have conferred great benefits upon
China. We have still much more to draw from the founts of foreign knowledge, and I have always urged my
countrymen to lose no opportunity to drink of them, fully and satisfyingly. They probably would not agree, after
these three tragic years of unrestrained desolation of their land, that much that is good or wise could be learned
from the equivocal evolution, as they have witnessed it, of foreign policy. In fact, some rather strong views upon
that subject are being entertained, and, since I have been free in pillorying the pet “peccadillos” of our people for
foreign edification, they consider it as incumbent upon me to express their feelings and reactions with regard, at
least, to the value of foreign promises and performances in the field of international politics, especially as they
affect China.
Illuminating volumes could be written upon Sino-foreign impacts and intercourse in general, but not just now.
Suffice it to say that Democratic statesmen have fallen far short of that lofty ideal of honorable recognition and
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fulfillment of obligations that has been set up before our people as the precept to which responsible nations should
always strive to adhere.
All around us we have witnessed how the mighty have fallen from grace! Expediency in action, casuistry in
argument, have replaced the splendid forthrightness of the great men of other times. Treaties, agreements, and
understandings have gone with the wind of self-interest, and, so far as we of China are concerned, we have been
virtually abandoned, and even victimized, by those in high authority whom we have been taught we could regard
with unshaken confidence as our friends. To our people it is unutterably sad that for three weary, heart-breaking
years of heroic resistance we have been left without help to combat a savage aggressor in a war which is not ours
alone but which is that of all democracies.
Human nature being what it is, I feel prone to wonder how those American friends of mine who applauded my
outspoken condemnation of the faults of my countrymen will view, say, an exposure of the critical attitude of the
Chinese mind toward the manner in which the governments of the great democracies met their obligations toward
China. I am moved to comply with the wishes of my compatriots to give expression to their views—and this for
several reasons. One reason is that it might help to clear away any possible misapprehension or misunderstanding
on their part in case the rehabilitation and the remodeling of our country should have to be undertaken with the
assistance of Western learning and experience. Another reason is that China is compelled to expose how she has
been refused assistance in her battle of the democracies against aggression, and how, instead, she has been
victimized by the material help that the democracies have given to Japan during. the whole course of her first
three years of aggression. However, whatever my friends may think, Il n’y a que la vérité qui blessé—only truth
hurts.
It is painful to have to say that my countrymen, rightly or wrongly, have been forced, by their terrible
experiences, to a conclusion derogatory to the democracies. The people of China are convinced that the
responsibility for the outbreak of the appalling warfare now cleaving Europe and shocking the whole world is
directly due to failure of the democracies to appraise correctly the character and intentions of Japan.
It is the opinion of the Chinese people, too, that the negative attitude of the democracies toward Japanese
aggression in China constituted in itself a violation of treaties and international undertakings which was as
reprehensible and as disastrous to international honor, good conduct, and respectability, as the positive
abrogations and acts of violence of which Japan was guilty when she invaded Manchuria in September, 1931, and
China proper in July,1937.
Japan’s easy conquest of Manchuria by unscrupulous means was but an example of how an aggressor could
safely kick irksome principles into limbo and survive unscathed to enjoy not only the possession of the
“conquered” territory, but also the continued political, economic and social good will and friendship of those
democratic nations which were originally the most vociferous in their denunciation of the aggression. Japan had
tested international reactions to undeclared warfare, to the wholesale abrogation of treaties, and she found them
empty of danger—either immediate or remote.\fn{ It is not until December 7, 1941, that Japan attacks the naval installations at
Pearl Harbor:H}
What other encouragement did the militarists of Japan require to set about tackling China? None. When her
plans were perfected for further outrage she expanded the “Manchurian Incident” into the “North China Incident,”
and that, in turn, into the “China Incident.” Soon it promises to assume the stature of an “Asia Incident.” War has
not been declared, but the democracies have virtually conceded to Japan all the rights of a belligerent, while they
refuse to give any assistance of a military nature to China.
When Japan invaded Manchuria we refrained from resisting because the League of Nations undertook to adjust
matters. They lost the region for us. There was a difference, however, when the Japanese repeated the invasion of
China. We abandoned faith in international undertakings, and we fought. For three years now Japan has been
gouging with ferocious intensity at the very vitals of our country. She set the example for the wholesale slaughter
and destruction now running riot in Europe—an example that might never have materialized had the democracies
only possessed the wisdom to see the truth of the old Chinese saying, “Punish one to warn a hundred,” and
fulfilled their obligations to China by restraining Japan. The penalization of Japan would have nipped aggression
in the bud. The pity of it is that up to now there has been no actual punishment, nor has there been any rebuke for
her impertinences, her trespasses upon the rights of the democracies, or her bellicose bluffing.
Without any appreciable aid from the democracies, which professed to be horrified at the unceasing atrocious
inhumanities which were being perpetrated by Japan, the people of China have suffered untold hardships such as
no other race on earth has ever been called upon to suffer or to endure. We have survived the ordeal; and, contrary
to all preconceived ideas entertained by foreigners claiming expert knowledge of China, we have succeeded in
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inflicting punishment in full measure upon the Japanese, and in bogging down their colossal military machine in
our vast hinterland.
For those three years, however, the Chinese people saw the professed defenders of international law and order
failing to come to the aid of our outraged and victimized country in any practical, material way, or even to support
our cause openly. We know the explanation, the excuse—that no one was ready to fight. Nor were we: but we
fought. Think what would have been the situation in the world today had we refrained from defending ourselves,
had we surrendered.
Those nations who were expected to employ every means in their power to defend right against might have
made it abundantly clear to the Chinese people that they would not openly help to defend anything—in Asia. They
could not be induced to resist injustice, or even to oppose the perpetration of inhumanities which were supposed
to be impossible under these codes of modern civilization hitherto believed to be paramount in the protection of
human life.
On the contrary they seemed to be striving to avoid difficulties, and evade obligations, by obeying the dictates
of Japan. The American Government ordered airplanes, bought by China before the opening of hostilities, to be
removed from an American steamer then at a port on the west coast of the United States; the Australian
Government refused to permit even the parts of a private passenger airplane to be assembled in Sydney and flown
to China. But both countries eagerly supplied war materials to Japan for the furtherance of aggression. The British
and French Governments were meticulous in preserving “neutrality” in every possible way, as well as in avoiding
actions of any kind calculated to give umbrage to Japan. The British Government refused to allow British military
or air experts to aid China; the American Government threatened its technical instructors working with the
Chinese Air Force with loss of citizenship. A similar fate was to befall any American who volunteered to fight in
the air for China. Yet, quite a contrary policy was pursued with regard to the war in Spain.
All this our people had before their eyes while they saw their homes being blown to pieces by bombardments
from air, land, and sea; and their fellow beings slaughtered, robbed, reduced to beggary, or made victims of opium
and narcotics.
The shirking of responsibility by the democracies, their unwillingness to offend in any way the susceptibilities
of marauding and murderous Japan, and their cautious inaction in the defense of even their own citizens, interests,
and property, naturally increased Japan’s appetite for conquest at all costs.
The continued willingness of the democracies to regard Japan as an equal, to shake the bloodstained hands of
her ambassadors, to court her trade emissaries, and covet her money, while lodging futile and empty “face-saving”
protests which did not save anyone’s “face,” presented an astonishing spectacle for the Chinese people; and
encouraged the Japanese to laugh up their sleeves while they flouted the protests. It was no wonder to our people
that Japan refused any longer to respect, or fear, the supposed sincerity, courage, or retaliatory power of the
democracies.
At this writing France has capitulated to Japan’s pressure, and the route of supplies through Indo-China was
closed with the suddenness of a pin pricked balloon; Great Britain has vainly attempted to appease by the
“temporary” closing of the Burma route. And America?
America, after three years, has only now placed a controlling hand upon the sale to Japan of scrap iron and
petroleum, but even that has been done with the cautious explanation that this measure has been adopted merely
for the sake of self-defense, and was not necessarily aimed specially at Japan.
This has led the Chinese people to think that America could not in any wise explain away her attitude of the
past three years, for it must be remembered that while impartial, justice-loving Americans did try to do all they
could to point out the significance of China’s struggle, and aid China in relief work, others in America amassed
profits by selling to Japan the necessities of war which enabled her to continue her destruction of Chinese life and
property. Eighty per cent of Japan’s war supplies came from America—and 95 per cent of the aviation gasoline
which was used by Japan in her ruthless and indiscriminate bombing was American.
China has thus been compelled to fight a war, not of her own making, with a power credited with transcendent
military skill and equipment, and one which has been aided and abetted unstintingly by the markets of
democracies. These markets have been virtually closed to us, for no help has been given us to avail ourselves of
them. China has been fighting not only in her own defense, but, as it has turned out, in defense of international
decency, justice, and righteousness as well. She has been the champion of the principles for which other
democracies are now at war, but mention of what China has been able to do for the cause is seldom if ever alluded
to—an amazing situation.
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In engaging in a long and costly war with Japan, instead of compromising as she might have done, China has
served the democracies in a remarkable and unprecedented way. If contemporary judgment does not accord her
credit for that, then history surely will. But this reflection is cold comfort. Every day the toll of our mutilated men,
women, and children; the destruction of the means of livelihood of our surviving population, and the ruin of our
institutions of learning and culture, mount ever higher.
If China has done nothing else, she has at least crippled the might of Japan so that Japan cannot fulfill the
program long ago revealed in the notorious Tanaka Memorial for securing the hegemony of Asia, and the
domination of the whole Pacific, if not of the whole world. With an army, an air force, and a navy intact and with
no shackling millstone round her neck such as a tenacious and resisting China, she would have been able with
consummate ease to have destroyed British, French and American power in Asia. She may still be able to do so if
she is given continuous help against us.
Our people feel that America, instead of giving assistance to Japan, should recognize the debt she owes to
China. Our stalwart resistance, courage, and singleness of purpose, during the past three years have kept occupied
in China about 3,000,000 men of the Japanese Army including those killed and wounded, thus giving America
time to catch her breath and strengthen her defenses. China’s resistance has been a serious handicap to Japan in
numerous ways and should be acknowledged by all the democracies without stint or reserve.
That it is not acknowledged at all is causing our people to feel more and more that if China’s rights and
contributions continue to be ignored China will be forced to pursue but one policy in the future: to conduct herself
so that the democratic governments may know that if China could get along without them in the terrible turmoil of
war she could, with equal chances of triumph over difficulties, get along without them in the less parlous times of
peace.
This would be a regrettable attitude for China to be constrained to adopt, since it has always been felt by
thoughtful and intelligent Chinese that the destiny of their country lies indubitably with the democracies. I have
personally expressed that conviction and sentiment time and again; in fact, upon every occasion when reassertion
of principles seemed to be necessary.
It should be pointed out, however, that the trend of thought of our people toward a revision of their ideas of the
value of democratic association is not the product of momentary fancy, nor has it been molded in any way by the
startling and unexpected events in Europe. Whatever change of thought may take place will be born of the
realization of democratic unwillingness and inadequacy in defending proclaimed principles; plus the studied
refusal to treat Japan as an aggressor; plus the apparently considered refusal to credit China with her unprecedented contribution to democratic stability and defense; plus the absence of free and fair acknowledgment of her help,
of her great and grievous sacrifices, and of her sufferings in fighting aggression and thus upholding democratic
principles.
It remains further to be said that the list of avoidable delinquencies of the democracies which I have briefly
mentioned above cannot in any way be ascribed to that spurious wisdom which often comes after the maturity of
an event. Space does not allow me to quote the many warnings I have uttered during the past three years with
regard to the serious consequences of the indifference of the democracies to happenings in China. That these
Cassandran prophecies have come true is no more gratifying to us in China than they must be to the democracies
who have sown the wind and are now reaping the remorseless whirlwind.
Comparisons are invariably odious, but sometimes circumstances compel the making of them. This is one of
the times. Intellectual honesty constrains me to point out that throughout the first three years of resistance Soviet
Russia extended credits to China for the actual purchase of war materials and other necessities, several times
larger in amount than the credits given by either Great Britain or America. Both these countries, indeed,
circumscribed their advances with conditions which prevented even one cent of the money being used for badly
needed munitions, equipment, or war material of any kind. Furthermore, at the meetings of the League of Nations,
it was Russia who took an uncompromising stand in support of China’s appeal that active measures should be
adopted to brand Japan as the aggressor. Russia acted similarly during the Brussels Conference. On both
occasions Britain, France, and other member nations compromised their consciences. When Japan protested
through her Ambassador in Moscow that the aid extended to China by Russia was a breach of neutrality, Russia
did not wilt, or surrender, or compromise, but continued to send supplies of arms to China.
It will doubtless be said that Russia has been aiding China for selfish interests. In reply to this I may point out
that Russian help has been unconditional; that China has never asked any nation to fight for her; but has
repeatedly pointed out to the democracies that by not doing justice to China they would endanger their own
prestige and interests in the Far East. And, I may add, if democracy is to survive the policy of “One for one and all
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for none,” statesmanlike foresight should see that it is replaced by that of mutual help and coexistence as
exemplified in the policy of “One for all and all for one.”
What has happened, however—and, more important, what has not happened—is another great lesson to the
Chinese people; another bitter lesson that they will never forget; another painful lesson that will be taken to heart
by every Chinese child of school age. They will remember never to believe in international promises or
professions—no matter how well-intentioned they may appear to be; no matter how many imposing-looking seals
may adorn the documents. The people of China had faith that the foundation of democratic nations was based
upon just and humane principles. They believed that a great principle could not be divided—that one could not
approbate and reprobate. But in this our people feel they have been betrayed.
To be sure, this new wisdom of theirs has been dearly paid for; it will have to be paid for over and over again
in more loss of blood and life. But, then I suppose they will have to learn the lesson of life that where there are no
pains, there can be no real gains.
As I write, there comes another slap in China’s face. Hong Kong is stopping the shipment of tea. This move
means, of course, that our foreign exchange will be considerably reduced. But one might well ask: of what use
would foreign exchange be to us since our lifelines of communication have been cut? Truly a vicious circle.
One thing we have been taught is that China must aim, in her future national development, at attaining selfreliance. She will have to devise means so that for all time she will not need to depend upon others. I have been
trying to emphasize this idea in the training of my students, so that they might have competency and be capable of
facing life without fear. If the war should end tomorrow a firm foundation on this score can be erected, not
necessarily by me, but by anyone who is not afraid of hard work.
Whatever these years have not done, they have made me, for one, realize to the full the value of self-reliance.
Life at best is an ephemeral phenomenon. It permits of no stability; no constancy; no permanence. We have been
taught that international relations in particular are of the flimsy texture of cobwebs; just as evanescent, but not
nearly so systematically conceived. While some will not blame other nations because they think and act in terms
of immediate and selfish interests rather than hollow ideologies, it is distressing to see the principles of
democracy, and all that they stood for in the progress of civilization, gradually disappear like a mulberry leaf
being absorbed by a silk worm.
What the future holds no one can tell, of course, since international entities seem to be imitating globules of
quicksilver on a shaking table in their seemingly uncontrolled collapses, their circumfusions, and their
coalescences. If, unhappily for the democracies as well as for China, we were defeated in the end, at least the
world ought to know that we were beaten not because of lack of courage—either moral or physical—but because,
by the concerted action of the democracies, China was strangled to death by an economic noose fashioned by
Japan out of British appeasement, American profiteering, and French fear.
With the innate qualities of recuperation and reviviscence which characterize our people, and which are daily
become more evident, the spirit of China is unconquerable. Whatever happens, we will prove our valor and our
honor. An old-fashioned word—honor; yet a word of sterling worth. It has suffered an eclipse, or a partial eclipse,
in international relationship for some years, but we hope to see it emerge again shining like a lustrous beacon
guiding to a safe haven those peoples who might unfortunately be tossing helplessly upon an ocean of trouble not
of their own making.
To all the citizens of the democracies who have given their time, their substance, and their sympathy to succor
and encourage the millions of stricken ones in our country, goes out the abiding gratitude of all the Chinese
people.
5.66 & 81.45 1. Fifty Dollars 2. The Child At The Lakeside\fn{by Wang Tungzhao [T’ung-chao] (1897/98-1957)}
Zhucheng, Shandong Province, China (M) 9
1
He made off, away from the crowd in the field, and walked slowly along the ditch lined with poplars. The early
July afternoon sun burned fiercely down upon his head. Perspiration streamed down his face. An old towel was
slung over his left shoulder and soon was wringing wet, but he did not use it to dry himself. Actually, he felt no
heat outside of him. It was inside that he felt a blazing ball of fire scorching his heart so that he could scarcely
breathe.
Lao P’u was an honest man of about sixty who had always been content with his lot and obedient to his betters.
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He used to argue with his neighbors over the prospects of the wheat harvest or about the number of eggs a hen
could lay in a week, but he was almost mute before men in long gowns. His respectful docility often won their
praise.
“He knows his place, he is respectful, sharp as nails … he’s certainly an experienced old servant!” his masters
used to say. But Lao P'u had suffered an indistinct shock at the meeting he had just left. He walked along, slowly
turning the matter over in his mind and examining it on all sides, but he saw no way through it.
“Well, well, Lao P'u, where are you coming from? Look how you’re sweating!”
At the end of the ditch across an old half-ruined stone bridge came a young man with a bright face under an
old torn straw hat. He wore a white cotton jacket, coarse blue trousers cut at the knee, and he was barefoot. Lao
P’u looked up on hearing his cheerful greeting.
“Ai-ya … I’m coming from Hsiao Mou’s field. They’re holding a meeting there. It’s about guns.”
“About guns? We’re not bandits. What do we need guns for?” asked the youth with a smirk.
“Second Brother Wu Teh, don’t be a fool. You’re always around and you know what’s happening. It’s a bad
business. What are we going to do? The luan chang\fn{A note reads: For the organization of the landholders, villages around
each town were grouped into tuan, or divisions. The tuan chang was the division head.} said that it was ordered by the magistrate
personally when he came to town two days ago. The organization of the landholding unions is to be strictly
observed this summer. Everyone who has five mow of land is going to have to buy a gun, local make muzzleloader.”
Lao P’u stood under a tree frowning. Wu Teh pulled a large rush leaf fan out from under his belt and waved it
before him with a flourish. His dark face relaxed and he smiled.
“Sure, the union is for self-protection. You can’t protect anything without guns. Good idea! But I guess nobody
likes to payout money unless they absolutely have to!”
“Say, Second Brother, how much does a local-made gun cost?”
“Little workshops with furnaces have already been set up on several farms and they sure have a good eye with
them! I’ve tried them several times and they’re almost as good as the Hanyang Arsenal … straight aim and
everything. I hear they’re fifty dollars apiece, isn’t that right?”
“Yes, I think so,” Lao P’u replied with a worried nod. “They’ve fixed up a furnace at San Kuan Temple in
town and three smiths are working there. Fifty dollars a rifle with some ammunition thrown in. I suppose you’re
right, it’s a good thing—but still poor people like us have to buy one too. You see …”
“My good old Mr. P’u! Don’t talk about me! I’m not on equal footing with you. You have land of your own, so
you can pay out fifty dollars for a gun. Anything wrong with that? Otherwise why didn’t the tuan chang call me
too to the meeting?” Wu Teh smiled half-maliciously, half-enviously.
He broke up a line of ants on the willow leaves with his fan, appearing to be quite indifferent to Lao P’u’s
troubles.
“Hai, hai! There’s no justice now! You say I’ve got five mow? Well! I’ve got two and a half mow of my own
and two mow more belonging to somebody else and I’ve pledged the deed on my own land for the additional two
mow into the bargain. Does that help me? Where am I going to get fifty dollars from? This spring we had a
hailstorm, and now I’ve got to worry about the autumn tax. Who got them down on me I don’t know, but there I
am down on the list for the cost of a gun to be paid, in ten day’s time. Payout the money and get the gun! Nothing
more to it! Can the district magistrate be disobeyed? Is such a thing possible?”
Lao P’u spoke anxiously and pleadingly. He hoped Wu Teh would have some sympathetic reply to make,
something that would help him calm down.
“Sure, Mr. P’u, don’t I know? You must have gold shining in your home and your neighbors have lamps to
search it out. In my case, even if I wanted a gun, I couldn’t get one. But you, all these years you’ve had good
harvests and you worked for rich families. Everybody knows that! And there’s no spendthrift in your home. They
must have investigated first!”
Second Brother Wu broke off a green leaf with his fan. It fluttered to the ground, and he stepped on it in the hot
dirt with his bare foot. Lao P’u only then remembered to take the towel from his shoulder, and he wiped off his
sweat. He felt a little dizzy and looked dully in front of him as he mopped his face and neck.
“Being obedient is better than being short with them! I know they’re being strict about it. They’ve got four
people down at the bureau in town now and it’s said that if they don’t come around, they’ll be made a public show
by parading them through the streets. Anyway, you’ll have a gun for self-defense! If I had fifty dollars, I’d surely
get a gun just for fun. But I have no home to protect. Take the long view, Mr. P’u. Aren’t you afraid of the
bandits?”
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“What could I lose even if they do break into my home?” The beads of sweat rolled along Lao P’u’s jaw and
dropped onto his chest.
“What could you lose? Say, if I were a bandit, I’d certainly put you down on the list. Who cares about rich or
poor? It means some money if only you can get at somebody! Do you think they only go for rich men like
before?”
Lao P’u looked suspiciously at Wu Teh. He was a rascal and a ne’er-do-well, but words like these could not be
disputed. He had enough to worry about over the fifty dollars. Suppose the bandits did not think like this rascal
did and put him down on their list too? What would he do then? More fuel on the fire eating at his heart.
“Why worry? In this world you’re lucky enough to be able to live from day to day. What do you want to do?
Save enough so that your two sons can become millionaires …?”
Wu Teh put the fan back into his belt and walked eastward away along the ditch, with light easy steps. Lao P’u
turned to watch him go. He lacked the courage to call him back to continue their talk. His feet seemed to be
rooted to the ground. His breath came hard, and he kept stretching his neck with a sharp movement of the chin.
The sharp face of the tuan chang was before him again. They all knew each other in town, and this one wasn’t
even his own equal, thought Lao P’u angrily. Everybody knew he was only the idle son of a once prosperous old
family. His chief talents were carrying his bird cage around to the teahouses, drinking tea with big leaves, and
looking over the shoulders of the card players. Who didn’t know about it? Then he became tuan chang, and he
forthwith assumed new dignity as an official! He was even more severe than the district magistrate who used to
come around to the village sometimes to inspect dead bodies. Now the tuan chang spoke the word of law in the
fields.
“Fifty dollars in ten days’ time. If this isn’t paid in and I must do my duty, don’t say I’m acting in an
unneighborly fashion! Public affairs must be dealt with in an official way. I can take no other responsibility …”
He slashed the air with his arms as he spoke like an executioner beheading his victims. Lao P’u became immersed
in his mental rehearsal of what had passed in the field. For the moment, his anxiety over the fifty dollars and the
bandits receded, and his eyes remained absently fixed on the western sky where the sun was dropping and
shedding a blood-red shower on a huge jagged cloud high in the heavens. Continuing on the way to his home, one
and a half li out of the town Lao P’u kept looking anxiously across at the red cloud, wondering fearfully if it
weren’t an evil omen. The sun seemed like an enormous projection of the ball of fire beating against his heart.
Lao P'u lived outside the town, not in a village but on the border of a grove which had formerly been the burial
ground of one of the bigger families in town. Lao P’u’s father had promised that he and his descendants would
look after the tombs if they permitted him to build his house on their grounds. Three generations of them had
lived there now, but during that time the town family had gone to ruin and the grove had been thrown open as a
cemetery for others as well. Inroads had been made on the trees, and there now remained only a few scraggly
cedars and one or two poplar trees which had been planted later. Many of the older graves had disappeared into
the surrounding earth.\fn{The Chinese marked their graves with high mounds of earth, which, of course, if not kept up would be
eroded by the natural action of wind and water .} The tombstones were broken, and grass and weeds overgrew everything.
Lao P’u was still supposed to be the caretaker, but there were no valuable trees left for him to look after and there
was nobody left to care for the rest of it.
His house was made of mud with a roof of thatched straw. A crude fence closed in a good-sized yard entered
through a gate fashioned of broken boards. Just inside was the grain stack and beyond was the hay used as fuel.
During the summer and autumn evenings Lao P’u and his family would gather, seated around the big flat stone in
the middle of the yard, and talk over the day’s doings. Sometimes they would just sit and smoke and listen to the
rustle of the old cedars and poplars back of them. People in town always used to say there were ghosts in the
grove and advised him to leave, but Lao P’u paid no attention to them. He had too great an affection for this bit of
land which had cost him nothing. He had no place to go and, even if he had, there was no way of taking his house
with him. Lao P’u refused to recognize the presence of the spirits of the dead. His children, who used to clamber
up and around the grave mounds, knew no fear of them.
This evening when Lao P’u got home, he had no stomach for supper. He sat silently and watched the others
with a vacant expression on his face. His eldest son knew him well and readily guessed something wrong in the
wind when he saw his father’s frown and heard his oft-repeated sighs. He saw no use in asking about the meeting.
If there was to be any trouble, he would wait for the old man to speak. But after two bowls of millet, his second
son grew impatient.
“What’s the matter, father? What’s it all about anyway? There’s always something new to plague us!”
Tapping his pipe against the leg of his stool, Lao P’u shook his head.
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“What can they want now out of a poor family like ours?” persisted the younger one. “There’s no army passing
through town now.”
“Hsiao Chu,” said Lao P’u slowly, looking at the broad bare shoulders of his sons, pale in the light of a sickly
moon, “You’re still young. Your brother knows more than you do. You’re too blunt and too forward. That’s no
way to be. You’ll get into trouble. You know that your grandfather and I worked our whole lives—two lifetimes
now—and I can continue because I’ve taught myself to obey others. Does it occur to you that if anything had ever
gone wrong, we wouldn’t be here now?”
Lao P'u grasped at the chance to lecture his son. It put off having to talk about the meeting, the fifty dollars,
and the gun.
“Me? Blunt? Why I’ve never touched anybody or said anything to anybody. I just do my work on the land and
gather dry grass, and that’s all.”
Hsiao Chu was indignant. He was a tall broad youth of twenty. Unlike his brother, who had acquired his
father’s capacity for docile obedience, Hsiao Chu was vigorous, assertive, and ready to help people who were in
trouble.
“Well, don’t go on thinking everything will be all right working on the land and picking grass. With things the
way they are now, nothing can be done, absolutely nothing. I’ve lived this long and I can speak for myself. But
who knows what’s coming afterward. You, Hsiao Chu, what’s going to come of you? I’m worried, worried …”
Both sons stared at their father. This unprecedented outburst frightened them and made them uneasy. The elder,
whose name was P’u Kuei, knew of little beyond the boundaries of their little field and the work that had to be
done on it year in and year out. He rarely ever went into town. Since Lao P’u worked most of the time as a servant
for some big family, practically all the work on their land fell on the shoulders of the elder son, who was much
like his father and was now nearing forty years of age. Hsiao Chu had gone to a primary school until he was past
ten, but after that they had no more money to pay for his schooling, and besides they needed him at home. Since
he was sixteen, his life had followed the pattern set by his elder brother. But he remained strong-spirited. He had
acquired some knowledge of the world about him, and, although he lived exactly like his father and brother, he
could see beyond them. He had no use for their cowardly docility and always spoke his mind forthrightly. Lao P’u
often secretly quaked with worry for his future. He deeply regretted ever having permitted him to spend four years
studying “foreign books.”
His deep anxiety for his son made Lao P'u, who had been accustomed to the life of a slave, rule him with a
rigid hand. He was never allowed to have dealings with any people outside the family. Hsiao Chu liked to talk—
and that was the whole trouble. Lao P’u had served masters of official rank for two generations, and he had
learned perfectly well that most troubles started through talking. Life now was not the same as it used to be. There
was often forced labor for the soldiers and there were bandit attacks. These could easily smash your home and
bring an end to your family. The officials in town were far more powerful even than the militia head in the days of
the Lien rebels,\fn{A note reads: Reference is made to a post-Taiping peasant uprising in the northwest .} and the young men in
the villages with their guns were hard to deal with. Hsiao Chu was direct in his manner and always ready to enter
an argument. Lao P’u’s fear for his future had been heightened by the events of the day.
Hsiao Chu sat in the shadows of a tree, out of the light of the moon. He tapped his foot with annoyance on a
bulging root.
“Worry, worry, only for me! Three years ago I wanted to go off to the Northeast but you wouldn’t let me!”
“Hsiao Chu—“ broke in P’u Kuei, who feared his father would grow angry. But he stopped short. Hsiao Chu
turned to him a moment in silence, then went on:
“How good you are, Brother P’u Kuei, your quiet honesty has won the applause of all our neighbors as well as
father. But I! I’m not a thief or a bandit, yet all the worrying around here is done for me! What I have to say,
nobody wants to hear. What would be more welcome—to bow my head, lower my voice everywhere, and stuff
my mouth with ‘your honors’ and ‘your excellencies’? I haven’t got that kind of mouth. Is it my fault I can’t do
that?”
Hsiao Chu’s voice rose to a high pitch of impatience and discontent. Ordinarily Lao Pu would have reproached
his younger son by tapping his knees and pointing out the error of his ways. But this time, he sat silently drawing
on his pipe, the sparks in the bowl glimmering in the darkness after Hsiao Chu had finished.
The women of the family were sitting in a group over by the door of the central room of the house. There were
Hsiao Chu’s sister-in-law, his twenty-year-old sister, and his little niece. Together with the three-year-old nephew
already asleep on the k'ang\fn{In northern China and Manchuria, a kind of a brick platform built across one side or end of a room to
sleep on. In winter it is warmed by a fire underneath.} inside, they made up the rest of the household.
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“Listen, Second Uncle,” said the sister-in-law. She was a clever and hard-working woman who had taken care
of the household since the death of Mrs. Lao P’u some years before. “Listen,” she said, “Isn’t it a good thing that
father thinks about you and worries for you? He wouldn’t have said anything if it were your useless brother. But
you, Second Uncle, you read and write. In the future we’ll all be depending upon you. Father has worked his
whole lifetime now, but you’re young. Things are different now and Father only wants you to get more
experience. He’s lived long and he means you no ill!”
“Chen’s mother, you’re clear and right,” Lao P’u nodded his head vigorously. “I always say I have an excellent
daughter-in-law. Certainly, Hsiao Chu, do you think I’m talking only for the sake of calling you down and picking
on you? Everything is upside down. You think I can’t see things straight. I know young people like you despise a
useless old fellow like me. Well, I’ve eaten bean cakes for tens of years more than you have. You think you want
to go to the Northeast. Look, I’m so old, and still I have to work for people in town, and there’d be only your
sister-in-law and your brother home. We’ve lived on farming for generations. Do you suppose that after two or
three years, you’d be coming back bursting with gold? Not so easy! Don’t take things so lightly as all that! You
know as well as I do how expensive labor is. In the busy season even a short-term hand will cost us about a dollar.
What would we do if you went to the Northeast? I haven’t got any money. Well, go on with you, act as you please
… act as you please …”
Lao P’u beat his pipe against a stone at his feet. Hsiao Chu looked up at the cloud-hidden moon in stubborn
silence. P’u Kuei said nothing. A sudden breeze whistled softly through the tops of the cedars. It was cool and
pleasant.
“I’m not out for trouble just to please myself, Hsiao Chu,” the old man went on. “You must understand. I’m so
worried I couldn’t even eat tonight. You, you youngster, you jump at me before I can even begin to talk. You’re
ready to quarrel before you know what it’s all about. What’s the use of my worrying about it?”
The wife of P’u Kuei filled a jar with rice gruel from a large kettle and placed it with three bowls out in the
yard. She filled one for Lao P’u.
“You’re right, father,” she said. “Don’t bother so much with brother over here. Tell us what you heard in
town.”
“Ai! Everything would be all right if we could find fifty dollars,” replied Lao P’u wearily.
“Fifty dollars! Can anybody ask us for fifty dollars? Are we listed by the bandits?” Hsiao Chu’s sister-in-law
leaned against a small tree, her mouth open with amazement.
“That’s the new rule. The tuan has given us only ten days. Even stricter than the tax collections.”
Lao P’u slowly unfolded the events at that afternoon’s meeting in Hsiao Mou’s field. He told them how the
group of villages dependent on the town had been divided into divisions under the landholders’ association and
how they were now under Mr. Leng’s tuan. When he finished, he stuffed some tobacco into his pipe and lighted it
as if he hoped to consume his sorrow in its ashes.
“This is an outrage!” cried Hsiao Chu. “Whom are you going to talk reason to? Never mind the size of our land
and the money—but about this gun! You say I can’t think straight, father. Look here, we live by this grove. If the
bandits come, can we fight back with a single gun? We’d simply be planting it here for them to take—” His voice
rose to a shout.
“Not so loud, not so loud, somebody may be near …” from the ever-cautious P’u Kuei.
Lao P’u was unable to deny the justice of Hsiao Chu’s outburst. He had not been thinking of this angle of the
matter at all. All he was concerned with was the fear of being made a public show of in the streets if he failed to
get the fifty dollars within ten days. But the boy was right. Through all the years of his life by the cemetery grove,
all had been peacefully quiet. Even during the last few years, with more bandits than there had ever been, they
were never touched. Lao P’u had never had to seek refuge or defense. Everybody knew that he had but two mow
of land and that the deed to them was pledged for the additional two and a half mow which he rented. But now if
they had a gun, wouldn’t it be like asking for trouble? Not because of money, maybe, but because of the gun. A
bandit values one gun more than he does ten human beings. The fifty dollars would be like a sign up on his fence
inviting the bandits to come in. This was a damnable thing! Lao P’u remembered Mr. Leng’s final words at the
meeting.
“Everyone who receives a gun must put his seal in town to a promise that nobody else will receive the gun as a
gift or be permitted to use it. Whenever the association calls, you must come out with your gun. Be careful,
because if you lose the gun, it will be the same as betraying us to the bandits. Even if it is not intentional, it will
arouse certain suspicion.”
Mr. Leng spoke these words at the end. Everybody in the crowd was somewhat preoccupied with the new
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money problem just laid before them. They were too worried about getting the money to listen to the rules for
keeping the gun.
But Lao P'u remembered it all now. He nervously filled his pipe, lighted it, refilled, and smoked some more.
He made no reply to his son.
“You’ve worked so long in town and you know so many people there, father, can’t you beg off\fn{ Make some
excuse for not doing something.} somehow?” asked the wife of P'u Kuei. “Plead with Mr. Leng or, better still, the head
of the association himself. Suppose we pay eight or ten dollars to get free of having to buy the gun. Can that be
done?”
“Ai, I did think of that,” replied Lao P’u, “I’m old now and I have some standing in town. People see that I’m
old and honest and it’s easy for me to talk. But I’ve already tried this.”
“You asked the association head?”
“Who else? He’s a generation younger than my master, he’s young and easy to talk to. In fact, I watched him
grow right from his amah’s\fn{Nurse’s.} breast. I went right to him … but what he said was reasonable too.”
Hsiao Chu, who had been thinking along a far different line, asked suddenly, “What did he say?”
“He’s the head of the association. The order for the guns was referred to the division heads. Since the
magistrate was being so strict about it, nobody dared give any favors to his own friends. That’s what he said.”
“Hmm … he’s not responsible. But let them show us our five mow of land. If they can, we’ll buy the gun
according to the regulations.”
“I said that. I told that to the division head. He said that he had made a clear investigation and that everybody
said that things had been well with us these years. So even if we didn’t have that much land, we would still have
to get a gun.”
There were no more tobacco leaves left in the torn blue cloth pouch, but Lao P’u kept digging his pipe down
into the bottom of it, scraping for leaves where there were none.
“Why are they so hard and unreasonable on old neighbors like us?” sighed P’u Kuei’s wife. Her husband
echoed her sigh from the flat rock upon which he sat.
“Nobody could manage better. It’s not only us. Anybody who doesn’t obey the rule will suffer for it. They’ve
already got several in prison in town. What I can’t figure out is who was hardhearted enough to put us down on
the list. I’ve always been careful. I’ve never bragged in town, yet this is what I get. If it were you, Hsiao Chu,
with your blunt speech, we would have had trouble long ago!”
“Then I guess we’ve got to borrow the money,” said the woman finally. “Don’t keep nagging Brother any
more. He’s also feeling bad about it.”
She was going to say more but Hsiao Chu stood up with a sudden movement.
“We’ve got to get it? Well, let’s pawn our land and stop eating and get it! What’s the use of begging around?
Who can’t shoot a gun? Let me have it when we get one. It’ll be fun to be sent out to shoot people! Rich or poor,
what’s the odds? What do you think, father?”
“And the money?” asked P’u Kuei feebly.
Hsiao Chu turned on him with a sneer but said nothing.
The moon was covered now with a broad sweep of black clouds, and the breeze had been whipped up into a
wind that brushed swiftly overhead. The night gave promise of rain. It was pitch black. Lao P’u beat his pipe
against the gravel in the yard. Soon all was silent.
And so, a month afterward, Lao P’u borrowed the fifty dollars and brought home a locally made rifle.
*
After the organization of the landholders’ association, there were many guns on hand, and the people were
divided into watches to stand guard by turn. The leaders received frequent praise from the magistrate,\fn{ The
magistrate would be the highest local government authority, officially representing the Dynasty .} and since there had been no
disturbances of any kind during the month, everybody was quite pleased. On the Autumn Festival there was a
great feast and everyone drank heavily of wine. After that, there was gambling the whole night through and
singsong girls to entertain. All the members of the militia were rewarded with wine and food, and everyone was
satisfied. Several nights later, one of the lesser leaders invited the union head and the division head to his house to
continue the day’s merrymaking.
The place was only a few steps away from the house in which Lao P’u worked. There was a great movement
of men and much noise. Such excitement had never been seen before in their street. The women stood outside
their houses and passed envious comments on the appearance of the leaders and their militia followers. The
children ran after them in crowds and even the dogs darted around excitedly. Lao P’u remained in town that night
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so he saw all that happened.
Two turns down from the street was the watchtower where there was supposed to be a permanent guard. The
bodyguards of the leaders, who were left out in the lane while their masters made merry, went to the tower to pass
the time drinking tea and gambling. From the house came the sound of several instruments and the hum and
laughter of the feasting and singing. The door was wide open and the men in the tower could hear.
It was already after ten when Lao P’u went to the little room he lived in as a servant and prepared to go to
sleep. But after he had blown out his lamp and lain down, no sleep came to him. Ever since mid-July he had
suffered from sleeplessness. It was an affliction he had never known before. He felt his age coming upon him and
an abiding sense of disquiet. Because of his standing, he had been able to borrow the fifty dollars without interest,
but it had to be paid back by the end of the month. The harvest was not a good one, and it was still doubtful
whether they would be able to pay their taxes when all their expenses had been paid. His elder son and daughterin-law had toiled day and night, yet what seemed to be the use of it? Where would he get the money to pay the tax
and his debt? Meanwhile Hsiao Chu had learned how to handle the rifle, and this added to Lao P’u’s fears.
Turning these matters over and over in his mind in recent weeks had made it impossible for him to sleep. His
graying hair turned perceptibly whiter every day.
The moonlight came in through the torn paper window and made it more difficult for him to sleep. Through
the few thin walls that separated him from the house of the merrymakers came the noise and the clatter and the
chatter of the many guests. Lao P’u unbuttoned his jacket and felt his old bones. He looked down on the dirt floor,
and a sudden dizziness almost caused him to fall off the k'ang to the ground.
He pulled himself back and tried to calm his nerves. He had just stretched out on his back when the splutter of
rifle fire coming from a southerly direction brought him bolt upright. Dogs barked loudly outside and there was
shouting and the noise of men running through the street. Lao P’u jumped from bed and ran out the door.
“To the watchtower! To the watchtower! It’s coming from the south!” shouted some militiamen on the street.
People came tumbling from their houses into the streets to find out what was happening. At the tower some of
the more hardy clambered up to the top and peered into the night to see if they could discover what was up. The
more fearful remained below and shouted up questions or waited for information. It was clear now that the firing
was directly south. It was not a continuous stream any longer but cracks of rifle fire every few minutes. The
listeners could vaguely hear shouting. The people in the streets replaced fear with curiosity as soon as they
realized that there were no bandits this side of the tower and that everybody was up and out and prepared to repel
any attack.
Only Lao P’u’s heart burst with fear as he rushed to the tower and stood watching from the upper wall under
which crouched several militiamen. The moon cast a pale white light over the field and the scrubby trees beyond
the town. But a thin, sheet-like cloud crossed the moon’s face, and nothing emerged in distinct lines from the
scene which spread itself before his anxious eyes. Dogs barked. Over to the south and a little west a burst of flame
severed the blue-black blur. It blazed upward in long licks. The crack of firearms continued. There were
spluttering volleys punctuated by replying shots which seemed to come right out of the fire. From the wild
shouting, it seemed that the attackers were present in considerable strength. Lao P’u stretched out over the wall,
straining his eyes. Right there! There where the fire roared was his home and the cemetery grove! He almost fell
over the wall.
One of the crouching militiamen pulled him down by the leg.
“Hey, old uncle! Get down! Bullets have no eyes!”
“But that’s my—”
“Your home? You’re right, it is. I saw it when the shots first started!”
Lao P’u looked about him like a madman.
“Help! Oh, help! Honorable brothers, there are two children there! Save them! Oh heaven! …”
“Shut up!” snarled the militiaman, pulling him down from the wall. “Quit your screaming. Do you want them
to start firing over here?”
“Guns, the guns! Look, you’re just watching it like a show! Shoot at them! Shoot and drive them off! Drive
them off!” screamed Lao P’u.
“Impossible, Uncle P’u. You hurry over to the association head and we’ll wait here for orders. We don’t know
how many they’ve got there or anything. You go find somebody who can make a decision. Are they still there
firing?”
The distraught old man found new life in this suggestion. All his strength flowed back into his legs, and he
rushed down to ground level and off to find the leaders. Before he reached the house, he met a group of them, all
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carrying arms. Lao P’u danced around them, begging them to hurry, to give orders to fire on the bandits, to drive
them off and save his home. They climbed up the tower, Lao P’u at their heels. They surveyed the scene and
everyone agreed the fight was taking place around the P’u home. The fire and the sparks were certainly shooting
into the sky from the old cedar and poplar grove. Somebody suggested that ten men be sent out to the rescue. But
one of the leaders objected:
“It’s almost midnight now. Do you know how many they have there? Wouldn’t it be a trick just to get the tiger
off the mountain?”\fn{A note reads: That is, to lure the militia away.}
“If they were ready to attack so boldly, they must be watching the road,” said another hesitantly. The rest of the
men stood around listening, their eyes wide with fear.
Lao P’u got down on his knees in front of the little knot of leaders.
“Sirs! Brothers! Save us! Think of my two children! What’s the use of an old bag of bones like me?” He
dropped flat on the stone and sobbed tearlessly.
“Can’t be done! This is no time for sentiment. Can you be sure that the bandits won’t rush in on us when we
open up the gate? Are you going to play around with the lives and guns of everyone in town? Save you! You must
have lost your senses. Who’s going to take the responsibility? Go and look for the association head. He’s still
down at the house. See what he says.”
“Let us go together quickly, this is no joke,” said Mr. Leng.
“Please … please, sirs … when Mr. Leng organized the association, didn’t he say when there’s trouble outside,
help each other? I bought a gun and I’ve got it in my house!”
Fear found a new boldness in Lao P’u.
“Hurry down. Who wants to talk about rules now?” Someone pushed Lao P’u down the steep steps. The
flames now cut a deeper swath into the darkness. The guns continued crackling and the men on the tower could
plainly hear the whistling bullets. In between they could hear the snapping of the dry wood and hay going up in
flames.
“They’re finished! The P’u’s are finished!” Some of the militiamen showed impatience and concern. But they
dared not move or shoot. The fire was now blazing brilliantly and the whole tower was bathed in red. By the time
Lao P’u got back with the division head, the fire was raging like a small volcano.
“Shoot from the tower, but don’t move out of it!” shouted the puffing leader.
Glad of a chance for something to do, the militiamen started firing aimlessly at the dark splotches of shadow
around the fire. Lao P’u came up and saw his home standing like a slack shadow in the midst of the flames. He
collapsed blubbering to the ground. Somebody grabbed a horn and blew the alarm call. Almost immediately the
firing died down.
The bandits seemed to be retreating, fearing an actual attack. It was about one o’clock. The fire over in the
grove slowly died down.
*
Lao P’u awoke in the darkness not long before dawn. After long pleading, he persuaded the men to open the
gate of the tower and let him go home. Wu Teh went with him. The fence around his home and the gate were
burned to the ground. The ox shed was a smoldering ruin. The roof of the house had been burned out and yawned
open to the sky. In the room lay Lao P’u’s eldest son stretched flat on the ground, his eyes and mouth opened wide
and a gaping blue-black hole just above his left temple. Hsiao Chu lay groaning on the k'ang. The fleshy part of
his leg was shattered into a bloody pulp. The rifle lay by his side, his hand clutching the stock. The bullet bag lay
on the floor next to him, empty. In the next room were the womenfolk, unwounded but unconscious with fear and
exhaustion. Whimpering on the floor was Lao P’u’s grandson. A bullet had grazed his little rump, but the blood
had already clotted and he had cried himself into exhaustion. In the back they found the ashes of Lao P’u’s
haystack and his rice store.
That morning the town buzzed with excitement over the fate that had come to the household of Lao P’u. Some
said that Lao P’u had always tried to appear very poor but in reality had acquired sufficient riches to lure the
bandits to his home. Others thought that it might be an act of revenge, but most of the people agreed that the
bandits had come for the rifle.
Lao P’u and his family had their dead and their wounded. They did not stop to wonder why the bandits came.
The association head and the young men in the militia had high praise for Hsiao Chu. With one rifle and only
one hundred rounds of ammunition he had been able to stave off the attack of the bandits. Who could blame the
association now? Lao P’u hadn’t wanted to buy the gun, but look how useful it had been! Wouldn’t they all surely
have died but for that? Some of his family might have been carried away, and that would have cost Lao P’u still
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more money. The leaders were also gratified by the rifle’s performance. It hadn’t split asunder after heavy use.
Their locally made product was almost as good as the rifles put out by regular factories! An informal meeting was
held and a report drawn up to send the district authorities. It was also decided to grant Lao P’u some tens of
dollars by way of compensation for his losses. Affairs resumed their normal course in town, and before two days
had passed, people found no more to say about the incident. It became a dim memory for all but Lao P’u and his
family.
The house by the cemetery grove in which Lao P’u had lived, and his father and grandfather before him, had to
be given up now. Lao P’u could not afford to rebuild it, and he dared not risk another bandit attack. The old man
went to the town elders and, after long, anguished begging, won permission to live in an empty shack located on a
field inside the town. Within the next month, Hsiao Chu recovered from his wound. But Lao P’u’s grandson grew
worse. His little rump grew red and swollen and began to fester. They found that the bullet had lodged in the flesh
and not just glanced by as they thought at first. It took three incisions by the village druggist to extract the lead.
But it cost the child too much blood. After thirty-five days of pain, the little one followed his father in death. The
wife of P’u Kuei lay ill in bed all this time, but the doctors assured Lao P’u that there would be no third death in
his family.
Meanwhile new debts were added to old. The medicines and treatment cost Lao P’u heavily. He mortgaged
away his little plot of ground to payoff what he could.
The association had voted a grant to Lao P’u, but he never received any money. Friends urged him to go to the
leaders and ask for it.
“I sacrificed two lives,” he would say listlessly. “Can they pay me back for them?” His anger simmered and
boiled now only when his eye fell upon the rifle standing behind his door. One day, finally, with Hsiao Chu
shouldering the gun beside him, he went to .the tuan chang and asked him to take it. He wanted no money. But let
them keep the gun. He had no more use for it now since they lived in town and had no more land.
“Impossible!” said the division head. “We can’t set any such precedent. If everyone turns his gun in, what will
be left? Our association would be finished. Even though you live in town, you’re still required to be on hand with
the rifle when we demand it. You old fool, if not for the gun, would Hsiao Chu still be alive? Get along!”
So Hsiao Chu shouldered the root of all their troubles once more, and they went back to the house.
*
The autumn lengthened toward winter. Lao P’u could work no more. Nor could he eat. He looked skyward
with dimming eyes and murmured to himself. He grew deaf and only with the greatest difficulty could he hear
words shouted into his ear. Hsiao Chu was idle now since their land was gone. He had been proudly congratulated
for his defense of their farm, but it did him little good. Things became more and more difficult, and often they
could barely scrape together a meal a day. Hsiao Chu could not stand the idleness and the bleakness of his home
and his old father, and he was often away for long periods. He used to spend much time in the company of Wu
Teh, who had carried him out from among the ashes and ruins of their old home by the cemetery grove. People
looked on Wu Teh as a worthless rascal, but Hsiao Chu began to discover his virtues.
Early one morning when the dew was heralding the imminence of day and the streets of the town were still
unpeopled and silent, somebody whistled outside. Hsiao Chu emerged soundlessly from the door of their little
shack.
“Ready, Wu Teh?” There was a trepidation and uncertainty in his voice.
“You’re a green youngster,” whispered Wu's voice in reply.
“Could anything be easier? I know them all so well that I often join them to fight just for fun. Always can use
more. Here it is.”
He pulled a long black object out from under his torn jacket and brandished it bravely.
“Bullets, too. Get it quickly, we’ve got to get going.”
Hsiao Chu crept back through the door and emerged in a minute with the rifle in his hands. He faltered.
“Only … the old man …” He looked back into the shadows under the doorway.
“Can you feed him? Best to go away. When you return, they’ll probably want to make you head of the militia,”
mocked Wu Teh. “Hurry, everything’s set. We’ll be caught if we hang around. I’ve got the rope here. Let’s move,
otherwise we won't make it.”
Hsiao Chu walked on out into the oncoming dawn. Next day it was learned that a revolver and considerable
ammunition had been stolen from the watchtower. From Lao P’u’s house, the rifle, which had cost fifty dollars
and brought so much grief down upon the heads of his family, was gone too.
And Hsiao Chu never returned.
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2
I seldom cared to visit the famous lake although I lived in a city along its shore. Filled with reeds and large
craft, it seemed exceptionally narrow and cramped and noisy. Sometimes I went rowing with a few friends in the
evening, but every night it was the same bedlam. The clash of cymbals, the high-pitched squeal of fiddles, the
unpleasant singing, the men’s raucous shouts, the seductive laughter of painted women with sleekly oiled hair, the
cries of the vendors on the little peddler boats swept the placid surface of the lake like a huge wave.
And so, whenever I went to the lake, I would close my eyes and ears to my surroundings and withdraw into my
own thoughts. Occasionally, when the sunset colors were reflected on the water, I would stroll along a quiet sector
of the lakeside to enjoy the breeze. I would listen to the frogs singing in the green grass after the rain and watch
the twittering birds flit among the branches of the trees. I would feel rather stimulated. moved by a profound
consciousness of nature and excited by innumerable far-reaching thoughts.
One day at sunset, violet and purple rays illuminated the emerald trailers of the weeping willows on the dike.
In a little pond beside a temple huge lotus leaves grew higher than a man. Although the lotus flowers, pure as
carved white jade, had slowly closed their petals after noon, one or two bees, lured by their scent, still hovered,
reluctant to depart. On the dark green water, scarlet clouds shimmered golden; the rapidly lowering rays in their
midst were a remarkable variety of hues. Layer upon layer of color, interweaving and interplaying, shone with a
dazzling brilliance.
It had rained heavily for six or seven hours the night before. Today the sky was clear, and I walked alone along
the west bank of the lake, enjoying the freshly washed scene. My leather shoes left sharp prints on the mosscovered flagstones of the inclined path.
In the center of the lake people were shouting, quarreling violently. I walked slowly towards the far end of the
stone-flagged path. Rustling willow trailers and the water-pepper shrubs that had just come into flower beside the
trembling reeds danced in the west breeze at the edge of the water. This was perhaps the coolest and most
secluded spot on the entire lake. Except for the steps of an infrequent passer-by or two, the only sound was the
twittering of the little birds in the trees greeting the eventide. Frogs in the tangled grass croaked a rhythmic
accompaniment.
Although this made me feel somewhat more cheerful than usual, I had no desire to retain the rapidly fading
scene. For it reminded me of the words, “the yellow dusk of the dying sun”—a phrase I found rather depressing.
My head lowered in thought, I walked with heavy weary tread. The violet and purple sunset rays were growing
dimmer, the light of the sun having already more than half sunk in the reflecting water. Although I knew it was
getting late, I did not wish to return home. I sat down on a large white rock by the lake’s edge.
Listening to the last of the cicadas droning in the late summer night, I was conscious of an air of autumn in the
golden haze drifting on the water’s surface. I sat alone beneath the willows and watched the yellow light fading in
the distance and observed far off the tiny glow of the first lamps of evening. The weather was no longer very hot
during the day; with evening came a certain soft coolness. At the same time, probably because of this coolness, I
was vaguely stirred by an indefinable excitement.
As I sat wrapped in idle thought, suddenly I heard a rustling behind the willows. It came so unexpectedly in the
quiet darkness, I was a bit startled. A moment later, I heard light footsteps threshing through a cove of reeds. I
leaped up, circled the willows and emerged on the other side of the cove. It was quite dark by then. I couldn’t see
clearly. On a mud bank beside the reeds I seemed to perceive a small figure.
“Who’s there?” I shouted.
But the shadow made no reply.
Ordinarily, this was a very quiet spot. At night, it was even more deserted. Now, it was growing darker and
darker, and the reeds and the willows were rustling faintly. I felt a bit afraid.
“Who’s there?” I cried again. Just as I was turning to leave, the little dark figure on the mud bank replied in a
small weak voice:
“It’s me, Little Shun … I’m here … fishing.”
He practically swallowed the last word and his voice trembled slightly. He sounded like an eleven or twelveyear-old little boy. I was very suspicious.
“How can you fish after dark?” I asked him. ‘How can you see?”
Again the small shadow did not reply.
“Where do you live?”
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“In Horse Head Lane …”
There was something about that weak voice that sounded familiar. I took a step closer and asked, “Have you
always lived there?”
“No,” the little boy replied quickly. “I used to live on Peace Street.”
Suddenly I remembered. “Oh! You’re the Chens’ little boy. Isn’t your father a blacksmith?”
The child pulled in his bamboo fishing pole and ran to me, barefoot, down the mud bank. “Yes. Papa is a
blacksmith. But who are you?”
I drew nearer and peered at the child’s face. I could barely recognize him. What had happened to the darling
Little Shun of five or six! His face was blackened—either by mud or soot. He wore a short homespun blue robe
that was well up above his knees, and he reeked of mud and sweat. When he heard me call his name, he stared at
me in astonishment. He didn’t know who I was.
I remembered him when he was four or five—I was very fond of playing with children then. Whenever I
passed his door I saw him sitting on his mother’s lap beneath the big shady old elm tree. He always sang me his
song about the little rooster.
More than six years had passed, and I was often away from home. People in my family told me that Little
Shun had moved, no one knew exactly where. When I passed his house and saw someone else’s name on the door
I felt sorry, as if I had lost a constant companion!
Meeting him today again in the cool dusk by the lakeside, how could I help but be surprised? Strangest of all,
how could the rosy-cheeked Little Shun with the clean white hands have become virtually the same as the dirty
little beggar boys on the street? His father had been a respectable blacksmith, quite able to look after his child
financially.
I led Little Shun over to the rock and made him sit down beside me. I told him how I often saw him when he
was very young, and how I had played with him and made him laugh. He looked at me, bewildered. I began to
question him.
“Where is your papa now?”
“At home, you might say …” Little Shun replied hesitantly. From his expression I could see that he thought
this old friend was rather peculiar.
“Is he still working?”
“What? He goes out every day, but he never … brings home any money Working? … I don’t know.”
“What about your mother?”
“Dead,” the boy retorted briefly.
I was shocked. But of course it had to be. Little Shun’s mother had been a frail little woman. People said she
had borne seven children in thirteen years. Little Shun was the only one that remained alive. But I hadn’t thought
her time would come so quickly!
“Who else do you have at home now?”
“I’ve got a ma, a new one …”
“Oh, is your family poorer than before? You look …”
Little Shun had always been an intelligent child. At my blunt question, he stared off into the misty distance.
Then he dropped his head. After a long time he said in a low voice:
“Sometimes we have nothing to eat. My papa is often away from home.”
“Where does he go?”
“I don’t know. He doesn’t come home till after breakfast. I hear that he works in an opium den. I don’t know
where.”
His low voice spoke very slowly. I was beginning to understand. I felt compelled to go on.
“How … how old is your new ma? Is she good to you?”
“I hear she’s only thirty. She comes from a family inside the East Gate …” An uneasy expression stole over his
face. I asked him:
“Does she beat you?”
“Her? No, she has no time.” He said this decisively. If the young woman was the sole support of a family like
his, she obviously couldn’t have much time to spare!
“And what sort of work does she do?”
“Work? She doesn’t work. But she gets very busy late every afternoon. That’s why I can’t stay home. Every
evening I come out to this cove of reeds; only here … just here …”
“What?”
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Little Shun had learned to take a grown-up attitude. He wrinkled his small nose and snorted: “There are always
guests in our house! Sometimes two or three in one night. Sometimes not a single one shows up.”
I was rather shaken. But he continued: “My ma can earn money to buy us food. When they come, she chases
me out. She never lets me go back till very late. My papa knows. He doesn’t come home at night either.”
By now I knew quite well what kind of environment Little Shun came from. It was like something in a novel: a
tousle-headed child, sallow, thin, with sunken eyes, every night had to wander among the reeds, barefoot. When
he grew hungry, he could talk to his friends—the birds and the frogs, or listen to the music of the wind blowing
through the reeds.
His father was a waiter in an opium den. His mother—rather his stepmother—in order to keep alive did the
bitterest of all things—she sold her flesh.
Only the stars kept Little Shun company when he returned home in the still, deserted night. But the following
day, it was the same all over again. It was too much like a piece of fiction. I couldn’t believe it. I remembered him
so well as a clean, lovable child. How could he have come to this?
“What kind of people are they,” I asked him, “these men who come to your house every night?”
“I don’t see them very often,” said Little Shun, “and then only for a moment. Some wear gray military tunics,
with army caps cocked over one eye. Some smell of kerosene oil and wear thick silver watch chains on their
vests. A few are dressed in long scholars’ gowns. Usually we have three or four visitors a night. But sometimes
not even one comes to our door.”
“Why is that?” I felt my persistent questioning was very unkind to the child. But I couldn’t stop.
Little Shun laughed. “Don’t you know? All the houses in Horse Head Lane are open to visitors every night!”
He laughed again, as if amused that I, an educated person, should understand so little.
There didn’t seem to be anything else to ask him. I couldn’t bring myself to make this innocent child tell any
more of his tragic history. He appeared to have something on his mind; he gazed abstractedly at the stars shining
palely through the dusk. If his own mother were still alive, perhaps things would be different, I mused. The life
this poor woman who is his present mother leads is no better than hell!
Ah, the family! The family organization and the pressure of the times, the urgent need to make a living! I had
come for an idle stroll along the lakeside after the rain. But instead of finding relaxation, I ended with many
troublesome problems knotted in my breast.
Just think of it. Suffering hunger and discomfort, a child must come to a cove of reeds at dusk and remain half
the night. His mother, because the burden of supporting the whole family rests on her, must endure endlessly the
worst of all humiliations. Such a life is less than human! The poor in our present society can take only this
hopeless, dead-end road!
I was consumed with doubts. I felt agitated, unable to sit still. And the lakeside scene which had given me such
fresh, soothing impressions had long since been swallowed up by the darkness.
Knowing that Little Shun did not dare to return home yet, I didn’t have the heart to leave him to watching the
starlight alone by the shore. I sat down beside him beneath the willows. Though I wanted to question him further,
I felt that it would be too cruel. In silence, I reflected on the fact that a child is molded by his environment—and I
trembled for Little Shun and all other children like him!
Suddenly an agitated call drifted over from the opposite bank.
“Little Shun. Where are you?”
I jumped to my feet. The child was so frightened that he dropped his fishing pole into the water and began
hurrying along a small path. I was completely bewildered; I didn’t know what had happened. Just then a middleaged man burst through the reeds, took Little Shun by the hand, and rushed off with him. I heard the man say:
“Your father was arrested by the police tonight. They raided the opium den. We couldn’t tell your mother.
Master Wu is calling on her. Who would dare to disturb him? Child, you were the only one we neighbors could
notify.”
Their shadows gradually disappeared into the night, the man’s voice faded away.
Slowly, I trudged home. Few people walked abroad in the dense night mists. There was a weight on my chest,
as if the atmospheric pressure that evening was exceptionally heavy. The stars that guided me were very pale, not
nearly so bright as usual.
39.33 & 150.38 & 150.353 1. Black Li And White Li 2. The Last Train 3. Grandma Takes Charge \fn{by Lao She
aka Shu Ch’ing-ch’un, Shu She-yu (1897/99-1966)} Peking, China (M) 23
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Love is not the central theme in this story of the two brothers, but it forms a convernient point of departure.
Black Li was the elder brother, White Li the younger, with a difference of five years between them. Both of
them had been my schoolmates, though Black Li and I graduated shortly after White Li entered the middle school.
Black Li was a good friend of mine and as I was a frequent visitor at his house, I came to know a little about
White Li. However, five years make a wide gulf between you when you are young. The brothers were as unlike as
their nicknames—Black and White—for Black Li was the epitome of old China just as White Li was of the new.
But the two did not quarrel on this account; they just saw things in a different light.
Black Li was not really black. He was called Black Li only because he had a mole above his left eyebrow and
the young brother was called White Li because he didn’t have any mark. Nothing could be more logical to the
middle school students who gave them the nicknames. Actually both of them had very light complexions and they
looked much alike.
Both of them were pursuing the same girl—pardon me for not revealing her name. She wasn’t sure which one
she loved and would not say that she loved neither of them. We all expected trouble between the brothers on
account of her, for though they were not inclined to quarrel ordinarily, love is a thing that does not recognize
friendship or fraternity.
However, Black Li surprised everyone by withdrawing from the contest.
I remember it well. It was an evening in early summer with a light rain falling. I went to see him and found
him alone in the room with four fine porcelain teacups decorated with red fish before him. As we never stood on
ceremony with each other, I sat down with a cigarette while he went on studying the cups. He turned first this one
and then that and went on doing that until he had all the fish exactly facing him. After he had arranged them to his
satisfaction he leaned back and looked at them like a painter withdrawing from his canvas in order to get a better
perspective of his work. Then he rearranged the cups so that the fish on the other side faced him and again leaned
back to look at them. He turned and smiled at me with satisfaction.
He loved these hobbies of his. He was not expert in any of them but liked to play at them all. He never
pretended to be a connoisseur; he took them up only as a form of relaxation. He was a very gentle soul and easily
pleased. He could while away pleasantly an entire afternoon mending his books.
He turned to me and said with another smile:
“I have given her up in favor of Four.”
White Li was Ssu-yeh, the fourth in his generation when you figure in all his first cousins.
“I can’t let a girl come between brothers.”
“That’s why you’re not a man of this age,” I said jokingly.
“It’s not that, but you can’t teach an old circus bear new tricks. I can’t go in for these triangular affairs. I have
told her; I said that I was not going to see her any more whomever she may love. I feel much better for having
told her.”
“I have never seen anyone in love behave like this.”
“You may never have seen anything like it but it has troubled me enough as it is. She can do what she likes.
The only thing I am interested in is that nothing should come between Four and myself. Should you and I find
ourselves in a similar situation I hope either you would retreat or I withdraw.”
“And then peace would reign?”
We both laughed.
Perhaps ten days later Black Li again came to see me. I had learned to read him. Whenever his brows were
darkened, it meant that he had something on his mind, and whenever he had something on his mind we always
drank a pot of Lotus White together. I got the wine ready, for his brows did not exactly radiate joy that day.
His hand trembled a little as we drank our second cup. He never could keep anything in his heart; he showed
everything on his face in spite of his efforts to hide it. He was a most candid man.
“I have just come from her,” he said with a wry smile.
I did not prompt him for we were accustomed to each other’s long silences and communicated more through
them than the actual words themselves. That was one of the reasons why White Li called us hopeless when he saw
us drinking together without saying anything.
“Four and I had quite a little row,” he went on after a while, “because of her. It was my fault, because I know
too little about a woman’s psychology. Didn’t I tell you that I had given her up in favor of Four? I did that in all
sincerity and good faith, but she took it as a deliberate insult. You were right: I am not of this age. I thought that
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one can do what one thinks is right in ihis business of love between man and woman as in all other human relationships, but it appears that women like to be pursued by as many men as possible. So she felt insulted and
decided to take revenge on me by refusing to see Four. Naturally Four blamed me for it. I had to go to her today
and apologize. I had hoped that she would feel better after giving me a scolding and be friends with Four again,
but she did not scold me. She only wanted both of us to continue to be her friends. I don’t want to do such a thing,
though I did not say that to her. That’s why I have come to you. If I don’t do what she wants, she will refuse to see
Four and Four will blame me for it.”
“And there is nothing you can do about it,” I said it for him. After a while I said:
“Should I see Four and explain the situation to him?”
“Yes, you might do that.”
He contemplated his wine cup for a moment.
“It probably won’t do any good. But I have made up my mind not to have anything more to do with her. I’ll
just say nothing when Four kicks up a row with me.”
Our conversation drifted to other matters. He told me that he had taken up the study of religion. I knew,
however, that it was just another hobby with him and it was not going to make any great difference in his life.
White Li came shortly after Black Li left. White Li had not yet graduated from college but you could easily see
that he was a man of more experience and resolve than his elder brother. The minute you saw him, you knew that
he was a born leader, a man who was always trying to bring you to his point of view and always ready to send you
to the guillotine if need be. He was direct and forthright, quite unlike his brother.
On my part I always tried to avoid politeness and circumspection so as not to incur his contempt.
“I suppose Two has been here?” he asked.
Black Li was Erh-yeh, the second of his generation.
“And I suppose he must have told you all about it?”
I waited for him to go on; the two “supposes” made any answer unnecessary. It was as I thought. He went on:
“Did you know that with me it was only a pretext?”
That I did not know.
“Did you think that I really cared about that girl?” He laughed. The way he laughed was like his brother except
that there was an undertone of contemptuousness which I never detected in Black Li.
“I’ve been seeing her only to provoke Two; otherwise I would not have wasted my time. Since animal desire is
at the bottom of relationship between men and women, why should I insist on her? Two, however, seems to think
there is something sacred about it and insists on kowtowing before her. Now after he only got his nose smeared
with dirt for all the kowtowing he did, he wants me to do the same thing. I am sorry, but I don’t care for that sort
of thing.”
He burst out into a loud guffaw.
I did not laugh and I did not break in, but only watched him and wondered how it was possible for two persons
to be so much alike and yet so unlike.
“No, I don’t kowtow, but I would kiss her whenever I had the opportunity. She likes it too, it is much more
satisfying than being kowtowed at. However, this is not what I have come to see you about. What I want to know
is this: do you think that I ought to live with Two always?”
I did not know what to say.
He laughed again, probably calling me a stupid fool in his mind.
“I have my own future and my own plans and he has his. Don’t you think that the best thing to do is for us to
go our separate ways?”
“Yes, but what plans do you have?” I finally hit upon this after an awkward silence.
“I can’t tell you that now. I want to divide up our inheritance first. You’ll find out what my plans are in time.”
“You have quarreled with Two only because you wanted to divide up the inheritance?”
He nodded and smiled but said nothing, as if he knew that I had another question. I did have another question:
“Then why don’t you speak to him openly instead of kicking up a row over nothing?”
“Because he would not understand. You two can talk with each other but I find it impossible to talk to him. The
minute I mention dividing up he would probably weep and then give me the usual line about what mother said on
her deathbed and how she wanted us to live together in harmony always. He is bound to give me that line, as if the
dead were to rule the living. Another thing: when he hears that I want to divide up, he probably will offer
everything to me. I don’t want to take advantage of him. He is always so solicitous about me, his didi, always
trying to work on my feelings, always pretending that he knows better about me than I do myself, but in reality he
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is way behind the times. I belong to this age, and can take care of myself. He doesn’t have to worry about me.”
His face had suddenly become serious as he spoke.
As I watched the change that had come over his face I began to see White Li in a different light. I began to
realize that this was not a case of the arrogance of youth but one of deep conviction born of a genuine desire to
lead his own life. I began to see too why he had adopted his method of attack, for if he had tried to discuss the
matter rationally with Black Li, there was, as he said, bound to be long and fruitless homilies on fraternal love.
There was something to be said for making as clean a break as possible instead of dragging on in a relationship
that only hindered his free development.
“Do you want me to talk to Two?”
“That’s exactly it. I don’t want any more rows.”
He laughed again.
“I don’t want to make it any more unbearable for Two than I have to. We are brothers, after all.”
The word “brothers” seemed distasteful to him.
I promised him that I would do what he wished.
“Try to make it as strong as you can. We can’t be brothers for the next twenty years.”
He stopped and essayed a smile.
“I have been thinking about Two. The best thing for him is to get married. It will make it easier for him to
forget his didi after he gets a nice fat baby. After twenty years I shall be behind the times too and shall be ready, if
I am still alive then to come home and be an uncle. But tell him that to be successful in love he must kiss more
and kowtow less, he must chase after her instead of kneeling there and waiting.”
So for a while I went to see Black Li every day. We drank Lotus White and talked but never got anywhere.
This went on for at least half a month. He saw my point of view and was willing for Four to cultivate self-reliance
and independence, but he invariably ended with the sentence:
“I can’t bear to give up Four.”
“Plans? What kind of plans?”
He paced back and forth and asked that again and again, his mole almost lost in the furrows of his brow.
“What could they be? You ask him. I’ll feel better if I know.”
“He won’t tell what they are,” I said for the fiftieth time or more.
“If he won’t tell, it can only mean that they are of a dangerous character! He is the only brother I have. Let him
have his rows if he must. I don’t mind. He didn’t use to be like this. It is probably because of that girl after all! So
he wants me to get married, eh? But how can I get married when we have rows like this even before I am
married? I wonder what his plans are. As to dividing up, it is entirely unnecessary, for he can have whatever he
wants.”
Thus he rambled on, an hour at a time. He took up more and more hobbies: he tried all kinds of fortune-telling
games, but none of them helped him find out what Four’s plans were; they only gave him more worries and fears.
This didn’t mean that he acted worried, for he was as unhurried and phlegmatic as he had always been. His
outward behavior never quite caught up with his feelings; no matter how anxious he was inside, he was always
outwardly calm and unconcerned as if life itself was to him nothing more than a hobby.
I suggested that by plans Four had in mind the future and not anything immediate and concrete, but he shook
his head.
Things went on like this for about another month.
“Four can’t have anything immediate in mind,” I said in sudden fit of inspiration. “He hasn’t tried to hurry me
at all during all this time.”
Again he shook his head. As time went on he took up more hobbies. One Sunday morning I caught him entering a church. Thinking that he might have gone to see someone, I waited for him outside. He did not come out,
however, and I gave up waiting for him. He had apparently decided to seek refuge in religion.
I found him home that afternoon. For more than a month now Four had been our sole topic of conversation, but
on this occasion he deviated from that usual routine. He eyes gleamed and there was a serene smile on his face, as
if he had just acquired a rare old edition of some book.
“I saw you,” I spoke first. He nodded and smiled, saying:
“It is very interesting.” That was his invariable comment on every new hobby, on anything that people might
tell him, including the most impossible ghost stories.
“The same philosophy is behind all religions and all systems of moral instruction,” he said. “They all enjoin us
to sacrifice ourselves for the sake of others.”
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“Haven’t you sacrificed your own love?” I said, stating a matter of fact.
“That’s hardly sacrifice in the real sense of the word. That was only a sort of passive relinquishment and
involved no actual sacrifice of anything that was part of myself. I have been reading the Gospels\fn{ By which is
meant the four traditionally accepted works, allegedly by Mark, Matthew, Luke and John, of which the majority of critical scholarship
accepts only Mark as of true Apostolic authorship .} during the past two weeks and I have decided that I ought to share

some of Four’s burdens instead of only trying to keep him for myself. Just think, if all he wanted was to divide up,
why shouldn’t he come to me and tell me about it openly?”
“He is afraid that you won’t do it,” I replied.
“No! that’s not it. I have thought the matter over and I am sure that he had definite plans, plans that involve
danger. That’s why he wants to make a clean break: he is afraid to involve me. You thought it was the impetuosity
of youth, didn’t you? That’s where you and I were wrong, and he has taken advantage of our mistake to fool us.
What he has been trying to do is to safeguard me, to place me in a safe position so that he can do his work without
worrying about me. It must be that! I cannot disregard him, I must make some sacrifice for him. Before mother
died …” He did not go on as he knew that I was thoroughly familiar with that line.
I was not alarmed at the time, for I was inclined to think that he was merely indulging in noble generalities
under the influence of his newly acquired religion. However; I decided to see White Li to make sure. I did not
take Black Li seriously, yet I did not want to take any chances.
But White Li was nowhere to be found. I went to his school and made enquiries in the dormitories, in the
library and on the tennis courts and I tried the restaurants around the school, but no one had seen him. That was
typical of him. If Black Li had to go away for a few days, he would not only leave word at home but would even
notify the more intimate of his friends.
In my helplessness I decided to call on “her” and ask her about it.
She hadn’t seen White Li either. She appeared to be still annoyed with the Li brothers, especially Black Li.
However, when I asked her about White Li, she insisted on talking about Black Li. It dawned upon me that she at
least preferred Black Li to White Li if she did not love him. She probably had placed a check mark against Black
Li as a standard of comparison: she would scratch him off the list if a better suitor came along but might marry
him eventually if she could find no better. It was only a fleeting thought; but it made me feel disinclined to
promote Black Li’s suit. I was too fond of him to think that any one short of an angel would be worthy of him.
I found myself in a quandary after leaving her. I couldn’t tell of White Li’s disappearance to Black Li. He was
sure to place advertisements in the papers if he knew and to get up in the middle of the night to consult the
fortune-telling manuals. Yet I felt it necessary to share the information with someone.
When I got near his window Black Li was intoning something to himself, which he never did except when he
was feeling pleased and happy, but instead of such favorites of his as
In the maiden’s chamber
A piece of pure, flawless jade …

I found that he was singing softly some Christian hymn. He had no ear for music and intoned the hymns as he
did everything else in his customary singsong voice. But that was neither here nor there; what interested me was
that he was singing to himself and that he was therefore pleased with something. What could it be?
He put the hymn book down when I entered the room.
“Good thing you came. 1 was just going to call on you. Four was here. He asked me for a thousand dollars and
said nothing about separating, nothing at all about that!”
Obviously he did not ask his brother what he wanted the thousand dollars for; otherwise he would not have
been so happy. All he wanted was that his brother should live with him, as if as long as they lived in the same
house nothing else mattered, no danger could touch them.
“Prayer is a great thing,” he said seriously. “I have been praying every day and my prayers have been answered
already. He said nothing about separating at all. I don’t care if he throws all the money away as long as I have
him.”
I proposed that we drink a bottle of Lotus White on that, but he shook his head, saying:
“You go ahead. I’ll eat something with you, for I have sworn off alcohol.”
I did not drink any either and I did not tell him that I had not been able to find Four. There was no use alarming
him since Four had just been to see him. I mentioned my visit to “her,” however, but he did not comment. He told
me some Bible stories. As I listened to him I could not help marveling at his attitude toward his brother and her
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and feeling that it was very odd to say the least. I could not put my finger on just what was wrong with it, but a
sense that something was amiss troubled me even after I left him and went back to my own house.
One evening four or five days later, Wang Wu came to see me. He was the ricksha man of the Lis and had been
with them more than four years. He was an honest and reliable man, about thirty years old, with a scar on his head
from a nip by an ass when he was a child. He had no fault except occasional indulgence in liquor. He had been
drinking that evening, and the scar on his head was red.
“What has brought you, Wang Wu?”
We were on friendly terms. He always tried to take me home when I stayed late at the Li house and of course I
always tipped him.
“To see how you are,” he said, sitting down. I knew, however, that he had come to tell me something.
“There is freshly made tea. Have a cup.”
I gave him a cigarette.
“What’s on your mind?”
“Hena, something I shouldn’t tell, but I have just drunk two pots of wine and it itches to come out.”
He took a strong puff at his cigarette.
“If it is something that concerns the Lis, you’ll make no mistake in telling me about it.”
“That’s what I think too,” he said but hesitated a while before he went on. “I have been with the Li family for
four years and thirty-five days now. I find myself in a difficult position. Erh-yeh is very good to me and Ssu-yeh,
why, he is just like a friend. That makes things difficult. Ssu-yeh forbids me to tell Erh-yeh about his affairs and
yet I do not teel right to keep things from him. If I tell, I wouldn’t be doing right by Ssu-yeh. That’s what makes
things so difficult. By rights I should stand with Ssu-yeh. Erh-yeh is a good man, true, but he is after all just my
employer, and an employer is an employer no matter how good he is to you. He can never be like a friend or
brother. Erh-yeh is really very good to me. For example, when I go out with him on these hot days, he is always
stopping for little errands. It may be to buy a package of matches or to look at bookstalls. Why? Because he wants
to give me a chance to rest and catch my breath. That’s what makes him a good master. And because he is good to
me, I respect him and am grateful to him. This is what people call to exchange good with good. I understand such
things; I have been around.”
I offered him another cup of tea, to show him that I appreciated his point of view. After he drank the tea, he
pointed to his breast with his cigarette and said:
“Here, but I love Ssu-yeh here. Why? because Ssu-yeh does not look upon me as a ricksha man. Their attitudes
—the way they feel here—are different. As I have said, Erh-yeh tries to give me a chance to rest on hot days. Now
Ssu-yeh doesn’t think about such things. He makes me run for all I am worth no matter how hot it is. But when
we get to talking, he would say why should one man pull a ricksha and another man sit in it? You see he feels the
injustice for us ricksha men, for all the ricksha men in all the world. Erh-yeh is good to me but never thinks of us
ricksha men as a whole. Erh-yeh only thinks of the little things but Ssu-yeh thinks of the big things. Ssu-yeh
doesn’t care anything about my legs, but he cares about my heart. Erh-yeh is considerate and pities my legs, but
he doesn’t care anything about here.”
He pointed to his heart again. I knew that he had more to tell and being afraid that the tea might get the better
of the stimulating effects of the wine I urged him on:
“Go on, Wang Wu! Tell me everything. I can gossip just as well as any woman, don’t you worry!”
He reflected for a,moment, stroking his scar, and then pulled up his chair closer and said in a low voice:
“You know, the streetcar line will be finished soon. We ricksha men will be driven out of business the minute
the cars start running. I am not worried about this myself; I am thinking about all us ricksha men.”
He looked at me, and I nodded.
“Ssu-yeh understands this, else why should we be friends? Wang Wu, we must think up something, Ssu-yeh
says. Ssu-yeh, there is only one thing to do, says I, and that is to wreck the streetcars! That’s right, Wang Wu, says
Ssu-yeh, we must wreck them. And so a plan was adopted. However, I can’t tell you about it. What I want to tell
you is this,” he spoke even lower.
“Ssu-yeh is being followed by the detectives! It may not be because of the streetcar business but it is always
bad business to be followed by detectives. This is what makes things so difficult for me: I wouldn’t be doing right
by Ssu-yeh if I should tell Erh-yeh, and if I don’t tell I might get Erh-yeh in trouble too. I don’t know what to do.”
Black Li had guessed right, I thought to myself after Wang Wu had left. White Li did have immediate plans
that involved danger, perhaps even more radical plans than wrecking the streetcars. That’s why he wanted to live
separately trom his brother; he did not want to drag him in. White Li was not afraid to sacrifice himself and he
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would not hesitate to sacrifice others if necessary, but he did not want to sacrifice his brother when there was no
occasion for it.
What was I to do? To warn Black Li would only cause him to worry more about his brother. It was not only
useless to try to dissuade White Li from his dangerous undertaking, but it would get Wang Wu into trouble.
The crisis came when the streetcar company announced the date for the opening of operations. I had to forget
my scruples and tell Black Li.
He was not home but he had not taken the ricksha.
“Where is Erh-yeh?” I asked Wang Wu.
“He’s gone out.”
“Why didn’t he ride?”
“He has gone out without the ricksha for several days now.”
“Wang Wu, have you told him?” I could tell from his manner that he must have.
“I drank a few cups too much and couldn’t help it.”
Wang Wu’s scar was purple.
“How did he take it?”
“He almost cried.”
“What did he say?”
“He asked me only one question—‘What are you going to do, Wang Wu?’ I said, ‘Wang Wu will follow Ssuyeh.’ ‘That’s all,’ he said. After that he went out without the ricksha.”
It was after dark and I had been waiting for fully three hours when he came in.
“How goes everything?” I asked, trying to lump together all the questions I had in mind in those three words.
“All right,” he said, smiling.
I did not expect him to answer me like that, but I did not ask him any more questions since he did not want to
confide in me. I should have liked some wine, except it was no fun to drink alone. As I got up to go, I said:
“How about going away for a few days with me?”
“Let’s talk about that after a few days,” he said.
I have since realized that one is often coolest in one’s outward manner when one is most agitated inside, but I
did not expect him to behave that way to me.
The day before the streetcar line opened I went to see him again in the evening. He wasn’t home. I waited until
midnight, but there was still no sign of him. He was probably trying to evade me.
Wang Wu came back and smiled at me, saying, “Tomorrow!”
“Where is Erh-yeh?”
“I don’t know. After you left the other day he burned his mole away with something or other and studied
himself a long time in the mirror.”
That meant the end of Black Li, for he was exactly like White Li without the mole. I decided to wait for him no
longer.
On the threshold Wang Wu stopped me.
“If anything happens to me tomorrow,” he said, stroking his scar, “I hope you’ll take care of my old mother.”
Around five o’clock the following day Wang Wu came running into my house, his clothes wet through with
sweat.
“We—we wrecked everything!”
He stopped for want of breath. After recovering his breath, he seized the teapot and drank from the spout.
“We wrecked everything in sight and did not disperse until the mounted troops bore down on us. I saw them
grab Little Ma Liu. The trouble with us was that we had no arms; you can’t do much with just bricks.”
“How about Ssu-yeh?”
“I didn’t see him,” he reflected, biting his lips. “Hene, it was a serious business. Ssu-yeh is bound to be among
them if further arrests are made. He is the leader, you see. But you can’t tell, for Ssu-yeh is pretty smart though he
is so young. Little Ma Liu is done for but maybe Ssu-yeh will get away.”
“Did you see Erh-yeh?”
“He hasn’t been home since he went out yesterday.” He thought for a moment and said:
“I have to hide here for a few days.”
“That’s all right.” The riot was reported in the papers the next morning. Li, ringleader of the rioters who
wrecked the streetcars, had been arrested on the spot together with a student and five ricksha men.
Wang Wu recognized only the character Li in the headlines, but it was enough to confirm his worst fears.
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“Ssu-yeh is done for, Ssu-yeh is done for!”
Tears fell on the paper as he lowered his head over it, pretending to scratch his scar.
The news was soon all over the city that Li and Little Ma Liu would be paraded through the streets prior to
being shot.
The burning sun beat down on the street and made the pebbles so hot that they scorched the feet, but that did
not prevent a crowd. Two men sat in an open cart with their hands tied behind their backs. They were guarded by
policemen in khaki and soldiers in gray, their bayonets glinting cool in the sun. Tied to the cart and dipping and
swaying with its movement were two white cloth banners with the offense of the prisoners written on them. The
eyes of the man in front were closed, there were a few drops of sweat on his forehead, and his lips moved as if in
prayer. As the cart rattled past close in front of me, I was overcome with grief. He did not once raise his head all
the way to the execution ground.
When I went up to claim the body, his mouth was slightly open as if he had prayed to the last.
A few months later I met White Li in Shanghai. He would have passed me without recognition if I had not
called to him.
“Lao Ssu!” I called.
“Oh!” he exclaimed, as if taken aback. “It’s you! I thought Lao Erh had come back to life.”
I suppose I might have sounded like Black Li. I didn’t do it intentionally but perhaps Black Li, who still lived
in my heart, spoke for me.
White Li looked older and more like his brother than ever. We didn’t say much to each other, and he appeared
to be disinclined to talk with me. I only remember his saying:
“Lao Erh has probably gone up to Heaven. That’s the right place for him. I, however, have to go on trying to
break down the gates of Hell.”
2
The train started a long while ago, and now the wheels rumbled mournfully along the rails, the passengers
sighed and counted the hours: seven o’clock, eight, nine, ten—by ten o’clock the train would arrive, and they
would be home around midnight. It might not be too late, for the children might already be put to bed. It was New
Year’s Day, and they were all in a hurry go get home. They looked at the cans, the fruit and the toys heaped up on
the shelves, and already they could hear the children crying “Papa, papa!”, and thinking of all this, they lost
themselves in their thoughts; but there were others who wee well aware that they would not be home before
daybreak. They studied their fellow passengers, and to their consternation they discovered that there was not a
single soul with whom they could claim the faintest acquaintance. When they reached home it would already be
the New Year! And there were others who cursed the train, because it was moving only at a snail’s pace, and
though they remained physically in the carriage, smoking, sipping tea, yawning, pressing their noses to the
window-glass and seeing there only an unfathomable abyss of darkness outside, they were really not in the
carriage at all—they had been home and returned a hundred times since the train left the station. And now they
lowered their heads and yawned to conceal the tears in their eyes.
There were not many passengers in the second-class carriage. There was fat Mr. Chang and thin Mr. Chiao,
and they sat in the same compartment opposite one another. Whenever they got up, they spread their blankets over
their seats to show that intruders would not be welcomed. When the train started they found to their surprise that
there were very few passengers indeed, and somehow this led them more than ever to feel grieved at the thought
that they were traveling in a train on Christmas New Year Day. There were other similarities between the two
passengers: they were both holding free passes, and both of them had been unable to obtain the pass until the
previous day, and they therefore agreed that a man who could give free passes at his will had a perfect right to
annoy bona fide travelers by keeping them to the last moment. They were both indignant at this treatment, for in
the good old days friends were made of sterner stuff, and so they shook their heads and put the blame on these socalled friends who had prevented them from reaching their homes before New Year’s Day.
Old Mr. Chang removed his fox-fur coat and tucked his legs under his body, but he discovered that the seat
was too narrow for sitting comfortably in this posture. Meanwhile, the temperature of the carriage rose and beads
of perspiration began to roll down h is brow. “Boy, towels!” he shouted, and then to Mr. Chiao he said: “I wonder
why they turn so much heat on nowadays.” He gasped. “It wouldn’t be so hot if we were traveling on an
aeroplane.”
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Old Mr. Chiao had taken off his coat a long while ago, and now he was wearing a robe lined with white
sheep’s fur, and over that a sleeveless jacket of shining black satin. He showed no sign of feeling faint. He said:
“One can get a free pass on an aeroplane, too. It isn’t difficult.” And he drawled off with a faint smile.
“It’s better not to risk traveling by air,” Old Mr. Chang said, trying hard tokeep his crossed legs under him, but
succeeding only with great difficulty. “Boy, towels!”
The “boy” was over fort, and his neck was as thin as a stick, so thin that one imagined that it was quite easy to
pluck off his head and plant it back again. You could see him hurrying backward and forwards along the
passageway, his hands full of steaming towels. He was always eager to serve, but really—the way the
management made you work on such a sacred day—it was really inconceivable. When he reached the
compartment in front, he found Little Tsui and vented his injured feelings on him. “Listen to this! I was on duty
on the twenty-seventh and twenty-eighth, and I counted on having today free. Well, at the last moment Mr. Liu
comes to me and says, “Look h ere, you’ll have to have a run on New Year’s Day”—that’s what he says. There are
sixty boys working on this line, and they have to pick on me. I don’t care a damn about New Year’s Day, but it’s
lousy all the same!” And saying this, he craned his neck in the direction f fat Mr. Chang, but he remained exactly
where he was, and untwining the twisted towels, he offered one of them to Little Tsui. “Hae one,” he said, and
went on with his complaint. “I old Mr. Liu that I didn’t care about New Year’s Day, but he must understand that it
was my turn to be off duty that evening. I said I had been working the whole year and ought to have a day off.”
He gulped something down his throat, and his Adam’s apple floated up like the bubbles in water when a bottle is
suddenly turned upside-down. He was so choked that he could not speak for a few moments. “I’m fed up with it
all—everything’s all wrong nowadays.”
From the pale yellow face of Little Tsui something like a smile flowered out. He wanted to incline his head a
little to demonstrate his sympathy, but for some reason he found himself unable to do this. He had his own
difficulties. Everyone on the railway knew him—even the stationmasters and the mechanics. They were all his
friends. His pale yellow face was equivalent to a second-class ticket: the Ministry of Transport itself would not
dare to dispute its validity. And everyone knew that he always traveled with one or two hundred ounces of opium
in his luggage, and everyone admitted that he was entitled to this. At the same time Little Tsui was careful never
to intimidate anybody, nor to be partial in the distribution of his favors, for fear of arousing people’s jealousy, and
he understood their sorrows perfectly well and wished to show his sympathy. Because he offended no one, he was
afraid of no one; and this, the supreme wisdom of life, could be read on his ticket—or rather, on his face.
“We’re all so busy,” he complained, hoping in some way that a recital of his troubles would benefit the “boy.”
And he went on to say that he had had to take this trip entirely against his will, he would have much preferred to
remain comfortably atg home, but on the very next day he would have to meet a blood-sucking girl who would
take all his money away. He smiled, showing darkened teeth, and puffing out his cheeks he spat on the floor.
What he had said began to tell on the “boy,” who seemed to be forgetting his own sorrows and nodding
appreciatively. The towels in his hand had grown cold and he returned to his cabin to resoak them in water. When
he emerged, he passed Little Tsui without saying a word and without looking at him, closing his eyes languidly as
though to show that he had not forgotten the injuries done to him in spite of Little Tsui’s consolations. Taking
advantage of the rocking movement of the train, he swung his body towards a certain Mr. K’ou. “Like a towel,
sir? It’s trying to travel at this time of the year.” He would have liked to vent his feelings on a new audience, but
since he did not know Mr. K’ou very well, he went about it in as circuitous a manner as possible.
Mr. K’ou was dressed with considerable éclat. He wore a dark serge overcoat with a beaver collar, with a
brand new black satin, melon-shaped hat. He had removed neither his coat nor his hat, and he sat there as rigid as
a chairman on a platform waiting solemnly for the moment when he would address a huge audience. He took the
towel, stretching out his arm at full length, and taking care not to fold his elbow he described a semi-circle with
the towel until it reached his face. Then he rubbed his face fastidiously and ostentatiously. When his face emerged
from the whirling cloud of the towel it dazzled and let to his person a renewed splendor and dignity. He nodded to
the “boy,” without explaining why he was traveling on New Year’s Day.
“It’s a bad thing—being a waiter,” the “boy” said, reluctant to let Mr. K’ou go as easily as that. He knew that it
would be inadvisable to repeat what he had said to Little Tsui. It would be necessary to talk with measured
deliberation in order to seem both reverent and intimate. “People ought to rest on New Year’s Day,” he continued,
“but there is no rest for us. We can do nothing.” And taking back the used towel: “Another one, sir?”
Mr. K’ou shook his head. It was now clear that he was almost touched by the “boy’s” misfortunes, but would
rather not enter into any conversation. Everyone on the line knew that he was a friend of the manager, and it was
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his privilege to enjoy a free ride in a second-class carriage any time he pleased. He had only to show his identity,
and he could do this by not entering into desultory conversations with a waiter.
And meanwhile the waiter was at a loss to understand why Mr. K’ou had been shaking his head; but he could
do nothing, for he knew perfectly well that the man was a friend of the manager. The carriage began to rock again,
and the movement of the carriage hurled him into the passage way. Steadying himself, he untwisted a towel and
holding it delicately by two corners he offered it to Mr. Chang. “Would you like one, sir?”; and the man reached
out for it, his thick palm touching the central part of it, which was the hottest. He pressed it to his face, rubbing
hard as though he were cleaning a mirror. Then he handed another one to Mr. Chiao, who showed no enthusiasm,
but took the towel and with it proceeded to clean his nostrils and fingernails delicately. When he returned it to the
waiter, it was all greasy and black.
“The inspectors will soon be coming now,” he began, believing that no policy could be worse than that which
introduced a conversation with a recital of his own troubles. He decided upon a flank attack. “When they have
gone, you will want to have a rest, and if any of you gentlemen would like a cushion, just let me know.” And he
went on a little later: “There are not many passengers on board, and you’ll all be able to have a nap. It’s a pity you
gentlemen are spending a day like this on a train, but as for us waiters—.” He sighed. He realized that he had been
talking too much. He should have discovered in which way the wind was blowing. And he handed Mr. Chang
another towel. Mr. Chang found that his toilet was taking up too much of his time, but remembered that he had
not wiped his hair, which had only recently been cut. Although it was just as hard, or even harder, to rub his scalp,
he determined that he would go through with the ordeal, and when he had finished he sighed with relief. However,
Mr. Chiao declined a second offer, and gently picked his teeth with his now-clean fingernails.
“What’s wrong with the heating system?” Mr. Chang asked, as he tossed back the towel.
“I wouldn’t advise you to open the window,” the waiter answered. “Nine to ten you’ll catch cold. The railway
is under a rotten management.” The chance lay wide open for him, and he entered quickly. “They make you work
all the year round, and don’t even let you rest on New Year’s Day. Well, all talking is vain.”
And so it was, for the train had drawn into a small wayside station.
From the third-class carriages a few passengers stepped down with their bags and baskets, and hurried towards
the exit. Some of them stopped and hesitated, as though they were wondering whether they had left anything on
the train. Those who remained in the train pressed their noses on the window-pane and looked out, their faces
wearing an expression of envy and anxiety. No one in the second-class left the train, but half a dozen soldiers
came into the compartment. Their boots thundered on the floor, their leather belts flashed in the light and their
luggage consisted of four large cases of fireworks wrapped in scarlet paper and decorated with characters cut out
of gold paper. The boxes were so large that for a long time they were undecided what to do with them.
Meanwhile, boots crackled, men bustled about, their voices grew louder, and the question where to place the pile
of fireworks remained for a long time unsettled. Finally, a man who resembled a battalion commander, said that
they should be put on the floor. The platoon commander repeated the order, and then all the men bent double and
executed the order; afterwards they rose stiffly and clicked their heels. The battalion commander returned the
salute and ordered them to dismiss. Boots thundered. A cloud of gray caps, gray uniforms and gray leggings. A
moment later someone said: “Hurry!”, and they obediently disappeared. A whistle sounded form the train, rather
muffled. Lights and shadows flitted about, and the wheels began to rumble and the train to roll out of the station.
The waiter walked from one end of the carriage to the other, looking as though there was something on his
mind. He stole a glance at the two soldiers and then at the heap of fireworks which lay so uncompromisingly on
the floor, barring his way; but he dare not say anything. He went into a desultory conversation with Little Tsui,
harping on the old theme, repeating what he had said a moment before, but adding a more detailed and to him
more satisfactory account of his misfortunes. Little Tsui began to talk about his girl friends.
But the waiter was still perturbed by the presence of the fireworks. He left Little Tsui, and resumed his furtive
strolling among the compartments. The battalion commander was lying down, tired out, his pistol on the little
table at the side of the carriage. The platoon commander had not yet dared to imitate him, but he had removed his
cap and was now violently scratching his scalp. The waiter took care not to awaken the senior officer, but he
smiled voluminously at the junior. “What was I going to say?” he said in a half-apologetic tone of voice,
hesitantly. “Oh yes, I was going to suggest that it might be a better idea to put the crackers up on the shelf.”
“Why?” the officer answered, mouth awry with head scratching.
“You know, I was afraid people might step on them,” the waiter replied, his head shrinking tortoise-fashion
into his shoulders.
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“No one would dare to touch them! Why should they touch them?” the officer answered, his little beady eyes
askew.
“That’s quite all right!” The waiter was all smiles, and his face became smaller as though under the weight of
an enormous invisible rock. “It doesn’t matter at all. May I know where you are traveling to?”
“If I have any more trouble from you, what about fighting it out?” the officer suddenly shouted. He had been
worn thin by the ill-humor of his senior officer, and he was perfectly prepared to fight.
But the waiter was I no need of a fight, and he abruptly disappeared. As he passed Mr. Chang, he said: “The
inspectors will be here soon, sir.”
Mr. Chang and Mr. Chiao were developing a cordial friendship. The ticket inspection began. There were two
inspectors followed by three other men. The first wore a cap with gold braid, was white-skinned, stern, his nose in
the air. The second also wore a cap with gold braid, but he was dwarfish, dark, and his face was full of smiles and
somehow possessed the power of reconciling all those who were put out by the sternness of the first. As they went
through the third-class carriages they pulled long faces, but when they went into the second-class the dwarf
inspector was wreathed with smiles, and when they reached the first-class carriages they would both be smiling
broadly. The third man was a giant from Tientsin, with a pistol and many rounds of ammunition in his belt. The
fourth was a giant from Shantung, and he too carried a belt and a pistol, but he also wore a long sword. And the
fifth was the waiter, whose head troubled him—for it was always popping upward and he found the greatest
difficulty in maintaining it in its proper position.
The group came to a pause opposite Little Tsui. They all knew him, his pale yellow face and dark teeth, which
immediately formed into a smile as between familiar acquaintances. It was an awkward moment. The first
inspector gazed blankly into the distance as though absorbed in mediation; he kept on tapping his ticket-punch
gently against his thigh. The second nodded recognition to Little Tsui. The Tientsin giant smiled at him, and
immediately afterwards turned off the smile exactly as though he had pressed a switch. The Shantung giant
touched the peak of his cap with his hand, and his eloquent eyes seemed to be saying: “I’ve got a long story to tell
you, but wait until all this nonsense is finished.” The waiter felt that the inspection had lasted long enough, and as
the group moved on he said: “Please sit down. There aren’t many passengers—it will be all over in a moment, and
then I’ll come back to you.” Little Tsui found himself alone, a shadow flitting across his brow. At last he sat down.
The waiter caught them up a little later, but he did not join in their procession. He slipped up to Mr. K’ou. “Mr.
K’ou, sir,” he said, but the procession leader was slightly irritated by his interference, and giving his hand to Mr.
K’ou he said: “How is the manager these days?” You know it’s late in the year to start on a long journey.” Mr.
K’ou, his respectability unimpaired and even increased by this encounter, smiled weakly, murmured inaudibly,
bowed and smiled again. The two guards stood bolt upright, quite still, feeling that they were outsiders in
whatever game was now being employed. Their low positions in life denied them the privilege of entering into the
conversation, but they contrived to maintain their dignity by puffing out their chests and standing at attention.
Meanwhile the waiter was taking this opportunity to inform Mr. Chang and Mr. Chiao to get their tickets ready.
They gave him their tickets. He was awestruck when he realized that the tickets were free passes, and his
reverence for the two gentlemen became even greater than before. He returned Mr. Chang’s pass at once, but he
ventured to detain Mr. Chiao’s for a moment because it was clearly indicated on the pass that the holder was a
woman, and there was indisputable evidence that Mr. Chiao was a man. The two inspectors drew apart and began
to whisper into each other’s ear. A moment later they nodded to one another, and it was clear that they had reached
a common understanding that on New Year’s Day a man might pass for a woman. The waiter returned Mr. Chiao’s
ticket with both hands, apologetically.
The battalion commander was now snoring. As soon as he noticed the arrival of the inspectors, the platoon
commander put his legs up on the seat and showed every sign of an unwillingness to be disturbed. The inspectors’
attention was immediately arrested by the pile of fireworks which littered the passageway. The Shantung giant
nodded in admiration, overcome by the length and solidity of the fireworks. And they passed through the
compartment, and it was not until the first inspector reached the door that he turned to the waiter and said: “You’d
better tell them to put the fireworks on the shelves,” and in order to save the waiter from further embarrassment
the second inspector added quickly: “Better still if you did it for them.” The waiter nodded his thin neck like a
pendulum without saying anything, but all the while he was asking himself: “You haven’t the courage to tell them
—that’s what it is—so what can I do except nod my head?—and besides, there is a great different between
nodding and doing.” The truth dawned on his mind. The fireworks must not be moved.
When he returned to Little Tsui, he was surprised to find the little fellow sunk in misery and knew at once that
he was in need of a cup of water. Without saying anything he brought along the kettle. Little Tsui took something
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from his pocket-—he waiter did not see it, but dimly suspected that it was opium—and pressed it into his left
palm with the ball of his thumb, grinning, his face so pale that it resembled paper. He was almost perspiring and
something like a faint vapor was rising from his face, which was glazed like an onion in a hothouse. Then he
covered his mouth with his cupped hand, and the fingers began to wave in gentle undulations. He closed his eyes,
took a sip from the cup and puffed out his cheeks. Afterwards his eyes opened, and an indubitable smile floated
over his pale yellow face.
“It’s more important than food,” Little Tsui said wonderingly.
“Oh yes, far more important,” the waiter nodded.
Go-home-go-home-go-home-go-home. The wheels roared in chorus. But they were very slow. The star-strewn
sky undulated. Hills, trees, villages, graves, flashed past in clusters. The train dashed on and on in the darkness.
Smoke, soot and sparks shot up furiously, and then disappeared. The train ran on, flying breathlessly, one patch of
darkness following on another. A stretch of snow and a string of low mounds glowed and darkened and were
gone. Go-home-go-home-go-home-go-home. The lights were ablaze, the temperature steaming, all the passengers
were weary to death, and not one was inclined to sleep. Go-home-go-home-go-home. The farewell rites to the Old
Year, the libations to the gods, the offering to the Ancestors, the writing on the spring scrolls, the firecrackers, the
dumplings, the sweetmeats, the diners and the wine—all these became suddenly very real to them, filling their
eyes and their ears, their palates and their nostrils. A smile would light upon their lips and instantly disappear,
dying way at the recollection that they were still physically in the train. Go-home-go-home-go-home-go-home.
Darkness, darkness, darkness. The starry sky undulated. Patches of snowy ground rose and fell. No human
sounds, no traffic, nothing visible. Darkness endlessly receding, an interminable road tightly hugging the brightly
lit train which struggled furiously to tear itself away from the menace of the surrounding darkness. And yet the
darkness never forsook the train. Go-home-go-home-go-home …
Mr. Chang took down from the shelf two bottles of distilled wine, and said to Mr. Chiao: “We’re just like old
friends now. How about a drop of this? We might as well enjoy New Year’s Day—no reason why we shouldn’t
enjoy ourselves.” He handed over a cup of the wine. “Real Yinkow\fn{ A note reads: A place between Mukden and Port
Arthur.} wine. Twenty years old. You can’t get it on the market. Bottoms up.”
Mr. Chiao was too polite to refuse. He asked himself what he should offer Mr. Chang in return, and all the time
he kept his eyes fixed on the cup, and his hands were fidgeting. He reached up to the shelf, took down a large
parcel, gently unwrapped it and revealed a number of smaller parcels. He pinched them one by one, and finally
removed the three parcels which he felt sure contained dried lichees, preserved dates and spiced bean-curd. He
then unwrapped them and offered them toMr. Chang. “We’re like old friends. Don’t stand on any ceremony.”
Mr. Chang picked a lichee, which burst under the pressure of his fingers. The sound amused him. It was an
appropriate sound, reminiscent of New Year’s Day. He watched Mr. Chiao sipping the wine and, waiting till his
friend had swallowed it all, he asked: “Well, how do you like the stuff?”
“Marvelous!” Mr. Chiao wetted his lips. “Marvelous! Nothing like it anywhere.”
They filled up one another’s cups, and slowly and imperceptibly their faces turned crimson. Their tongues
were unloosened. They talked of their families, their jobs, their friends, the difficulty of earning money, free
passes. Their cups clinked, their hearts clinked, their eyes moistened, they were permeated with warmth. It was
time for one of them to be generous. Mr. Chiao unwrapped another parcel which contained preserved oranges. Mr.
Chang looked at the two remaining bottles and said: “Well, we’ll have to finish them. One each. Mustn’t leave a
drop. We’re old friends now. Come on. Bottoms up!”
“I’m not very good at drinking.”
“Nonsense. Twenty years old. Mellow. Won’t make you drunk. It’s God’s will that we should become friends.
Drink up!”
Mr. Chiao was profoundly honored. Mr. Chang looked at his bottle—there was not very much left now. He
untied his collar. Beads of perspiration stood out on his brow; his eyes were blood-shot and his tongue was stiff.
Though still talkative, his talk was reduced to mere babbling; he had not yet completely lost his self-control, he
could still put a curb on the curious inner urge which nearly led him to curse in front of his new-found friend, and
the resultant of these forces took the form, not of a quarrel, or incivility, but rather of exultation and gaiety. Mr.
Chiao, on the other hand, had been able to stomach only half of the bottle assigned to him, but his face was
already turning deathly pale. He produced a packet of cigarettes and threw one at Mr. Chang. Both lit their
cigarettes. Cigarette in mouth, Mr. Chang reclined along the seat, his legs dangling nonchalantly. He itched to
sing, but his throat was scorched and hoarse, and he breathed heavily through his nose like an angry bull. Mr.
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Chiao also leaned back cigarette din hand, his eyes fixed on the legs of the seat opposite him, his heart beating
wildly. He hiccuped. His face was pale, and he felt a faint itching all over his body.
Go-hom-go-home-go-home-go-home. In Mr. Chang’s ears the wheels sounded as though they were going at
breakneck speed. His heart beat fast, and suddenly everything began buzzing. His head turned round and round in
the air, buzzing like a fly. All objects were dancing and glowing in red circles. When the buzzing ceased, his heart
once more began to beat at its accustomed ritual, and he opened his eyes slightly, partially regaining his strength.
He pretended that nothing had happened, and groping for the matchbox he relit his extinguished cigarette. Then
he threw the match away.
Suddenly on the table a greenish flame flared up, smelling of alcohol, spinning among the cups and bottles,
fluttering, rising, spreading out. Mr. Chiao was startled out of his dreams as the cigarette which he held in his
hand suddenly caught fire. He threw it away. He beat the table with both hands to extinguish the fire, and in doing
this he knocked down the cups and bottles. Iridescent tongues licked the unopened parcels. Mr. Chang’s face was
hidden inflames. Mr. Chiao thought of running away. The flames on the table soared up, and the parcels on the
shelf above seemed to reach down to catch the rising columns of flames. Flame lined with flame. Mr. Chiao
himself was ablaze. The fire reached his eyebrows, charring them, snapping at his hair, which sizzled, lighting up
the alcohol on his lips and turning him into a fire-breathing monster.
Suddenly: pop, pop, pop … it sounded like machine-gun fire. The platoon commander had hardly opened his
eyes when a cracker exploded on his nose and sent sparks and blood flying in fine sprays. He rose, and began
frantically running. There were explosions everywhere, under his feet, all round his body. The noise was
deafening as though they had stepped on a land mine. The battalion commander was swallowed up in the fire
before he could open his eyes. He was trying to open his eyes when the right eye received a direct hit from one of
the exploding crackers.
Mr. K’ou started up. He cast a quick glance at his luggage on the shelf. Some of the parcels were already
burning, and the fire was closing in from all sides—from above, from below, and even from a long way away.
Flames licked at him, and an idea flashed through his mind. He picked up one of his shoes from the floor and
smote at the windowpane. He wanted to jump out of the window. The glass was broken, a gale rushed in, the fire
turned wild. His collar of beaver-skin, the four bedrolls, the five boxes, his clothes—they were all swallowed up
in the flames. The train ran on, the wind was roaring, the firecrackers kept going off. Mr. K’ou ran like a wild
animal.
Little Tsui was a seasoned traveler. He had heard the sounds, but he was too lazy to open his eyes. The fire
finally reached his feet and spread along his body. He felt hot, and sat up . He saw nothing but smoke and fire.
The crackers continued to explode, the opium which he carried on his body began to melt and burn. The delicious
smell assailed his nostrils. He felt a scorching heat. His legs could not move. The fires spread over his chest. His
huddled body was wrapped in flames, a gigantic bubbling ball of opium-paste, until it was reduced to the shape of
a cocoon.
So Little Tsui stirred no more. Mr. Chang was dead-drunk, and he lay there like a log. Mr. Chiao, Mr. K’ou and
the platoon commander were running about in all directions, stark staring mad. The battalion commandeer knelt
on the bench and wailed. The fire had already penetrated every corner of the carriage; the smell of sulphur was
suffocating. The crackers were no longer exploding—they had all been burnt. The noise died away, but the smoke
grew thicker. And at last those who were running about no longer ran about, and those who were wailing no
longer wailed. The fire began to devour the furniture. The train kept darting forward, the wind kept roaring. Red
tongues of flame struggled within the dense clouds of smoke, hoping for an outlet. The smoke turned milky, and
the flames began to thrash at the windows. The whole carriage was transparent with light, and tongues of fire
streamed away like streamers, a thousand torches burning brightly in the wind.
The train slowed down as it drew near a small station, but it did not stop. The trackman turned the lever and
said to himself: “Fire!” The signalman flashed his green lamp and said to himself: “Fire!” The guards stood at
attention and said to themselves: “Fire!” The station master was late in arriving, and when he arrived the train had
already left, but he saw dimly in his half-drunken stupor that there was a train on fire, and preferred to believe that
it was an hallucination. The signalman blew out his lamp, the trackman shifted the lever back by which the rails
resumed their normal position; the guards returned with their rifles to their recreation quarters, and each of them
retained in his mind a picture of the fire, and yet not one of them was inclined to admit that he had seen it.
Gradually the idea of the fire died away in their minds, and they were concerned only about how they could enjoy
the festival. They lit firecrackers, drank, played mahjong. Everything was right with the world.
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As the train left the station, it gained speed. The wind howled, and the fire crackled. Brilliant rockets shout out
in sprays. The night was dark and the train was a chain of lanterns pouring out licking flames. Of the second-class
carriage, only a charred skeleton remained. The flames, having noting to feed on, moved backwards and forwards,
and finally entered the third-class carriage. Smoke came first, sending out a pungent, and slightly sweet smell of
charred flesh and furniture. Fire followed. “Fire! Fire! Fire!” Everyone was shouting in fearful panic. They lost
their heads. They broke the windows in an attempt to leap out, and then hesitated. Some began to run, and then
they would fall against one another and fall down. Some sat transfixed to their seats, unable even to cry.
Turbulence. Panic. Every effort proved vain. They howled, folded their arms round their heads, beat off the flames
with their clothes, ran, jumped out of the carriage …
The fire had discovered a new colony, with rich resources and a great population. It was made with joy. It
licked out with one of its tongues, pawed with another, hid a third in the smoke, and suddenly thrust a fourth
through the window. A fifth wandered without any fixed goal. It was the sixth which joined all the others together.
Hundreds of flames began dancing in the most fantastic patterns. They rolled themselves up into balls, shot out
like meteors, gathered in red-and-green pools of fire. They glowed, dwindled, crept in the wake of the smoke, and
then disappeared. Then they burst out of the smoke in torrents. They squeaked and gibbered as they burned human
flesh and broiled human hair. The crowd howled, the wind roared, the fire crackled. The whole car was on fire.
The smoke was heavy. It was a lovely cremation.
The train arrived at the next station, where it was due to stop. It stopped. Signalmen, ticket-inspectors, guards,
the station master and the assistant station master, the clerks and the hangers-on all looked at the burning carriages
in amazement, and could do nothing, because there were no fire engines and no implements for putting out fires.
The second-class carriage, and the two adjacent third-class carriages in front and behind were silent and still.
From them a plume of blue smoke curled up—languidly and leisurely.
It was reported later that fifty-two corpses were found on the train, and the bodies of eleven more, who had
jumped off and killed themselves, were found along the line.
*
After the Lantern Festival—that is, fifteen days after the New Year—an inspector arrived. For the first three
days he attended official receptions, and had little time to spare for the investigation. The next three days were
spent in looking after some personal affairs which could not longer be laid aside. Then the investigation began.
The guard knew nothing. The first inspector knew nothing. The second inspector knew nothing. Neither the
Tientsin giant, nor the Shantung giant, nor the waiter, knew anything about the cause of the fire. Reports from the
various stations on the number of tickets sold tallied closely with the number of tickets collected, taking into
account the sixty-three tickets which were missing. These corresponded exactly with the number of casualties and
so must have been burnt. No station reported the sale of second-class tickets; it followed that the second class
must have been empty, and therefore the fire could not have started in the second-class carriage.
Finally, the waiter was re-examined. He declared that he knew nothing about the fire, which must have started
when he was in the dining-car. The tribunal decided that he was irrevocably wrong, and should be punished for
having left his post of duty. And he was duly discharged from the service.
The inspector submitted his report with a detailed account of the tragedy written in the most admirable style.
*
“I don’t care at all,” the waiter said to his wife. They put you on duty on New Year’s Day, and then, when
everything goes wrong, they think we will be starved if we leave their wretched railway.”
“What nonsense!” his wife answered. “I’m not worried about that. What I am worried about is the cabbage that
got burnt.”
3
You couldn’t blame old Mrs. Wang for wanting a grandson, for what was the use of getting a daughter-in-law if
it was not to pave the way for a grandson? And you couldn’t blame the daughter-in-law, either. It is not that she
hadn’t tried, but what could one do if the baby didn’t live after it was born, or was born without any life at all?
Take the first birth, for instance. As soon as the mother became pregnant, old Mrs. Wang forbade her to do
anything whatsoever, forbade her even to turn over in bed. You can’t say that’s not being careful. But after five
months, she had a miscarriage, probably because she blinked her eyes once or twice too often. And it was a boy,
too!
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During her second pregnancy, she did not even dare to blink her eyes without due deliberation or indulge in a
yawn without two maids on either side to make sure that nothing went wrong. Indeed, carefulness pays and the
mother gave birth to a big, plump boy. But for some reason or other, the child had lived barely five days when it
took eternal leave of this world without so much as a cheep or without even a ghost knowing. That happened in
mid-winter. There were four open stoves in the nursery, without so much as a single pinhole in any of the
windows. Not only was it impossible for any wind to get in, it would have been pretty difficult for the God of
Wind himself to have found his way in. Moreover, the baby had piled on it four quilts and five woolen blankets.
You can’t say that he wasn’t warmly covered, can you? But the baby died just the same. It was simply fate and no
one could do anything about it.
Now young Mrs. Wang was again blessed. The size of her belly was astonishing, like stone rollers that road
gangs use. Was old Mrs. Wang tickled! It was as if her heart had grown two little hands that kept on tickling her
and making her laugh. Judging by the mother’s size, it would be a wonder if it did not turn out to be twins! The
Goddess of Children had answered her prayers and was going to reward her with a pair of them. She was ready to
do more than offer prayers and burn incense; she could hardly have refused her daughter-in-law if she had wanted
human brains for dinner. For midnight supper she gave her stewed fresh bacon, chicken noodles, and similar rich
delicacies.
The daughter-in-law was very obliging on her part. The more she lay motionless, the hungrier she became. She
would eat a couple of pounds of moon cakes for a between-meal snack, so that oil fairly oozed out of her onto the
pillow, and you could have swept out mincemeat and crumbs from under her covers by the bowlful. How could a
pregnant woman give birth to a plump baby if she did not eat as much as she could? Both mother-in-law and
daughter-in-law were agreed on that. And of course the maternal grandma was not to be outdone. She came every
few days to “hasten the birth,: and every time she came, she brought at least eight trays of food. It has been
discovered long since by philosophers that in-laws are implacable foes. And so the more things maternal grandma
brought, the more convinced the other grandma became that the former was just trying to show off and shame her;
and the more paternal grandma tried to press food upon her daughter-in-law, the more convinced maternal
grandma became that her daughter did not get enough to eat. The result of this wholesome competition was a
boon to the young woman, who ate and ate until her mouth was worn thin.
The midwife had been on hand for seven days and seven nights, but to no purpose. They had tried all sorts of
weird prescriptions and quantities of pills and powders and incense ash from the temple of the Goddess of
Children, but nothing worked. On the eighth day, the young woman couldn’t even be tempted with chicken broth.
She just rolled and groaned with pain. Old Mrs. Wang burned incense to the Goddess of Children and maternal
grandma summoned a holy woman to read the charm for hastening birth; still it was no use. Thus they struggled
on toward midnight, when the top of the reluctant child’s head finally came into view. The midwife tired all her
tricks but accomplished nothing more than to maul and bruise the young mother. The child just would not come
out. The minutes, each as long as a year, dragged on until it was almost an hour, but still only the top of the child’s
head could be seen.
Someone suggested the hospital, but old Mrs. Wang would not hear of such a thing, for that would mean that
the mother would have to be disemboweled and the child “gouged” out by force. Foreign devils sand foreign
devils once removed could do that if they wanted to, but not the Wangs. The Wangs wanted their grandchild to be
born naturally, not gouged out by force. Maternal grandma didn’t like the idea, either. You couldn’t exactly hasten
the birth of a child. Even a hen has to take her time about laying an egg. Moreover, the holy woman hadn’t yet
finished incanting her charm and to slight her was to be disrespectful tot he gods. What was the hurry?
Another hour went by. The child was a stubborn as ever. The mother’s eyes became glassy. With tears in her
eyes, old Mrs. Wang made up her mind to save the child and forget the mother. You could always get another
daughter-in-law; the child was more important. It was time to be resolute and pull the child out by brute force if
necessary. A wet nurse would do just as well in case the mother died. She told the midwife to pull hard. Maternal
grandma, however, had a different reaction. To her a daughter was a daughter, much closer than a grandson. It was
better to get her to the hospital, without waiting for the holy woman to finish. Who knows what she was
mumbling, anyway? What if it wasn’t the birth-hastening charm, after all? Wouldn’t that be wasting valuable
time? The holy woman was dismissed, but paternal grandma was obdurate against gouging. There was little the
maternal grandma could do. A married daughter is like water than has been thrown out of the pail. As long as her
daughter lived, she was a member of the Wang family and when she died, she would still be a Wang ghost. The
inlaws glared at each other, each ready to bite off a hunk of the other’s flesh.
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Another half hour went by, and the child was as unhurried and reluctant to come out as before. The midwife
decided it was hopeless and sneaked off at the first opportunity. Her departure weakened old Mrs. Wang’s position
and gave more weight to maternal grandma’s plea: “Even the midwife has sneaked off. What are we waiting for?
Do you want the child to die in the womb?”
The juxtaposition of “death” and “child” made a deep impression on old Mrs. Wang, but still, gouging would
hardly do under any circumstances.
“Lots of people go to the hospital nowadays; they don’t always resort to gouging,” maternal grandma
vehemently argued, though she was not so sure of it herself. As for old Mrs. Wang, she naturally did not believe it
at all; to her, going to the hospital meant only one thing and that was gouging.
Fortunately, the maternal grandpa arrived on the scene, immediately improving the position and morale of
maternal grandma. He, too, was for going to the hospital. There was little else to do after that. After all, he was a
man and in matter of life and death a man’s word carries weight, though childbearing is strictly a woman’s
business.
And so the in-laws, the young mother, and the grandson, who had only his hair showing, all went to the
hospital in a motorcar. The in-laws shed tears at the cruel fate of the grandson who had to be carted about in a
motorcar when he had just barely showed his hair.
Old Mrs. Wang exploded almost as soon as they got to the hospital. What? They had to register? What did they
mean by registering? It was a case of childbirth, not as if they had come for their quota of rice at government
prices, or to get a bowl of free gruel. Old Mrs. Wang was outraged and declared that she would sooner give up the
idea of a grandson than to submit to such a humiliation. But when she found that if she refused to register, they
would refuse to let them in, she decided to swallow her pride, hard as it was for her to do, for the sake of her
emerging grandson. If only her husband were still alive—it would have been a wonder indeed if he did not tear
down the hospital then and there. A widow couldn’t do that; she had to put up with things even though she had
money. It was no time to ruminate over her grievances; the most pressing thing was to coax her grandson out. So
she registered and was told that she had to pay fifty dollars in advance. That gave her her opportunity. “Fifty
dollars? Even five hundred is nothing to me. Why didn’t you come to the point? Why this nonsense about
registration? Do you think my grandson is a letter?”
The physician came and again old Mrs. Wang exploded. It was a man—a man was to act as midwife. She
wouldn’t have a man attend to her daughter-in-law. Before she had a chance to recover from this shock, two more
men came out and proceeded to lift up her daughter-in-law and put her on a stretcher. She was so outraged that
even her ears quivered. Why, it was worse than revolution and rebellion! What did they mean by letting a crowd
of men handle a young pregnant woman? “Put her down! Isn’t there anyone here who knows what human
decency means? If so, you’d better ask a few women to come out. Otherwise, we leave.”
It happened that she had to deal with a very good-natured physician. “All right,” he said. “Put her down and let
them go!”
Old Mrs. Wang swallowed hard and what she had to swallow burned her heart. If it were not for the sake of her
grandson, she would give him a few resounding slaps at least. But “an official in authority is not as important as a
flunky in charge,” and what could she do, since her grandson had decided to be difficult? All right, take her and
waste no more words. As soon as the two men put the daughter-in-law on the stretcher, the physician began to
press her abdomen with his hands. Old Mrs. Wang closed her eyes to the horror of it and cursed maternal grandma
in her heart: “It’s your daughter and you let a man press her belly without uttering a word of protest! Oh, the
indecency of it!” She was about to say something aloud when her thought again turned to her grandson. For more
than ten months, he had never suffered any indignity or discomfort. Would he, with his tender skin and bone, be
able to stand the physician'’ rough handling? She opened her eyes and was about to warn the physician when the
latter anticipated her by asking, “What have you been feeding the mother? Look at her! I don’t know what to do
with people like you. You keep feeding the mother everything you can think of until the child is so large. You
would not come for checkups. Then you come to us when everything else fails.” Then, without waiting for old
Mrs. Wang to say anything, he said to the two men, “Carry her in!”
Old Mrs. Wang had never suffered such a humiliation in all her life. It was as of the Goddess of Wisdom
herself was being taught how to be wise! That was not the worst of it if there had been a grain of sense to what the
man said. IF a pregnant woman did not eat nourishing food, how was she to bear a child, how was the child to
grow? Did the physician thrive on northwest wind when he was in his mother’s womb? But Western-style
physicians are all foreign devils once removed and you couldn’t reason with them. She would take it out on
maternal grandma, wherewith she glared at her. The latter was too busy thinking about her daughter to mind. She
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tried to follow the carriers. Old Mrs. Wang followed suit, but the physician turned around and said to them, “Wait
here!”
Both women’s eyes turned red with indignation. What, they would not let them in to watch? How were they to
know where they were going to take her, and what they were going to do to her? After the physician left them, old
Mrs. Wang unloosed the acrid smoke of her rage on maternal grandma. “You said they would not have to gouge
him out, but see now, they would not even let you go in and see what’s going on! Why, they may even have her
quartered twice over. It would serve you right to have your daughter cut up like that. But if anything should
happen to my grandson, I shall not live. I’ll match my life against yours!”
Maternal grandma was frightened. What if they really did cut up her daughter? It was not beyond these foreign
devils once removed. Didn’t they exhibit a human leg and a torso in glass jars the last time the medical school was
opened to the public? “Now you are blaming me! Who was it that kept on stuffing my daughter from morning till
night? Didn’t you hear what the doctor said? It was you who insisted on stuffing her. Now see what you have
done. I have seen a lot of people in my time, but I nave never seen a mother-in-law like you!”
“Yes, I have fed her well, but that’s because I wasn’t sure that she ever got enough to eat before she was
married into our house,” sneered in-law Wang.
“And I suppose it’s because we never gave her enough to eat in our own house that I had to bring eight food
trays every time I visited my daughter at your house!”
“Now you have admitted it yourself. Yes, eight trays. Yes, I have stuffed her and you haven’t!”
Thus the in-laws battled on, either willing to weaken. Their jibes and retorts were highly original and
effectively delivered.
The physicians came back, and said, as paternal grandma had anticipated, that an operation was necessary. The
term operation had an unfamiliar ring, but there was no question as to the implication: it meant that they were
going to cut her up. If they operated, the physician said, they might save both mother and child; if not, both would
probably die. The child was hours overdue and was definitely too big to come out with out an operation. But a
member of the family must sign before they could operate.
Old Mrs. Wang did not hear a word of what the physician had said. She was saying to herself that she would
not stand gouging.
“What are you going to do?” the physician said impatiently. “You must decide right away!”
“Gouging won’t do!”
“Are you going to sign? Hurry up and make up your mind!” the physician again urged.
“My grandson must be born the natural way!”
Maternal grandma became anxious. “Would it be all right if I signed?”
Old Mrs. Wang flared up at maternal grandma’s presumptuousness. “She is my daughter-in-law! Who are
you?”
The physician became more and more impatient. He shouted into old Mrs. Wang’s ear, “This is a matter of two
lives!”
“Gouging won’t do!”
“Then you don’t care about a grandson?” The physician adopted a new line of attack.
For a while she was silent. Many ancestral ghosts presented themselves before her, and all of them seemed to
say to her: “We want someone to keep on burning incense to us. We are willing to compromise on the issue of
gouging.”
She surrendered. Of course the ancestors must have an heir; let them resort to gouging, if necessary. “But just
one thing—it must be alive!” She had hearkened to the ancestors’ wishes and given her permission to the
physician to cut open her daughter-in-law and gouge the child out, but she must make it clear that she wanted a
live baby. What good would a dead one be? As for the mother, it didn’t matter so long as the grandson lived.
Maternal grandma, however, was not so indifferent to the patient’s fate. “Are you sure that both mother and
child will live?”
“Hush!” said the paternal grandma.
“I believe that there will be no danger,” the physician said, wiping his forehead. “But the birth has been very
much delayed and we can guarantee nothing. Otherwise, why should you be asked to sign?”
“You wouldn’t guarantee anything? Then let us not go through all this for nothing!” Paternal grandma was
very responsible in her attitude toward the ancestors; it wouldn’t do anyone any good if only a dead child came
out of all this horror.
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“All right, then,” said the physician, suffocating with exasperation. “Take her back and do what you like. But
remember, two lives!”
“What if it were three lives, since you would not guarantee anything?”
Old Mrs. Wang suddenly decided that perhaps she had better let them try. She would not have thought of this if
the physician had not started to walk away. “Doctor, doctor, come back! Sup[posing you try what you can.” The
physician was so exasperated that he hardly knew whether to laugh or to cry. He read the release to her and she
signed it with a cross.
The grandmas waited and waited for they did not know how long. It was not until almost dawn that they
succeeded in gouging the child out. What a big baby it was, fully thirteen pounds! Old Mrs. Wang was
overwhelmed with happiness. She took maternal grandma’s hands, laughing with tears streaming down her
cheeks. The latter was no longer her enemy but her “dear elder sister.” The physician was no longer a foreign
devil once removed but a benefactor of the Wang family. She wished she could reward him with a hundred dollars
at once. If he had not resorted to gouging, her nice, fat grandson might have suffocated. How would she then face
her ancestors? She wished she could kneel down then and there and do some good old kowtowing, but they did
not have any shrine for the Goddess of Children in the hospital.
The baby was now washed and put in the nursery. The grandmas wanted to go in and take a look. Not only to
take a look but to pat and fondle the child with their wrinkled hands that had not been washed all night. The nurse
would not let them go in; they were only allowed to look through the glass partition. There was their own
grandson inside, their very own grandson, and yet they were not even allowed to touch it! Paternal grandma took
out a red envelope—which she had planned to give to the midwife—and handed it to the nurse. She would surely
let them in after that! But nothing seemed to go right; the nurse actually refused to accept the gift! Old Mrs. Wang
rubbed her eyes and contemplated the nurse for a long while. “She does not appear to be a foreign-devil girl,” she
said to herself. “Then why is it that she would not accept a gift? Perhaps she is shy and feels embarrassed.” She
had it! She would strike up a conversation with her. Everything would be all right after she had broken down her
shyness. She pointed to the row of baskets in the nursery and asked, “I suppose they were all gouged out?”
“No, only yours. All the others were born naturally.”
“Nonsense,” old Mrs. Wang said to herself. “All those who come to hospitals must be gouging cases.”
“Only when you feel rich and fattening food to the mother is it necessary to operate,” the nurse said.
“But would the child be so big if the mother didn’t have enough to eat?” said maternal grandma, standing on a
united front with old Mrs. Wang on the issue.
“A big, fat baby is better than a skinny monkey, though one may be gouged out and the other born naturally,”
old Mrs. Wang said, beginning to feel that none but gouging cases had any business to come to the hospital. “And
who ever heard of natural cases coming to the hospital? That would be as unnecessary as letting down the pants in
order to break wind!”
But they remained on the outside of the nursery, for al the talking they did.
Old Mrs. Wang had another idea. “Maid,” she said to the nurse, addressing her as if she were a servant girl,
“give the baby to us and let us take him home. We have a lot to do to get ready for the Third Day bathing
ceremony.”
“I am not a maid and I cannot give you the baby,” said the nurse, none too politely.
“He is my grandson! You dare to refuse me? We can’t invite guests to the hospital and do things properly.”
“The mother can’t nurse the child right away when we have to operate; we have to feed the child.”
“And so can we! I am getting on toward sixty and I have borne sons and given birth to daughters. I should
know more about such things than you do. Have you ever borne any children?” Old Mrs. Wang wasn’t sure
whether the nurse was married or not. Who could tell what these white-helmeted women were, anyway?”
“We can’t give you the child without the doctor’s permission, no matter what you say.”
“Then go and get the doctor and let me talk with him. I don’t want to waste words with you!”
“The doctor has not yet finished; he has to sew up the incision.”
This reminded maternal grandma of daughter, though old Mrs. Wang was still too full of her grandson to give
any thought to her daughter-in-law. Before the birth of her grandson, her daughter-in-law always came to her
mind when she thought of her grandson, but now that her grandson was born, it was no longer necessary to think
of her daughter-in-law. Maternal grandma, however, wanted to see her daughter. Who knew what a big hole they
made in her belly? They would not let anyone into the operating room and there was nothing for maternal
grandma to do except to gaze at the child with old Mrs. Wang from the distance.
Finally the physician came out and old Mrs. Wang went up to parley with him.
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“In operating cases, it is best for mother and child to stay in the hospital for a month,” the physician said.
“Then what are we going to do about the Third Day and the Full Month?” old Mrs. Wang asked.
“Which is more important, their lives or the feasts? How can the mother stand the strain of entertaining before
her incision heals?” the physician asked.
Old Mrs. Wang undoubtedly believed that the Third Day celebration was more important than her daughter-inlaw’s life, but she could not very well say so with maternal grandma listening. As to how her daughter-in-law was
to receive the guests, that was easily managed: she would let her receive them lying in bed.
The physician still refused. Old Mrs. Wang got another idea. “I suppose it is money that you are after? All
right, then, we’ll pay you, but let us take mother and child home.”
“You go and take a look at her yourselves, and see if she is in a condition to be moved,” the physician said.
Both grandmas hesitated. What if she still had a gaping hole in her, as big as a washbasin? Wouldn’t that be
horrible? Love of her daughter finally enabled maternal grandma to summon up enough courage to go in and
there was nothing for paternal grandma to do but to follow.
In the sickroom daughter-in-law lay on the bed, propped up on a reclining rest, her face like a sheet of white
paper. Her mother cried out, not sure whether her daughter was dead or alive. Old Mrs. Wang had more fortitude
and shed only a tear of two, which were immediately followed by an indignant protest: “Why won’t you let her lie
down flat and proper? What kind of foreign torture are you subjecting her to?”
“It would put a strain on the stitches to have her lie flat, understand?” the physician said.
“Can’t you bind her up with plaster tape?” Old Mrs. Wang could not get over her distrust of the physician’s
foreign ideas.
They physician would not even let maternal grandma talk to her daughter, which made both grandmas suspect
that the physician must have done something or other to the patient that he was anxious to hide. It was fairly
evident that she could not be moved out of the hospital for a while. In that case they could at least take the
grandson away so that they could plan on the Third Day festivities.
Again the physician refused. Old Mrs. Wang became desperate. “Do you observe the Third Day bathing
ceremony in the hospital? If you do, I shall invited all our friends and relatives here. If you don’t, then let me take
him away. He is my first grandson. I can’t live and face people if I do not celebrate his Third Day appropriately.
“Who is going to nurse the child?” the physician asked.
“We’ll hire a wet nurse!” old Mrs. Wang said triumphantly.
The baby was brought out and surrendered to her. She began to sneeze as soon as she got into the car and
sneezed all the way home, each sneeze being well aimed at her grandson’s face. A man was sent out immediately
to find a wet nurse. Grandma kept the baby so that she could sneeze into him. Yes, she knew that she had caught a
cold, but she would not relinquish here grandson. By noon, the infant had received qt least two hundred sneezes
and was beginning to develop a temperature. That made old Mrs. Wang even more reluctant to give it up. By three
o’clock in the afternoon, the child burned like fire. By night, they had hired two wet nurses, but the grandson died
without having had one swallow of milk.
Old Mrs. Wang cried a long while. As soon as she finished crying, her old eyes popped wide open with
passion. “It is because they had to gouge him out! Of course he couldn’t live! I’ll sue the hospital. Such a big,
heavy child living only one day—who ever heard of such a thing! It’s all the hospital’s fault, the foreign devils
once removed!”
She got maternal grandma to go to the hospital with her and make life miserable for them down there. The
latter wanted to get her daughter out of the hospital too. You never could depend on hospitals!
The daughter-in-law was duly taken away from the hospital; you couldn’t sue them before that was done. Her
incision broke open not long afterward. The “spring restoring plasters,” for use after childbirth, that they bound
her up with did not do any good and she died without much ado.
Now old Mrs. Wang was able to sue the hospital on both counts. Life now held nothing for her except to
avenge her grandson and her daughter-in-law.
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In response to your request and in order to facilitate your study and understanding of the general military
situation of the Chinese Communist Party in the war of resistance, I am making a general report to you on the
military situation on the fronts behind the enemy lines.
From the very beginning China’s war of resistance has been divided into two main fronts—the regular front
and the front behind the enemy lines. Since the fall of Hankow in October, 1938, the front behind the enemy lines
has in reality become Chinese major front, but because of the suppression of freedom of speech and the press, the
real situation has not been made clear not only to foreigners but even to many Chinese. What I am going to say
today is about the situation on the fronts behind the enemy lines.
The Eighth Route Army and New Fourth Army have been holding on in these fronts for seven years. The bitter
course of the seven years war of resistance is very cruel, tense, and complicated. If some of you gentlemen\fn{ A
note reads: “Given by General Yeh Chien-Ying, Chief of Staff of the Eighteenth Group Army, to the Chinese and Foreign Correspondents
on June 22nd, [1944], Yenan.” According to a date printed on the front of the pamphlet, it was printed in September, 1944 } want to have

a deeper understanding of the real situation there, I would be glad to discuss with you on some other occasion.
Now, I will limit myself to a brief statement to give you some reference material on your first coming to the
Border Region.
The scope of this statement on the fronts behind the enemy lines concentrates on the present situation rather
than on history, and on the military situation rather than on the other spheres.
Today’s statement is divided as follows:--1. Enemy situation on the fronts behind their regular lines; 2. Puppet
situation on the fronts behind the enemy lines; 3. Situation of friendly armies\fn{ Or “friendly forces”, a term often used
by the Communists to refer to the Nationalist, or Kuomintang forces commanded by Chiang Kai-Sheck } on the fronts behind the
enemy lines; 4. Our own situation.
Now about the Enemy Situation. Our knowledge on the enemy situation is still not satisfactory. On one hand,
the enemy situation is changing, on the other, our intelligence work is not efficient enough to cope with the
situation. Therefore, sometimes it is impossible to give a definite statement about designations, organization,
equipment and the date and direction of enemy movements. This I want to explain first.
I want to take the enemy situation in March, that is the situation before the enemy used a part of their troops to
attack Hunan and Henan, as the basic situation to be explained first, and then come to the changes occurring since
then.
There are three fronts behind the enemy lines, namely, North China, General China, and South China. The
eighth Route Army is carrying on the war on North China front, that on the Central China front, the New Fourth
Army, and partisan detachment sled by the Communist Party on the south China front. Each of these fronts is
again divided into several anti-Japanese bases. The enemy situation in these three fronts behind the enemy’s lines
are related with that of the regular fronts held by the friendly armies; therefore it is necessary to consider the
general enemy situation in order to analyze the respective situations facing our armies and the friendly armies.
According to the information of March 1944, the Japanese troops in China amounted to thirty-four and a half
divisions with a total of 560,000 men.
The enemy forces in North China amounted to nine divisions, eight Independent Brigades and two
Independent Cavalry Brigades, i.e., a total of fourteen divisions numbering almost 220,000 men; of which 11.75
divisions (84% of enemy force in North China) were engaged by the Eighth Route Army, while only 2.25
divisions (18%) were engaged by friendly forces. They were distributed as follows: The 26 th division distributed
in Ta-Tung, Kuei-Sui, Ling-Ch’iu and Shuo-Hsien districts; the 55 th division distributed in Hsu-Shui—Ting-Hsien
section along the Peking-Hankow Railway, and Central Hopei; the 59 th Division distributed in Tsi-Nan, Hsin-T’ai,
T’ai-An, Shou-Chang, Ch’iu-Hsien, P’ing-Yuan, Teh-Chow and Hui-Min districts of Shantung; the 63 rd Division
distributed in Peking, Tientsin, Kupeikou, Ting-Hsing, and I-Hsien districts; the 62 nd Division distributed in YuTze, Yu-Hsien, Yang-Chuan, Yu-She, Hsin-Hsien, Ch’ang-Chih and Tsing-Cheng districts of Shansi; the 110 th
Division distributed in Hsin-Lo—Hsing-Tai section along the P’ing Han Railway and the west of the Teh-Shin
Railway in Hopei; the 1st Independent Brigade, distributed in Wan Ch’uan, Yang-Yuan, Ch’ih-Ch’eng, and HuaiLai in Chahar, and Lai-Yuan in Hopei; the 3 rd Independent Brigade distributed in Hsin-Hsien, Wu-Tai, Fan-Shih
and Ning-Wu districts in Shansi; the 7 th Independent Brigade distributed in on both side of the western section of
Chiao-Chi Railway and Chin-Ho and Wu-Ch’eng districts; the 8 th Independent Brigade disributed in Eastern
Hopei districts; the 9th Independent Brigade distributed in Tientsin—Teh-chow section of Tsin-Pu Railway; and
lastly the Miyakami Brigade distributed in Tsi-Ning, Teng-Hsien, Lin-I, and Lu-Hsien districts in Shantung.
These six divisions and seven independent brigades were entirely engaged by the 8 th Route Army.
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Also of the 35th Division distributed in Kai-Feng, Hwa-Hsien, Hsin-Hsiang and Pe-Ai districts, fifty percent
was engaged by the 8 th Route Army and fifty percent by friendly fotrces; of the 37 th Division in the triangular
region of South Shansi, thirty percent was engaged by the 8 th Route Army and seventy percent was engaged by
other friendly armies (calculated according to the regimental distribution and sphere of operation of the enemy
forces); of the 69th division distributed in Lin-Fen, Hsin-Yuanb, Li-Shih, and Lan-Hsien in Shansi, seventy percent
was engaged by the 8th Route Army, and thirty percent by other friendly forces. Of the 5 th Independent Brigade
distributed in Chiao-Tung Peninsula, 99% was engaged by the 8 th Route Army, and 10% by friendly forces. Of the
1st Independent Cavalry Brigade distributed in Pao-Tou and Ku-Yang districts in Suiyuan, twenty percent was
engaged by the 8th Route Army and eighty percent by a friendly army. Of the 4 th Independent Cavalry Brigade
distributed in Yung Ch’eng, T’ai-K’ang, Min-Ch’uan and Ch’eng-Wu districts on the Henan-Shantung Border,
forty percent was engaged by the 8th Route Army and sixty percent by friendly forces.
This was the basic situation of the enemy forces in North China in March.
In Central China there are sixteen enemy divisions amounting to 262,000 men of which 59.5% (9.6 divisions,
157,000 men) was engaged by the New Fourth Army and 40.5% (6.4 divisions, 165,000 men) by friendly forces.
The 6D distributed in Wu-Han district, the 60D distributed along the Shanghai-Wuchin section of the ShanghaiNanking Railway and Chia-Hsing and Ch’ang-Hsing in Cheking; the 64D distributed in Li-Shui, Li-Yang, JuKao, Fu-Ning and Pao-Ying districts in Kiangsu: these three divisions were entirely engaged by the New Fourth
Army.
The 54D in Nan-Ch’ang, Kiu-Kiang, Shui-Ch’ang and An-I districts was entirely engaged by friendly forces.
The following twelve division were engaged by both the New Fourth and friendly armies: of the 3D in HsinYang in southern Honan and Hsiao-Kan, Sui-Hsien, and Li-Shan in Hupei, 50% was engaged by the New Fourth
Army and 50% by friendly troops; of the 13D in Sha-Shih and Sha-Yang in Western Hupei, thirty percent was
engaged by the New Fourth Army and eighty percent by friendly forces; of the 21D distributed in Nanking and
He-Fei and Pang-Fu in Anhui, eighty percent was engaged by the New Fourth Army and twenty percent by
friendly forces; of the 22D in Chin-Hua, Lan-His and Tung-Yang in Cheking, ten percent was engaged by the
New Fourth Army and ninety percent by friendly forces; of the 39D in I-Chang, Tang-Yang and Chiang-Ling,
thirty percent was engaged by the New Fourth Army and seventy percent by friendly forces; of the 40D in HsienNing and Tung-Shan in Southern Hupei, sixty percent was engaged by the New Fourth Army and forty percent by
friendly forces; of the 58D in Chung-Hsiang, Yun-Meng, Mien-Yang and Chien-Chiang in Central Hupei, ninety
percent was engaged by the New Fourth Army and ten percent by friendly forces; of the 61D along the line of
Wu-Hu, Hsuan-Ch’eng and Kwang-Teh in Southern Anhui, and along Wu-Hu and Hu-Kuo section of the Yangtze
River, sixty percent was engaged by the New Fourth Army and forty percent by friendly forces; of the 65D in
Hsu-Chow, Tung-Hai, Hwai-An and Ch’ang-Shan districts, eighty percent were engaged by the New Fourth Army
and twenty percent by friendly forces; of the 68D in Yueh-Yang in North Hunan and P’u-Ch’i in southern Hupei
and the regions along the Yangtze, thirty percent was engaged by the New Fourth Army and seventy percent by
friendly forces; of the 70D along the Hangchow-Ningpo Railway, forty percent was engaged by the New Fourth
Army and sixty percent by friendly forces; and of the 116D along the Yangtze between Wuchang and O’ch’eng,
ninety percent were engaged by the New Fourth Army and ten percent by friendly forces.
There were three and a half divisions and two independent brigades in South China, totgether amounting to
four and a half divisions, numbering 80,000 men. One division (22% of the enemy force) was engaged by partisan
detachments led by the Communist Party, and three and a half divisions (78%) by friendly forces. One brigade of
the 18D and the 56D was disributed in T’eng-Ch’ung in western Yunan; the 19 th Independent Brigade was
distributed in Chao-Chew and Swatow district of eastern Kwangtang and the 22 nd Independent Brigade was
distributed in Leichow peninsula: these two and a half divisions were entirely engaged by friendly forces. Of the
57D along the Canton-Kjowloon Railway, seventy percent was engaged by Communist partisans and thirty
percent by friendly forces; of the 104D in Canton, Chunghua, and Sansui districts, thirty percent was engaged by
Communist partisans and seventy percent by friendly forces. Besides, the entire enemy force on Hainan Island,
which is not included in the above calculation, was entirely engatged by the Communist forces. Because of the
interruption in radio communication, the number of the enemy force is unclear: the least eistimate is one brigade.
The data given above show the concrete situation of the armed resistance of the Kuomintang and the
Communists in the month of March, 1944. We are resisting and attacking 64.5% of the forces of the enemy, while
our friendly armies are only resisting and attacking 35.5%.
Since April 1944, the enemy has sent some reinforcements to attack the regular front in China. According to
the information we have received, the new reinforcements of the enemy, generally speaking, amount to no more
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than ten odd divisions, of which we already know the desitgnations of ten, while the designations of the others
have not yet been discovered. At the same time, from the total forces of 34 and a half divisions which were
engaged in China originally, one division (35th Division) has been moved to the South Pacific. Consequently, the
total forces of the enemy amount to 43 and a half divisions (including one and a half divisions in West Yunan)
which are engaging in China. Perhaps a little more than this.
Among the ten divisions of new reinforcements to China, four and a half divisions have been sent to the
regular front (2nd, 14th, 19th, TKD, TKB) and five and a half divisions have been used to defend the enemy’s rear
(4B, 13B, 15B, North D, special B, Nobusaka B, ?D—at Sheh chia chuang, Sueuki B and Yamamoto
B).\fn{TK=tank; D=Division; B=Batallion. The “?” is in the text:H}
During the same period, the enemy troops in North China have also been shifted, such as the 110 th D, 37th D,
87B, K4B with a total of three divisions have been moved to the regular front.
Among the three divisions of enemy force moved from North China, the 110D which was originally station in
Shihchiachung district is now substituted by the newly organized Division; and the 37D which was originally
stationed in the triangular district of Shansi, is now substituted by the 69D moved southward from Central Shansi,
while the latter’s original garrison area in Linfen and Fenyang has been substituted by the 13B and the special
Brigade. After the transfer of the 35D (probably to the South Seas) the Suzuki B and the 4B have taken up its
garrison in Hsin-Hsiang, Kai-Feng and the western section of Tou-sin Railway. The 15B in Yang-Chuan is kept as
the mobile force in this district. The K4B which was originally stationed along Kaifeng-Ch’angshan section of the
Lunghai railway, is now substituted by the puppet troops of Chang Lan-Feng.
Therefore, after shifting a part of the experienced but wearied forces from the fronts behind the enemy lines in
North China, the garrison duty has been substituted by newly arrived divisions. Thus, the force engaged by the
Communist Party has in reality changed very little, contrary to the opinion of some outside observers who argued
that the enemy forces had been almost entirely evacuated from North China.
It must be pointed out that before the fall of Wuhan in October 1938, the main Japanes forces were directed
towards the Kuomintang’s regular front. After the fall of Wuhan, the Japanese changed their policies, trying to
induce the Kuomintang to capitulate through mainly political measures and using military attacks as
supplementary measures, and in the meanwhile moving their main forces to the front behind their lines, savagely
attacking the Communist Party. From October 1938 to March 1944, fully five and a half years, the Japanese only
launched a few tactical drives against the Kuomintang—no strategical attacks; and the tactical drives launched
were of extremely short suration, one might almost say, starting in the morning and finishing by dark that night.
During the same period, the Kuomintang’s policy was to parry and watch: when the enemy comes, pary a little,
when the enemy retreats, fold their arms and look on. That’s the reason why we lost in the Honan and Hunan
battles. We hope that from now on there will be a change from such a situation, so as to coordinate the regular
front with operations on the fronts behind the enemy lines, and put an end to the lack of coordination that existed
in the past.
This is, in general, my statement concerning the enemy’s situation in the fronts behind the enemy’s line.
*
Now let us take up the Puppet’s situation on the fronts behind the enemy lines.
First of all, I feel ashamed to say that in the past seven years of the war of resistance, that while the majority of
the people and the troops all over the country have been resisting and sacrificing sacredly and seriously, a part,
and not a small part, capitulated and shamelessly became puppets. This is the biggest insult to our nation which
we must wipe out. But today the puppet troops on the fronts behind the enemy lines already amounts to 780,000
men (not including Puppet Police and Militia), a serious enemy of the Chinese war of resistance and one which
cannot be neglected, so that it is valuable to introduce this problem to you.
In the winter of 1933, during the battles of resistance around the Great Wall, there already existed the puppet
troops of Li Shou-hsin and Wang Ying (Li Shou-hsia originally was the regimental commander of the 9 th Cavalry
Brigade of the Chinese Army and Wang Ying originally was commander of the local armed forces of western
Suiyuan). These were the old puppet troops before the anti-Japanese war of resistance, and at present amount to
20,000 men.
In the early period of the war of resistance, after the fall of Peking and Tientsin, Chg’I Hsieh-yuan began to
organise the Pacification Autonomous Army, starting with only 4 companies, growing up to 5 regiments in 1938;
and now consisting of 12 Group armies made up of 36 Infantry Regiments with a total of 60,000 men.
After the capitulation of Wang Ching-Wei, the puppet troops in Central China showed a big growth, such as
the National Armies under Li Ch’ang-chiang and Yang Chung-hua numbering to 40,000 have changed their
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colours and turned over to Japan. But the extremely rapid growth of puppet troops took place in the spring of
1942. It can be said to begin with the capitulation of sun Liang-ch’eng. Since then, 676 full generals have gone
over to the enemy from the camp of the war of resistance.
You gentlemen may be surprised that there are so many puppet troops in China, but these are the actual facts. If
one asks why are there so many troops who capitulated since 1942, of course the reasons can be found out. In
tracking back the reasons, perhaps it might be said that the situation of 1942 was as follows:--1. Japan was having
her own way in the South Pacific; 2. The Red Army on the Soviet-German Front had not yet turned to the
offensive; 3. Japan had adopted the so-called new policy towards China, being busy in the South Pacific, and
feeling her insuffiency in military force, she began to strengthen the Wang Ghing-wei regime to control occupied
regions for her, and advocated the amalgamation between Nanking and North China puppet regimes, and the
amalgamation between Chungking and Nanking.
It is true that the situation at that time was like this, but this cannot account for the real reason why such large
Chinese forces capitulated. Then, what is the real reason? We believe that it is entirley due to disunity, lack of
democracy, and the topsy-turvy policy of rewarding crime and punishing virtue in internal affrairs, which
disheartened the people and army all over the country, and shook the faith of a big part of the army and people in
victory. If we do not point out this reason, it will be impossible to explain why that in the same position in the
enemy rear, and faced with the same difficulties, the Communist Party could hold out without any capitulation,
while in Kuomintang could not hold out and contributed to many traitorous troops.
One example alone will make clear the topsy-turvy policy of the Chinese government and the High Command.
The Dare-to-Die Detachment of Shansi and the New Fourth Army of Central China have, from the very
beginning, fought heroically in the anti-Japanese war, but these troops were attacked by big forces sent by the
High Command, nearly ten thousand officers and men were massacred or captured, and orders given for the arrest
and trial of the leaders. Later on it was announced that they were “rebellious” armies. But the Kuomintang troops
turned over to the enemy by hundreds of thousands, with 67 full generals, among the better known are Ping Pinghsun, Sun Tien-ying, Sun Liang-Chen, Hsia Ch’u-Chung, Kung Ping-fan, Chen Hsiao-chiang, Wu Hua-wen, Li
Ch’ang-chiang, Wang Ching-tsai and others, all either generals or lieutenant-generals. This government and the
High Command did not send any punitive expeditions against them, bring them up for trial or brand them as
rebellious armies; on the contrary connections were kept with them by giving them tasks of attacking the 8 th Route
Army, New Fourth Army, and guerrilla detachments in South China. Just see what kind of topsy-turvy policy
rewarding crime and punishing virtue was pursued! To fight the Japanese is criminal, to betray the country goes
unpunished: such being the case, how can you raise morale or how can you expect anyone to be satisfied?
In the winter of 1943 (October 17) the traitor Wang Ching-wei announced the unification of the southern and
Northern Puppet Army command, organised the puppet troops all over the country, and intensified training. After
the reorganization, the puppet armies were then more or less completely systematised.
Speaking as a whole the puppet armies can be classified as puppet regular troops and puppet local troops. The
puppet regular troops amount to as much as 380,000, the puppet local roops number 400,000 making a total of
780,000. The composition of the puppets is made up of 62% coming from National Army betrayals, and 38%
coming from forced recruitments, and drawing in of bandits and scoundrels. The above total does not include the
numerous puppet militia and police which, if included, would amount to as much as a million.
What is the function of these numerous pupet troops in the enemy rear, or to put it differently, what is the task
these puppet armies shoulder for the enemy? Briefly, it is as follows:--1. Coordinate with the mopoping up
campaigns; 2. Garrison strongholds; 3. Purge the villages; 4. Supply men to the enemy troops.
The first three points are known to all. On the last point, I will give an illustrative example. Since the spiring of
1943, the Japanese 37th Division was replenished three times from puppet troops, the first time with 300 men, the
second time with 1500 from puppets at Shichiachuang and the third time with 3000 from the puppets in Chieh
Hsiu hsien (Shansi). All these tasks are against the Communist Party. You can see that the “ex-friendly” troops
have now turned their weapons against their own fellow-countrymen.
From our experience in the struggle with the puppets we have found that the puppet troops coming from
capitulated Government troops are specially determined in fighting against the 8 th Route and New Fourth Armies.
For example, Sung Liang-cheng in Chi-Lu-Yu (Hopei-Honan-Shantung Area), Pang Ping-shun in Northern
Honan, and Wu Hua-wen in Shantung, all have proved this. Many of the puppet troops have continued to receive
orders from the Chinese High Command to intensify their attacks on the Communbist Party, for example Pang
Ping-shun and Sun Tien-ying have constant liason and connection with agents from the Central Investigation and
Stantical Bureau of the Kuomintang and the Investigation and Statistical Bureau of the National Military Council
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bringing anti-Communist orders. After the betrayal of Pang Ping-shun and the publication of his traitorous
statement, which was circulated by the Domei New Agency, our General Chief-of-Staff, Ho Ying-Ching, through
the Central News Agency, made a statement praising Pang Ping-shun as “sincere and faithful to the nation”. The
immense increase of puppet troops in the enemy rear has become a serious menace to our continuance in fighting
behind the enemy lines, and the preparations for the counter-offensive, so that today I specially give you a brief
statement on the puppet situation behind the enemy line to bring it to your attention.
Nearly the whole weight of the puppet forces is being shouldered by the Communist Party since the
Kuomintang does not fight the puppet troopos. Only a minor part of the puppet troops, those around Hangchow
and Nanchang, are not to be counted as being engaged by the Communist Party because there are no Communist
forces there; but neither are they to be counted as being engaged by the Kuomintang because they never fight the
puppet troops.
If we take 100 as representing the whole Japanese Troops in China and 100 representing the Puppet Troops;
then up to March 1944, the Communist Party was engaging more than 150 out of the total 200 for Japanese and
Puppet Troops, that is a little more than three-fourths of the total, while the Kuomintang was engaging only less
than 50, less than one-fourth of the total. After March 1944, when the enemy reinforced part of their troops in
China to make drives on the regular fronts of Honan, Hunan and Kwangtung, the ratio of the number engaged by
the two parties changed a little, but the Japanese troops sent as reinforcements to the above mentioned three
provinces for those drives amounted only to some ten-odd divisions, so that the change is not big.
*
As to the relationship between the friendly troops in the enemy rear and on part of the regular fronts towards
our troops, in the early part of the war of resistance, there was coordination in operation, but since 1939, they
have concentrated their forces in frictions against the Communist Party. There has been three major antiCommunist waves: 1940, 1941, and 1943; only that at July 1943 (Hu Tsung-nan mobilised the Yellow River
Garrison Troops to prepare an attack on this Border Region) did not break into actual warfare because of the
intervention of public opinion in China and abroad; while the previous two waves broke out into large-scale war,
each time nearly 100,000 troops were employed by them. The first wave was the attack on the Dare-to-Die
Detachment (Troops under Yei His-shan, also known as the New Army) from December 1939 to April 1940. The
second wave was the attack on the New Fourth Army in Anhwei in 1941. Small and middle-sized military
frictions against us have never really stopped, such as those in the Chung Tiao Mts. of Shansi (by troops under
General Yen His-shan), in East, West, and South Hupeh Central, East and South Anhwei, Eastern Chekiang and
along the Canton-Kowloon railway in Kwangtung (by Kuomintang troops) our friendly troops were incessantly
engaged in war expeditions against the Communist forces. Such evil wars in the anti-Japanese war have been
going on for four and half a year in China, starting with the first anti-Communist wave in December 1939. In our
fights in self-defence, we have captured thousands of documents from different headquarters with orders and
instructions against the Communists and orders for expeditions against the Communist forces. We have not
published these documents up till now, because from the very beginning, we were expecting our friendly party
and friendly armies voluntarily to change their attitude, to stop civil war and to improve Kuomintang-Communist
Party relationships. As everyone knows, if all civil wars (military, political, economic, cultural) are not stopped, it
will be extremely difficult or impossible for China to cooperate with the Allied Nations in the counter-offensive
against Japan.
Most of the friendly armies on the regular fronts have not lost their fighting powers, and are helpless in face of
the enemy’s attack. For example in Honan, the several 100,000 troops under Generals Chiang Ting-wen, Tang Enpo, and Hu T’sung-nan, in face of an enemy force of no more than 70,000 either collapsed without fighting or
crumbled on the first skirmish with the enemy, making a hopelessly chaotic situation. This debacle was entirely
due to their internal policy of opposing the people, opposing democracy, and fighting against the Communist
Party; in foreign relations relying on friendly nations for supplies and the counter-offensive, at the same time
neglecting to rally the morale of the Nation and rely on their own efforts. The policy of our friendly party, the
Kuomintang, can be generalized as enforcing autocracy, suppressing democracy, relying on others to fight the
Japanese (externally relying on America and England, internally relying on the Communist Party) while
preserving its own strength to be ready to wipe out any force other than their own. If these policies remain
unchanged, China cannot take up the counter-offensive nor even will she be posible to maintain the present
situation.
Originally there were no less than 1,000,000 Kuomintang troops remaining in the enemy rear in North and
Central China (according to the statistics at the period of the Chung Tiao Mountains battle in 1941, North China
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had 800,000 and Central China 200,000 troops). Because of the mistaken policies and inability to undergo
hardships, most of them were either annihilated by the enemy or turned over to the enemy, these still remaining in
the rear of the enemy and those returning make up a very small number. Up to the present time, there are only
three groups of local roops remaining in the enemy rear, who are using all kinds of methods indiscriminately to
preserve their mere existance; this category consists of Chao Pao-yuan and Chang Li-yuan of Shantung and 61 st
Army of General Yen Hsi-shan which was sent by him three months ago from Southwestern Shansi to the
southeastern part of the same province to attack the Dare-to-Die Detachment and the 8 th Route Army. These three
groups make up at most a total of 20 to 30 thousand.
*
Lastly, I will take up the situation of the 8th Route and New Fourth Armies.
The 8th Route Army was originally the Chinese Red Army. In 1935 to 1936 when the Red Armies came
together in North Shensi, they numbered 80,000. When the anti-Japanese war broke out in 1937, the Red Army,
under orders from the High Command, was reorganised as part of the National Revolutionary Army, but only
45,000 men were recognised and designations for only three divisions (115 th D, 120th D and 129th D) were given;
they then marched to North China to join in the war of resistance.
The New Fourth Army was originally Red Partisan Detachments during the civil war period; in 1937, under
the orders of the High Command, it assembled in South Anhwei and north of the Yangtze, reorganized as the New
Fourth Army of the National Revolutionary Army leading four detachments numbering 12,000 and uoined the war
of resistance in Central China.
All the troops led by the Communist Party are carrying on the policies of the anti-Japanese National United
Front advocated by the Communist Party, the Three People’s Principles of Dr. Sun Yat-Sen, and the “Declaration
of Meeting the National Calamity” issued in September 1937. On the three main fronts behind the enemy lines in
North, Central, and South China, they ae unifying the people of all circles, establishing the democratically
organised anti-Japanese bases in which each inch of the national territory liberated from the enemy’s hands has
been put under the anti-Japanese local government electd by the people, and in which the policies of realising the
“one-to-three ratio system”, reducing rent and interest, developing self-defence armies, people’s guards and
partisans, raising production and exterminating traitors have been carried out. The characteristic of these policies
is, by dint of close connection with the people, mutual sincerity between the armies and the people, and unity of
the party, government, army, and the people to wage a fierce fight both offensive and defensive against the enemy
and the puppets. By reason of this, they were able to defeat several offensive campaigns launched by the enemy
and the puppets and with no supplies and under the hardest conditions to overcome all difficulties and to
determinedly continue the war of resistance for seven years behind the enemy lines.
Generally speaking, during the period July 1937 to October 1938, that is before the fall of Wuhan, the Japanese
paid more attention to the Kuomintang and less to the Communists and as a result used their main forces for
attacking the regular front and only used second-class forces in their own rear for attacking the Communists. But,
since the fall of Wuhan in October 1938, and owing to the fierce fighting that had been opened by the
Communist-led troops behind the enemy lines the Japanese changed their war policy so as to pay more attention
to the Communists, and less attention to the Kuomintang, and to introduce the policy of politcally persuading the
Kuomintang to surrender as its main measure, and military attacking as its subsidary method.
At the same time, they moved their main forces to their own rear for the purpose of mopping-up the
Communist-led troops. In the years 1941 and 1942, the offensive of the enemy has reached its fiercest stage. That
is to say, all the enemy’s policies of mopping-up and encroachment, and of “tripple destruction” reached their
height in this period. As a result the number of our troops and the area of our bases were both reduced, and our
population decreased from one hundred million to fifty million.
However our party, army and people behind the enemy lines have been steeled by the tremendously difficult
struggle; and owing to the enforcement of the correct policies of the Central Committee of the Chinese
Communist Party, such as the “one-to-three ratio system”, land policy, efficiency in the army and simplicity in
administration, the unity of leadership, “remoulding of ideology”, “support the government, love the people”,
“raise production”, “purge the spies” and strengthen the people’s guards, we were finally able to defeat all the
assaults of the enemy.
From 1943 up to now, the situation has improved. Our troops have increased to four hundred and seventy
thousand men, and the people’s militia to two million; our base areas have expanded, and the population increased
to eighty million; in addition to these our experiences have been enriched and the quality has been raised. We
have been resisting and attacking three-fourths of the enemy and puppet troops, and though the bitterness and
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difficulties of our struggle have been so great that they must appear almost incredible to people outside, yet we
have never been defeated by the enemy, and have overcome even the greatest difficulty. …
19.8 Factory Girl\fn{by Lu Yin (1898/99-1934)} Huang-Luxin, Fujian Province, China (F) 4
Lotus is the daughter of my neighbour Zhang Cheng. She has worked as a spinning girl at the large cotton mill
in town ever since she was fifteen. She has been there for four years now.
On summer mornings when everything lies bathed in the faint rays of the early sun, the clanging of factory
bells wakes the inhabitants of the town and reminds the workers that it is time to start work. At that moment, if I
push open the windows and gaze out over the street, I can always be sure to see Lotus hurrying across. She carries
a small box containing a few gridle cakes or sometimes a couple of slices of salted meat to eat for lunch at the
factory. I like to watch her pass and she often gazes up at me so that over the years we have become what might
be considered good friends.
At first whenever we saw one another we would simply look, the only sign of recognition being the crossing of
our paths of vision. As the days went by we grew more familiar and were no longer so cold with each other. Now
every time we meet, we smile warmly, demonstrating a great affection.
This morning as usual I pushed wide the window and looked down to see Lotus open the flimsy wooden door
of her house and hurry across the street. When she came to my window she stopped and raised her head. Her
expression was one of dismay and hesitation, and her eyes looked up imploringly as she said in a faltering voice,
“Do you want to help me?”
She lowered her head and waited in silence for my reply. I had no idea what sort of help she needed, but I was
ready to do all I could for her. I could not bear to see her look so pitiful and without pausing to reflect I replied
hastily,
“Of course I can help you, of course! I’m ready to do anything to help you.”
“Oh, thank God!” she said with great sincerity, and a spark of happiness appeared in her eyes. The traces of a
warm smile on her cheeks intensified the impression deep inside me, a feeling both sweet and elusive, something
not easily forgotten. After a moment she spoke again,
“I’ll see you again this evening at six. I have to go to the factory now.”
“See you then,” I replied, as she turned and hurried towards the road where the factory was situated.
Lotus had gone. Even when I could see no more sign of her, I still continued to lean out of the window as if in
a daze. With the image of her pitiful expression before me I could not suppress those strange, subtle emotions
which gave rise to a feeling of indignation; there were so many people in the world deserving of one’s pity but
this was the first time I had encountered anyone for whom I felt so profoundly sorry as I did for Lotus. Now she
was asking me for help and I was in a much more favourable position than she. This was a good opportunity given
to me by God, a rare and valuable opportunity. How could I best take advantage of it?
I made up my mind to help her. I would have to be prepared for I wanted her to have whatever help she
needed. If she wanted to borrow money I would give her all I had. If it was a large sum she needed then I would
not be able to give it to her straight away, but I would arrange with my mother to give her all my next month’s
allowance. This would almost certainly cover her needs. It really is a great misfortune to be without money in this
world, but to be able to help another in time of need is an invaluable quality to have, for it is the expression of the
the human capacity for mutual help. I was filled with a sense of self-esteem and was determined not to be a selfish
creature. These thoughts turned over in my mind and heightened the noble benevolence I felt. What a shame
Lotus could not appear right now! I did not want her to have to beg, I would simply hand over to her every penny
I had and thus lessen her load of suffering and misery!
My mind did not rest from the moment Lotus left me. I could not dismiss the grand feeling of doing good and
it was constantly apparent in all my actions. My voice sounded graver than usual and even walking felt different.
It was as if today I belonged to that same class of people from ancient times, like Qiu Ranke and Hong Fu, hero
figures never to be surpassed in this world.\fn{ A note reads: Qiu Ranke and Hong Fu: two characters from a short story written
in the Tang Dynasty, (618-907), called The Biography of Qiu Ranke. At the end of the Sui Dynasty (581-618 AD), Hong Fu was the
concubine of a nobleman, Yang Suo. A certain general in the army of the man who was to become the founder of a new dynasty (Li Shimin,
later known as Tang Emperor Tai Long) came to visit Yang Su, and while there Hong Fu saw him and fell in love with him for his obvious
bravery. After the general Li Ling left, Hong Fu secretly escaped from her master to follow Li. On the road they bumped into the hairy
rogue Qiu Ranke. Hong Fu realised that this fellow was quite outstanding in word and deed, and the two of them made a sister-brother
vow. They went on to help Li Ling found the new dynasty.}
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The day passed particularly slowly. Normally it would not take long before the sun’s rays fell on the tops of the
cotton mill's chimneys, but today I must have looked out of the window at least ten times to find that the shadows
had not yet stretched that far … still another inch to go!
“Ah! That’s the sun now, shining on the chimney tops. Lotus will be on her way!”
I was so delighted that I spoke these words out loud as I leant out of the window.
In the distance I saw a crowd of workers stream out of the factory. Some went south towards the main road and
some east towards the square. In no time at all they had gone their separate ways but I still had not seen Lotus
emerge. I watched anxiously and after a while saw the huge iron gates of the factory creak open again and Lotus
hurry across towards our hutong.\fn{A note reads: A lane. In traditional China few family compounds had gates opening onto main
thoroughfares. Instead, cities and towns were threaded with winding lanes, or hutong.} Beads of sweat covered her face and
dripped down like raindrops. Her cheeks were bright red as if covered in rouge and the veins stood out faintly on
her forehead—signs of the foul atmosphere and exhausting, oppressive conditions inside that factory .
Lotus entered slowly and a faint smile appeared on her face when our eyes met. She went on into my study
and, without waiting for her to say a word I hurried into my bedroom to fetch the packet of money I had prepared.
Then I presented it to her saying happily,
“Here, take this. If you need any more I’ll find some way to help you.”
At first Lotus simply stared at me as if in complete incomprehension. Then she sighed and said with a cold
smile,
“There must be other things on earth besides money that people really need.”
I did not understand, nor had I expected this reaction. Why was Lotus behaving in this extraordinary way? At
the same time I instinctively felt guilty. I had not realized what it was she wanted and so had rashly offered her
money. Money is humiliating, you could even call it evil, and by handing it to her I had aggravated her misery.
This was something to be extremely ashamed of and I dared not even raise my eyes. Tears of worry and shame
welled up from deep within me.
For a long time neither of us said a word for we were both upset. Finally Lotus wiped the tears from her eyes
and spoke,
“I want to tell you a story. In fact it’s the story of my last four years, and it has a lot to do with my plea for
help.”
I nodded for her to go on and this is the story that she related to me:
“Four years ago I was a lively innocent child. Of course I am no longer like that. But in those days when I was
at school and preparing to go to college, it never occurred to me that one day I would be in this miserable state.”
Lotus sighed deeply and began to weep again. My tears fell in sympathy when I saw her sad and haggard
expression. It was some time before she continued:
“Time has passed almost as quickly as a flash of lightning, and that bitterly cold winter is now long gone. That
was when I only had half a year of school to go before I graduated. But my father suffers from a chronic illness
and that spring he had a relapse and was unable to work in the shop. The family fell into financial difficulties and
I had no choice but to forget the graduation diploma I was so near to getting and return home to take care of my
father. Naturally I was upset, but what use was that? My parents and brothers and sisters were all kind and a great
consolation to me. Then after only a few days my uncle pulled some strings to get me a job in the big cotton mill.
My wages were ten dollars a month and so I had to stay with my parents and go out to work. Fortunately however,
my father almost completely recovered from his illness and this took quite a load off my mind.
“If you walk down the street near the factory you soon hear the rattling and rumbling of machinery. It’s a cruel
hateful sound, enough to put anyone in a bad mood. There’s also the thick black smoke and the filthy stench of oil
that make your head spin. The first time I walked through those factory gates I could hardly bear the dinginess
that closed in around me. But everything was so new and strange, and the machinery so immense that it set my
mind working. I would examine all the machines, how they were made, what they did—one might venture to
remark that I was fascinated by it all!
“After a few days I was put in with a team of spinners. Whenever I had the chance I would study the spindles
and the way they worked—I wanted to use my mind, to understand and learn. In those days you could still say I
had a lively mind. Sometimes I would even catch a glimpse of my own dimpled cheeks smiling back at me in the
shiny copper surface of the machine.
“That year spring came as usual. The peach trees let fall their covering of fresh pink blossom, and bore small
green peaches with furry skins. The ground was spread with dead flowers from the elm trees and their thick
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foliage grew into a natural canopy to shade people from the scorching sun. Swallows, cuckoos and orioles flew
off to other places; there were all the signs of a brand new summer which normally perk up the spirit and delight
everyone—except those who are inside the factory and miss it all.
“At a set time every morning I go to the factory. The only thing that brings me any comfort or hope is when I
see you, leaning out of the window and greeting me with a smile. This is the happiest moment in the day for me.
Besides that one moment, I spend the rest of the day with the constant rattling and rumbling of machinery filling
my ears and my mind; the pace and the pitch don’t change for one second and the spindles move back and forth in
a never-ending fixed pattern. I get so fed up with the job that sometimes when I watch the workers at the factory
forge, I’m filled with a strong desire to take that iron hammer in my own hands, lift it high and bring it down a
few times so that the golden sparks fly out all the more fiercely and turn the blackness of the factory into glorious
light.
“On one occasion I was watching Liu Liang standing by the furnace wielding the iron hammer so that sparks
flew in all directions. I watched mesmerized, completely forgetting to work the spindle. Suddenly I heard a harsh
voice shout ‘Oi!’ I jumped with fright and looked up to see the stiff, ashen face of the supervisor.
“‘Get on with what you’re supposed to be doing,’ he told me savagely. ‘You shouldn’t be thinking of anything
but your job. The factory pays you money to use your hands and feet, not your brain—just like the machines. You
must work for the greatest profit. That’s what you’re here for! That’s what you're here for!’
“At the time I did not really understand what these words meant. But from then on I dared not think of
anything else. Gradually it became a habit. I thought of nothing but profit and wages. When I left the factory my
ears would still ring with the rattling of the spindles and the rumbling of the machines, my mind empty of
everything save for the image of the incessant movement of the spindles round and round and the thought of
working harder.
“Three or four years went by in this way. Even I began to think of myself as a fairly good machine, little
different from the spindles themselves. My work was simply an automatic action of the hand, a systematic
movement—nothing more than that. I am now totally familiar with every action.
“One day in late summer—the tenth of August in fact—we had a day’s holiday to mark the anniversary of the
founding of the factory. I was feeling low, so I arranged to get out of town and go into the countryside with one of
my work-mates. As soon as we had left the town we were suddenly aware of the quiet all around. The boundless
sky was a deep, deep blue with just a few wisps of cloud. A light breeze rustled the leaves of the Chinese parasol
trees and this clear crisp sound harmonized with the murmuring of river water running over stones. We walked to
the water’s edge and stood in silence. The reflections of our two forms in the water startled myriads of fish which
swam deep down to the bottom of the stream.
“We found a smooth white rock where we sat and quietly watched the trees as they swayed in unison, reflected
shimmering in the water below. A crow flew past, swift as a dart. The peace and serene beauty of the place filled
our souls. Thoughts drifted through my mind, light as gossamer, and many memories long ago drowned out by the
din of factory machines floated back one by one, as if awoken from a dream.
“All of a sudden a sharp autumnal breeze began to blow, bringing with it the faint scent of dying lotus flowers.
A memory of something that had taken place five years before welled up from deep down in my mind. The scene
was as vivid as those you see on the movie screen: a place in the countryside, a cool wind blowing which makes
the clouds race past like rushing water. The sun’s slanting rays fall onto a winding lotus pond and the droplets of
water on the lotus leaves sparkle in the light. A group of lively schoolgirls are singing as they skirt the pond. That
merry outing was the happiest event in my life. The scent of the lotus was the same as five years before, but I had
become very different to what I was then!
“I thought of my dear old school friends and I thought of the lotus petals and the hibiscus flowers we used to
have on display at school. I really don’t know how to describe my feelings so you’ll understand!”
As Lotus said this a lump grew in her throat and her eyes brimmed with bitter tears. She gazed up into the blue
sky as if pleading to God to save her. But this was surely just a vain hope. A growing apprehension in my mind
compelled me to ask:
“How then do you want me to help you, Lotus?”
Having absorbed the question Lotus went on with her story:
“My workmate and I did not speak for we were both too lost in our own thoughts. Then she suddenly turned to
me and said, ‘I think that ever since I started at the factory I stopped being me. Can you really sell your soul?’
“What sort of sorrow can produce a question like that? Bitter grief welled up inside me and my mind was in
turmoil. I was unable to reply. For a long time all I could do was ask myself over and over again, ‘Can you really
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sell your own soul?’ I could think of nothing but those words.
“This distressing question left us silent, staring blankly into the stream as it flowed by, never to return.
Suddenly four or five sprightly ducks darted out from a clump of reeds and began to swim around freely in the
water, catching and eating the fat river insects. We felt a surge of hateful jealousy towards them in their freedom
—even ducks were better off than workers who had lost their souls! It was almost as if those annoying ducks
understood our frustration for they quacked at us complacently, ‘Ha! Ha!’
“We could stand it no longer and hurried away from there, back to the smoky, grimy town.
“The following day work began at the factory as usual. I went in early and sat down at the spindles. My hands
moved up and down without pause, but my eyes and thoughts were fixed on the factory workers themselves. I
watched the actions of their hands and feet constantly moving from left to right. The spot where they stood did not
change in the slightest; they were so practiced in the work that it had all become a natural movement. When the
factory bell rings in the morning the workers start up, like a machine when the brake is lifted. They work right
through until the bell rings to stop and then, like a machine when the brake is put on again, they are still.
Greenish-yellow shadows show in their dark faces and their eyes are lifeless. They derive no pleasure from their
achievements after a day’s work, and it is only on the days when the wages are handed out that a tragic smile
appears on their faces.
“I gradually became aware of how right my workmate’s words had been: the workers in the factory were not
merely selling their labour power; they had no chance to think or make decisions. What they were selling was the
right to their own minds and personalities. Surely that is selling one’s soul!
“But I never quite dare to believe that this is so. A soul is valuable, in fact it is priceless. How can it be bought
with limited wages? Or do the workers part with it willingly? ‘Can you sell your soul?’ Who can in all sincerity
and fairness give a satisfactory answer to that question?”
As Lotus came to the end of her tale she lowered her head and fumbled with the front of her jacket, but I could
see the deep sorrow in her face. In a state of utter confusion I was unable to think of anything to say. After a while
Lotus spoke again.
“I asked for your help. What I need is for you to answer that question for me, can you really sell your own
soul?”
I dared not even reply. Why do so many things in this world not turn out as they ought. I regretted my
impetuosity.
Now everything seemed out of control. My jacket was damp with the tears of my distress, but I was still lost
for words. Lotus saw my dilemma and let out a sigh:
“Money can relieve a pauper,” she said. “But the agony of someone who has lost their very being is a hundred
times worse than poverty! People know how to help others with money but they cannot help them buy back
something even more important than money—their own souls!”
She fell silent. There was nothing I could say to her. My feelings of remorse and shame had combined to
produce a voice of reproach clamouring inside me:
“Help her then! Make use of your noble intentions and answer her question. Can you sell your soul?”
41.101 & 204.47 1. The Silhouette Of His Back 2. Selecting A Wife\fn{by Zhu Ziqing (1898-1948)} Zhu Zihua,
Donghai County, Jiangsu Province, China (M) 3
1
It has been more than two years since the last time I saw my father, and the memory that has stayed with me
the longest is the silhouette of his back.
It was during the winter of that year; Grandmother had just died, and Father’s temporary appointment with the
government had been terminated. Truly those were days when “calamities never come in ones.” I traveled from
Peking to Xuzhou, planning to return home with my father for the funeral. When I reached Xuzhou I met my
father, and I noticed that his garden was in complete disarray. I thought again of Grandmother and was unable to
hold back the flow of tears. Father said:
“Things are as they are; you shouldn’t be sad, for happily there is nothing under Heaven that is hopeless.”
On our return home, by selling and pawning our things, Father was able to clear up his debts; then he borrowed
money to pay for the funeral. During those days the situation in our home was a pathetic one, partly because of
the funeral and partly because of Father’s unemployment. After the funeral ceremonies were completed, Father set
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out for Nanjing to look for work, and since I intended to return to Peking to study, we took to the road together.
When we reached Nanjing a friend invited us to go on an excursion, so we stopped over for a day. At noon on
the next day we had to cross the river to Pukou in order to board the afternoon train headed north. Owing to his
busy schedule, Father had originally decided not to see me off and had asked a hotel attendant whom he knew
well to accompany me. He enjoined the attendant time and again to be extremely attentive. But in the end he
could not dispel his anxieties, fearing that the attendant would prove to be unreliable; he was unable to make up
his mind for some time. Actually, at the time I was already twenty years old and had journeyed to and from
Peking two or three times already, so it wasn’t such a major affair. He vacillated for a while, then finally decided
that he would see me off after all. I tried to persuade him, two or three times, that he need not go, but he simply
said:
“No matter, having them go isn’t a good idea.”
We crossed the river and entered the train station. I bought my ticket while he busied himself with the luggage,
of which there was so much that he found it necessary to offer a tip to a porter before we could pass on. He then
busied himself with bartering over the charges. In those days I thought I was as smart as one could be, and, feeling
that his speech wasn’t all that elegant, it was necessary for me to interject some words of my own. Finally,
however, he arrived at an agreed price and escorted me to the train.
He located a seat next to the car door for me, over which I draped the purple fur-lined overcoat that he had had
made for me. He instructed me to be careful during the trip, to be on my guard at night, and to avoid drafts. And
he also charged the attendant with taking good care of me.
I was laughing to myself over his absurdness; all they’re concerned with is money, so asking them for favors is
absolutely useless! What’s more, was it possible that a fellow as old and mature as I was would be unable to take
care of himself? Ai! As I think back on it now, I was really too smart for my own good then! I said:
“Papa, you go on now.”
He glanced out of the train car and said:
“I’ll go and buy you some oranges. You wait here; don’t go anywhere.”
I could see there were several peddlers waiting for customers over beyond the railing of a distant platform. To
get to that platform you had to cross the tracks by jumping down and then clambering back up the other side.
Father was a stout man, so crossing over there would be no mean task. At first I wanted to go myself, but he
wouldn’t allow it, so all I could do was let him go.
I watched him hobble over to the tracks in his black cloth cap, black cloth gown, and dark blue outer jacket,
and slowly ease himself down without too much trouble. But when he had crossed the tracks and was trying to
climb up to the other platform, that was no easy matter. He grabbed hold of it with two hands, then hoisted up
both of his legs, his stout body listing to the left and showing the great strain he was exerting. It was then that I
noticed the silhouette of his back, and tears promptly coursed down my cheeks. I hurriedly wiped away the tears,
afraid that he might notice, and afraid also that others might be watching.
When I looked out from the train car again he was already on his way back, carrying a load of deep-colored
oranges. To cross the railroad tracks he first tossed the oranges to the ground and slowly lowered himself down,
then picked up the oranges and started out again. When he made it over to this side I quickly went over and gave
him a hand. Then the two of us walked back onto the train, and he dropped the whole load of oranges on top of
my leather overcoat. Then he brushed the mud off his clothes, his mind having taken on a relaxed mood. After a
moment he said:
“Well, I’m going now; write when you get there.”
My gaze followed him as he walked away. He took several steps, then turned around to me and said:
“Go on in, there’s no one inside.”
When the silhouette of his back had merged with those of the people coming and going, when I could no
longer spot him, I went back in and sat down. Once again tears welled up in my eyes.
These past few years my father’s and my paths have failed to cross, and our family situation has worsened
each day. From his youth he had struck out on his own and had supported his family by himself, performing
several important jobs. How could he have envisioned such ruinous times in his advanced years? He was a
witness to unhappy times, so naturally could not help giving vent to his feelings, and trifling family matters often
aroused his anger. His attitude toward me gradually came to differ from earlier days. But not having seen me in
the past two years, he has come to lose sight of my shortcomings, and thinks only of seeing me and my son.
After I came to Peking he wrote me a letter in which he said:
“My health is good, but I am bothered by a rather painful shoulder that makes it difficult to raise my chopsticks
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or lift a pen; probably the hour of my passing is not far away.”
When I read to this point, through the shining translucence of my tears I saw once again the silhouette of that
stout back covered with a dark blue outer jacket and black cloth gown.
Ai! I do not know when I shall be able to meet him again.
2
Being the eldest son of the eldest son of the family, I hadn’t reached eleven years of age before they set about
making a match for me. At that time I was totally ignorant about what a wife was, but somehow or other they
settled on a match. She was someone from my great-grandmother’s side of the family, and lived in the country in
a small county in northern Jiangsu. Members of the family used to pay long visits there, and probably took me as
well with them, but being as stupid as I am, not the slightest trace remains in my memory.
My grandmother often used to lie on her opium couch talking about things down there, and would speak of
some countryman or other by name. At first it all seemed to be only something that was wreathed in white smoke,
but as the days went by, it imperceptibly became familiar to me, and even intimate. Besides the house itself, I
used to think that the locality, which they called “Garden Estate”, must be really the most interesting place.
So when I heard that I was betrothed to someone down there, it all seemed quite natural, and there were no
objections. Every year someone came up from the farm down there, in blue workman’s outfit, with a pipe between
his teeth, and bringing a large quantity of barley flour, dried yam and such like. Now and then in conversation
with the family, he would also mention the young lady, who was about four years older than me and was said to
be tall, and have bound feet. My chief interest at that time, though, was really in the barley flour and dried yams.
*
I remember that I was twelve years old when news was brought from down there that the young lady had died
from consumption. No one in the family actually expressed much grief, probably because she was still little when
they saw her, and as the years went by, they could not remember very clearly what kind of a person she was. At
that time father had an official posting in another province, and mother was quite anxious to have my marriage
settled, so she asked a dressmaker who often came to make clothes for us to act as go-between. The reason was
that, as a dressmaker, she visited many households, and was able to see for herself many ladies and their
daughters.
It was not a bad idea: the dressmaker came up with a certain family, which was wealthy, and had two
daughters; one was the daughter of a concubine, but the one that she was proposing was the elder daughter of the
wife. She said that the family would like to inspect me. Mother agreed and a date was fixed, when I was taken to a
teahouse by the dressmaker. I remember that it was winter, and on the day mother had me wear a gown of dark
red Ningbo silk, with a jacket of black Ningbo silk, and a black satin skullcap with a red button on top, and she
also told me to be circumspect.
In the teahouse I met the gentleman who was there to inspect me. He had a plump face and big ears, and was
about the same age as I am now. He wore a cotton cloth gown and jacket, as though in mourning for someone.
This person was, however, quite kindly-looking. He kept looking me up and down, and also asked me questions
like what sort of books I was studying. When we got back, the dressmaker said that he had been very careful in
his inspection: said that my face featured a large space between my nose and lips, and this was a sign of a long
life. He also watched me walk, and said that he was afraid there was something the matter with my feet.
All in all, I was thought acceptable, and it was our family’s turn for the inspection. My mother sent a trusty old
amah. This amah reported back that the elder daughter was much taller than me, and when she sat down she fully
filled a round arm chair, but the second daughter was nice and slim. My mother said that women who are fat don’t
produce children, such as X, Y, Z among our relatives; and told the dressmaker to propose the second daughter.
Apparently the other side took offence, and would not agree, so the matter fell through.
*
Then my mother met a lady when she was playing mahjong, who had a daughter who was very clever and
sprightly. Mother began to have ideas, and when she got home said that the girl was the same age as me, and
skipped around the place and was still a child. After a few days she asked someone to find out if they were
interested.
It seemed their family held an official rank that was even lower than my father’s; in those days, actually the
year before the Revolution, such things still counted, so they were very happy to make this match. Things were
already ninety-nine percent agreed, when something went wrong. There was an elderly widowed amah in service
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with a great-aunt on my father’s side, who knew the family well. Somehow or other my mother got to hear of it.
She was summoned to be questioned, and her words were evasive.
In the end they got it out of her that the little girl had been adopted, though she was much loved by the whole
family, just as if she were their own. My mother lost interest. After a couple of years, we heard that she had
developed consumption, and had also become addicted to opium. My mother said that it was a good thing that the
match was called off. I was beginning to understand the ways of the world, and I thought so too.
*
In the year of the Revolution, my father got typhoid, and many doctors were summoned to attend to him. In the
end they called a Doctor Wu, who later became my father-in-law. One day the servant who had often been sent to
fetch the doctor said that there was a young lady in the doctor’s house. Since my father was ill, my mother was
naturally bound to be even more concerned about my affairs. As soon as she heard this remark, she enquired
further.
The servant happened to be just making idle talk and could not come up with any details. So when the doctor
came, my mother sent someone to ask his sedan bearer whether the young lady belonged to their family or not.
The sedan bearer said she did. Mother then consulted father, and asked her brother to find out what the doctor
thought. That day I was standing by my father’s sickbed and heard them carry on the conversation. My uncle
found out that the young lady was not yet betrothed, then he said,
“What about a family like Mr. X’s?”
The doctor said that was fine. Having spoken this far, the next thing was the inspection, and it was again
carried out by the same trusty old amah. This time the report was quite good, the only thing was her feet were a
bit big. Things having been as good as settled, mother told the sedan bearer to take back word and ask that the
young lady should have her feet bound a bit.
After my wife was married to me, she said that at the time of the inspection she had hidden herself away, and
the person inspected was someone else. As far as the message brought by the sedan bearer was concerned, it
raised a small ripple. Father-in-law said to mother-in-law,
“I told you long ago to bind her feet, and you wouldn’t believe me. Look what they are saying.” Mother-in-law
said,
“I am jolly well not having her feet bound, and they will have to put up with it.”
In the end they compromised, right until the time of the marriage, when my wife came to live in our house.
82.22 The Burning Of Books\fn{Cheng Chen-to (1898-1958)} Fukien Province, China (M) 3
In the course of our history, there have been many large-scale book-burnings. One such occasion occurred after
Emperor Chin Shih Huang united the Six Kingdoms.
“The official historians burned everything but the Records of the Chin Dynasty. Aside from those who held the
official rank of certified scholar, intellectuals of opposing schools of thought who dared to preserve the Book of
Odes or the Book of Documents were ordered put to the flame by the military, together with these books. Those
who ventured into discussions of the Book of Odes or the Book of Documents also suffered public execution. In
the past as in the present, entire clans were exterminated. Officials who did not act on information about forbidden
books were considered accomplices to the crime. If they did not burn them within thirty days, these officials were
punished by tattoos that blackened their faces. Not coming under this interdict were those who had books dealing
with remedies, medicine, fortune-telling, divination, and arboriculture. Those who studied law, however, had to
find official scholars to be their teachers.”
This was the most thorough [effective] method of burning books, the most thorough way to keep the people in
ignorance. It compares with the general policy of colonial governments to establish only vocational and technical
schools rather than universities. Ingeniously, the different approaches, both ancient and modern, come to the same
result.
Henceforth, there was no dynasty whatsoever that did not engage in the burning of books. Some burned
historical documents in order to wipe out the traces of how they seized power. Others burned Buddhist and Taoist
books in an attempt to achieve religious unity. Still others burned pornographic books to preserve a purity of
morals. In the last three hundred years, all the emperors of the Ch’ing dynasty decreed book-burnings. When we
read the lists that indicate the so-called “total” or “partial” destruction of so many books, we cannot help but be
filled with horror. Even today we feel how oppressive and unbearable cultural life became under the iron heel of
this barbarian race!
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After August 13, [1937], there was much destruction of both ancient and modern books in the fires of war. To
speak only of my own situation, I had entrusted a hundred boxes of ancient books to Hungkow’s Kaiming
Bookstore for safekeeping. They were burned on August 14, so completely that not even a sheet of paper
remained. When I looked into the eastern sky, I saw a purplish-black cloud of smoke billowing high, high up into
the air. Then the wind scattered and dissipated it in all directions. Scorched remnants of the things burned that had
been taken up in the air were falling down everywhere. Among them were many charred pieces of paper with
traces of characters on them. I picked up many such sheets in my courtyard. Although I could still make out the
traces of the characters, one slight touch of the hand, and the sheets disintegrated. Most likely the majority of
them came from textbooks. I wondered whether I could collect one or two burnt sheets from my own books! At
that time, I already knew that the Kaiming Bookstore had been put to the torch, so naturally this notion was quite
ridiculous. Even if I found any, what would be the point? Wouldn’t it just increase my distress and rage to no
purpose?
This disaster came from the fires of war, but there were books that had not been pillaged and were still kept in
secure places. Those localities that had been despoiled were still only a few unfortunate, out-of-the-way places.
However, after the enemy troops occupied the old foreign concessions on December 8, that situation changed
radically.
We now heard news of searches in the homes of one family after the other. We heard of persons who were
arrested for the possession of one or two books or newspapers. We also heard reports of innumerable fearsome
incidents, of strange and inexplicable and brutal happenings.
Many became very anxious, especially those who possessed the interdicted books. Although they were afraid
of falling into disaster because of these books, they found themselves unwilling to give up what they treasured
and not bold enough to sell them. When someone might try to sell them, no one dared to buy them. Many friends
found themselves in a daily quandary over their books.
“Can this book cause any problem?”
“Will it be all right to keep this magazine?”
“Well, in the end, what should I keep, what should I get rid of?”
“If I am searched, will I land in trouble or not?”
Everyone was engaged in mutual questioning, in searching for answers. Yet who could guarantee which books
would be problematic, or what things could be safely retained?
During that time, I myself was quite busy running back and forth burning up suspect letters, records, newspapers, magazines, and anti-Japanese books. There were even maps among the things destroyed.
I had to harden my heart for this activity. I myself set the fire in the fireplace, tore my books and papers into
pieces, bundle by bundle, volume by volume, and threw them into the fire. I watched them turn into ashes. I observed the thick black smoke rising up the chimney and the scorched bits of paper flying about the neighborhood.
There were even many that landed in my own courtyard.
My mind seemed to be blocked, like that of a person who could not speak out his sorrow. Nonetheless, under
these special conditions, I had no choice but to be so careful. Ch’ü Ch’iou-bai\fn{ 1899-1935.} had given me a few
autographed Russian books. These too, I felt, had to go into the fire.
I think that I myself was actually too cruel. More than once my eyes turned red and the tears fell down. Well,
the smoke was getting into my eyes!
In truth, it was really difficult to burn many books, but it could simply not be avoided. I kept wavering back
and forth, fixing and undoing my decisions. Some books that I had spared on the first day I steeled my heart to
burn on the second or third day. After I burned some books, my heart was filled with remorse. It was just too sad
— the books should not have been burned!
Of course it was only natural to be cautious after what happened in the regions of Hungkow and Chabei, the
north-west part of Shanghai near the concessions, during the battles at the Song River. There quite a few people
were killed or arrested for having books like Ways to Beat the Japs. How can one reason with an animal gone
berserk?
All in all, it took me three days to burn my books. In my relentless search, I did not leave anything unturned.
My children came forth to cheer me on; I mobilized them in tearing books apart and throwing them into the fire.
Over and over, a child would plead,
“Papa, I like this book! Let me keep it!”
Their words really cut me to the quick! Didn’t I also want to keep the book? But it was still best to shake my
head and say firmly, “Throw it in the fire! I can buy you an even better picture book later on.”
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At that time, many of my friends in the neighborhood asked me, “What books should we burn? What books
can we keep?”
There was no way I could answer them, so I just led them to the fireplace.
“See for yourself. I’m just in the process of burning my own books, but my situation isn’t the same as yours.
You’d best think it over and do it yourself.”
When I think of this catastrophic period of book-burning, I still become very fearful and full of regret.
If we hadn’t burned any books, wouldn’t we have lived through this period without anxiety, even until now?
But who could foresee what would happen? So we should have thought of a way to deposit them safely in
some other place.
But why put the burden on someone else? I certainly didn’t want to do that. This was one reason why I had to
act heartlessly in burning my books.
Still, there were some people who thought of sending their “dangerous” books to someone else’s home for
safekeeping. There were self-initiated book-burnings as well, but in fact, the number of persons who voluntarily
burned their books were few. Most “subversive” books and newspapers were still cached away in people’s homes.
Many were not willing to part with their books, did not even want to think about it. Others did not know how to
go about it. Or, improbable as this may seem, it did not even occur to some that they might burn their books.
Not long after this, the enemy’s ability to control the cultural climate became stronger. They passed security
measures like those devised by Prime Minister Wang An-shih in the Sung dynasty. They systematically contacted
every household and family to inform them:
“Anyone who possesses anti-Japanese books, magazines, newspapers, and the like, must destroy them by fire
or surrender them to the authorities before such-and-such a day. Otherwise they will be punished severely, without
any leniency.”
At the same time, there was a search for anti-Japanese books and newspapers through every bookstore and
library. Truckload after truckload was hauled away. No one knew where they were taken or what became of them.
The scale of this particular episode of book-burning was incredibly large! There was hardly a household that was
not occupied in putting books to the fire. If one was not eager to surrender his books to the authorities, there was
only one way to go—burn them! Most of the losses incurred were newspapers and magazines of the last several
years, yet quite a few people went all the way; they destroyed every last newspaper and magazine in order to
avoid stirring up any trouble.
Those not really in the know spread the rumor that even old newspapers used for wrapping which contained
the slightest anti-Japanese reports would be ferreted out and penalized. For this reason, even old newspapers were
deprived its last function as wrapping paper.
The most distressing situation involved those friends who had already gone into the interior but whose books
still remained in their homes or had been sent for safekeeping to some friend’s place. Those back home made
inquiries on all sides, asking whether it was important or not to follow the decree. Would you believe it, they even
asked the opinion of the implementing authorities! Of course they said it was important; they even went so far as
to intimidate the questioners gratuitously. Consequently, they did not separate the wheat from the chaff; they
simply reduced every single book to ashes. Let a book contain characters, and it had to be pitched into the stove.
It came to my mind that in the early days of the Ch’ing Dynasty, when the Manchu conquerors issued repeated
injunctions to search out “banned books,” many descendants of book collectors burned up an entire batch of rare
books so that they might avoid falling into trouble. This devastation of books was far greater than that caused by
war, fire, flood, or similar calamities. It was far more widespread and penetrated much more deeply into every
place imaginable!
Such disturbances went on for more than a month. From beginning to end there were apparently no moves by
the outlaw regime to publish any formal public notice. So some people said,
“There has to be some misunderstanding. This disaster is not the intention of the Japanese.”
Thereafter the fires burning the books gradually subsided and went cold. In the end, no one ever mentioned
this affair again.
Through all of this, of course there were persons who had not burned books, or had forgotten to, or had been
especially careful to preserve anti-Japanese documents. Quite a few such anti-Japanese documents survived. For
example, in my own household, things like the Literary Annual were still intact because we forgot to bum them.
How can books be utterly destroyed by fire?
“The fires raging over a field can never completely despoil it. When the spring breezes blow, new life will
spring up again.”
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To burn books as an effective method of control is to engage in laborious, useless delusions and nothing more.
In the future, may we never again experience such a disastrous destruction of books!
41.102 Bombs In Yishan\fn{by Feng Zikai (1898-1975)} Tongxiang Prefecture, Zhejiang Province, China (M) 3
The first time Yishan was bombed would have been in the autumn of :1938, when I was still in Guilin. It was
said the target was Zhejiang University, and countless bombs were dropped. The university dormitories were out
in Biaoying district, which is criss-crossed by ditches, and the students knew what to do in air raids. By lying low
in the ditches, they escaped without a single casualty. One student, however, was suffering from a mental illness;
in his deranged condition, he refused to take cover, and stayed in a building that was bombed. The shock brought
an immediate end to his symptoms, and he afterwards was restored to health and was able to resume classes. His
story was often told at Zhejiang University, as a matter for celebration.
I encountered the second bombing, which took place in the summer of 1939. This time, though, it was
anything but a matter for celebration. Quite a lot of people were killed by the bus station, quite a lot injured, and
quite a lot more were frightened out of their wits. I was one of those frightened out of their wits. Ever afterwards I
blanched at the sound of an iron wok lid being banged, or the hiss of steam from a kettle. I was such a bundle of
nerves that when the old lady next door called her little boy Jin-bao, I used to think she was shouting “ Jingbao”
(Air raid warning!), and was poised to jump to my feet and run for cover. Now that it is over and I can lick my
wounds, I still get angry at the thought of the vileness of the Japanese warlords. Thankfully, our final victory has
been won, the Japanese have surrendered, and their warlords are being executed. And I have come through safe
and sound. If I look back here on bygone days, it may actually help to lay some old ghosts and contribute to the
festive mood.
We ran into trouble when we first arrived in Yishan. When the Zhejiang University bus carrying my own
family of ten and a few other passengers, plus a load of baggage, got to the East Gate we were stopped by two
policemen, who said an air raid alert was in force and we weren’t allowed into the city. That explained why the
gate was completely deserted. The driver immediately turned the bus round and drove back a mile or so, stopping
under a big tree out in the country. We all got out and sat on some rocks in a gully. By then it was past noon, and
stomachs were rumbling. Luckily we had a basket of zongzi\fn{A note reads: Zongzi are little packets of sticky rice with
meat and vegetable flavoring wrapped in bamboo leaves; they are normally eaten during the Dragon Boat Festival .} to stave off our
hunger. It happened to be the Qingming holiday time, and though we were traveling we still kept to our old
custom of making some “Qingming zongzi” to take with us.
So now all of us, that is my whole family of ten, the driver and the other passengers, tucked into the zongzi and
sat around talking. The sun was shining, the breeze gentle, the day was perfect. If we had been able to forget we
were in Yishan taking cover from an air raid, and imagine we were picnicking by the West Lake in Hangzhou, that
afternoon would have been pure bliss! The whole family mustered, from the two-year-old to the over seventies,
out on a spring excursipn, and a few friends along besides—how exhilarating, how civilized! Alas, the sad truth is
that in this life we are sometimes obliged to make believe like that.
When we had finished the zongzi the sun was slanting in the sky, as if to tell us we could enter the city now.
Thereupon we got back on the bus and headed back. This time we were indeed allowed to go through the East
Gate. But no sooner had we alighted than a crowd of people started rushing in our direction. When we asked in
alarm what was up, we discovered it was another air raid alert! Being newcomers we did not know the geography
of the place, and had to flee blindly in the wake of the crowd. Our children and old folk were not very mobile, so
they made for the nearest cover of a thicket outside the East Gate. I fled with other people across the river and hid
in a cave. The all clear did not sound till it was nearly dark. Fortunately when we got back to the bus we found the
luggage was all still intact, and the rest of the family eventually straggled back, all accounted for. Then we had to
find lodgings and somewhere to eat. We did not get to bed till late at night. We learned that there had been three
alerts that day, those that we encountered being the second and third. We were also told that the thickets outside
the East Gate concealed the station and the military command post. These would have been the prime targets for
the bombers. Imagine, my family was hiding from an air raid right in the target area!
Our relationship with Yishan was measured in air raid alerts: we became acquainted in the middle of one, and
afterwards parted in one. In between we had alerts practically every day, and experienced one bombing. To begin
with we lived over the Kaiming Bookshop in town. Later on we could not put up with all the running about
occasioned by the great number of air raid alerts, so we rented a small cottage some distance from the city, and the
family moved out, leaving me and one small son in the Kaiming Bookshop.
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One day, it happened to be market day, I was idly gazing down from an upstairs window on the hawkers’
pitches at the roadside. I saw a crepe fabric seller suddenly pack up his goods. The hawker on the neighboring
pitch, without inquiring into the reason why, did likewise. A third followed suit, then a fourth, and in no time all
the hawkers along the street were packing up, telling each other:
“It’s an air raid!”
They all made off helter-skelter in search of safety. Quite befogged, I took my son downstairs to look for
shelter myself. But once outside, I found everyone all smiles. In fact there was no air raid warning; it was only
much ado about nothing. The alarm was sparked off, it transpired, by the fabric seller packing up early for reasons
of his own. His movements were quite hasty and abrupt, which led the hawker next to him to think an air raid was
coming, with the farcical consequences I have described. As the old saying goes, if three people say there is a
tiger, there is a tiger.
But behind the farce could be seen the real fear of air raids at that time. I found it impossible to settle down to
anything in this jittery atmosphere, where people were afraid of their own shadows, so I took my son to join the
rest of the family in the cottage in the country.
This thatched cottage was pitifully small; just three rooms of ten square feet each. We needed to buy two bunk
beds to sleep the ten of us. The beds doubled as seats, the dining table doubled as a desk, without too much
trouble. If you looked upon it as a boat rather than a house, it was in fact rather spacious. And there was the
scenery as well: pavilion, terrace, escarpment, hills, stands of bamboo. These were originally the Dragon’s Ridge
Gardens, and where we lived was originally the gardener’s cottage. The escarpment was quite rugged, with lots of
clefts and fissures. We hid in those clefts during the air raid alerts. At the first alarm we all stayed put, and waited
for the emergency alert before taking cover in the clefts. But the enemy planes never came, and every time we returned peacefully to our little cottage. But later on, some days before the fall of Nanning, the neighboring county
was bombed and Yishan took fright. We ourselves came to think the rock clefts gave inadequate protection, and
we ought to find a safer refuge. But inertia prevailed, and we did nothing about it.
One day I fully intended to go out and look for a cave, but the weather was quite unsettled, alternating very
oddly between sunshine and rain. Everyone said it was unlikely there would be an alert. My native indolence
persuaded me to put off my expedition.
Suddenly the alarm bell sounded. The people taking flight past our house seemed unusually panicky, and the
clanging of the bell was unusually ominous. On top of that, the emergency alert followed swiftly. I had to stop an
acquaintance of mine to find out that reliable report had it that the enemy planes were especially active that day,
and the chances were Yishan would be bombed.
Applying the test of air raid alerts to my family, they could be divided into two factions: the bold faction,
namely my wife, my mother-in-law, and the youths over sixteen; and the timid faction, my older sister and the two
girls. I could be said to be sandwiched in between, belonging to no faction; or you could say I was a fence- sitter,
a misfit, or a member of both factions, because after a drink I belonged to the bold faction, but before I’d had a
drink I belonged to the timid faction. That day the bold faction took cover in the nearby rock clefts. As I hadn’t
had a drink I joined the timid faction in going further afield.
Going further afield did not mean we had a safer objective in mind, it was just a belief akin to that of people
who bought joss-sticks to worship the Buddha, namely, “to fork, out money is a virtue in itself.” Likewise we
thought to go further afield must be a good thing in itself. We happened to fall in with some people we knew who
were making resolutely for the open fields; they assured us there were caves up ahead. So we pushed on with our
guides, getting bootfuls of water.
Our cross-country trek ended in a spot where there really was a formation of towering rocks, and we hurriedly
searched for the cave. These rocks were in the shape of a V laid out horizontal on the ground, allowing you to
pass through the open end to the apex, but there was no cover overhead—actually it was no cave at all! Still, by
this stage we could not move on elsewhere; if we were to die, we would die here.
Lots of men and women squeezed into the V. I crouched at the mouth of the V. Now able to take in the
surroundings, I uttered an exclamation of dismay. In fact we were only a few hundred feet from the prime targets
of the station and the sportsfield! It was a whole lot more dangerous here than among the rocks of the Dragon
Ridge Garden. As I was getting all worked up I heard a heavy droning noise, and the people in the V shouted:
“The Jap bombers are coming!”
Whereupon they all ducked down and camouflaged themselves with the ferns that sprouted from the rocks.
What was I to do, stuck outside the opening, with no protection at all? Suddenly I spotted on the outer slope of the
V formation a slight depression overgrown with ferns.
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On the inspiration of desperation, I laid myself flat in the hollow underneath the ferns. I lay still and watched
the sky through the leaves of the ferns above me. A squadron of enemy bombers appeared in the distant sky
heading towards me, the drone of their engines growing louder all the time. I thought to myself, there are only
three possible outcomes today: one, I will get up and go home unharmed; two, I will be injured and be carried to
hospital; three, I will be killed in this hollow. Any way, I had to take what came; I seemed to see one of those
shakers used for drawing lots in front of me, with three spills in it: one marked 1, one marked 2, one marked 3. I
stretched out my hand and drew one …
As this thought was going through my mind, three bombers came up over my head. Suddenly they slowed and
hovered. Then a black spherical object fell from the aircraft straight towards me. I could not bear to look, and
covered my face, waiting for it to explode. First there came a whistling noise, followed by a crump. The earth
shook and the rocks shook. The blast lifted me from the ground. Yet I seemed not to have been injured. Peeping
out, all I could see was a spreading pall of smoke, and the three planes circling over it. Another black spherical
object fell from a plane, and a second whistled down from a different plane. The objects were right overhead. I
covered my face with my hands, and heard crump, crump, all around me.
I pictured a bomb landing right in the middle of the V, going off bang, and all of us—men, women, young and
old—blown to smithereens in a flash: an end like this would have been clean and straightforward, and would have
put us out of our misery at least. But the latest bombs did not do that: they just demoralized us with their more
powerful blasts. This proved the bombs were getting closer, and our danger was increasing. Suddenly I heard a
woman howl from inside the V, followed by the sound of whimpering. I could not work out what was going on.
Fortunately the enemy planes were moving on, the drone of their engines fading.
We all began to breathe again. I got up, covered in dust, and crept over to the opening of the V. They were
surprised to see me, not knowing where I had got to, or whether I was safe or not. Seeing them all unscathed, I
asked why the howl. It turned out there was a wasp’s nest in the V. One young woman had knocked against it, and
had been stung, hence the howl and whimpering.
The enemy planes dropped a dozen or so bombs and, their blood lust satisfied, returned to base. Long
afterwards the all clear sounded. We filed out of the V but could not see far for the dust and smoke, which still
hung in the air. The girl who had been stung by the wasp set off home through the haze, her hand held to her
swollen face.
My terror had dissipated by the time I got home after my false alarm, but it had been replaced by a sense of
grievance. This just wouldn’t do! I hated to have my right to life controlled by the enemy! But what could I do
about it? I was still pondering when my daughter came back and reported that numerous bombs had fallen around
the station, on the sports field, by the river, and in the park; so many people had been killed and so many injured.
One woman had been killed under a tree, her head half blown off while her body remained sitting erect. Lots of
people had been carted off to the hospital shrieking and groaning.
When I heard this report I realized how lucky we had been. It was clear the enemy had deliberately bombed
the outskirts rather than the city center, anticipating that the city would have been evacuated by the time they
arrived. In that case our V had presented them with a nice target! I don’t know what good deeds our little band
had done to have saved us from harm. Thinking back on it now, perhaps that V foreshadowed the V that appeared
on the night of 10 August 1945, the symbol of final victory.\fn{ A note reads: The actual date of the Japanese unconditional
surrender was August 14, 1945; the signing of the documents of surrender took place on September 3 .}
That night I could not contain my indignation. I felt that to kill people by “air raid” was too unmanly. If there is
honor among thieves, there is also an honorable way of killing. If we are both on level ground, and you come to
kill me, I run. If I can’t get away, I am killed by you. This kind of killing, simply in terms of killing, is fair
enough, and one would die without complaint. But if they come to kill you from above and you have to get away
from below, they are bound to have the upper hand, and you are bound to be on the losing end. The matter of
dying was secondary, what was intolerable was the moral injustice and affront to one’s feelings. I had to think of a
way to render the killers from the air powerless against me and to save myself from further indignity.
The next day I had my solution. After breakfast I gathered together some fellow spirits from my family, and we
set out for the hills, taking with us reading matter and victuals. We walked over a mile to the Nine Dragon Cliffs,
sat in the entrance of a big cave, and read.
Having spent a carefree day, we returned at dusk. I was totally unaware of whether there had been an air raid or
not. This style of life continued for over a month, during which time I was indeed free from further subjection to
indignity. Nor was the city bombed again. But before long there came the news of the fall of Nanning. I had no
choice but to take the refugee trail, carrying my sense of injustice along with me.
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204.185 Excerpt from A Great Decade\fn{by Chou En-lai (1898-1976)} Shaohsing, Chekiang Province, China (M) 9
… Everybody knows too that ten years ago the political situation in China was abysmally dark and reactionary.
The lackeys of the imperialists—the comprador\fn{ Native Chinese} capitalists, feudal landlords, warlords,
bureaucrats, local despots and evil-minded gentry—rode roughshod over the people and bled them white. The
broad mass of the people were in a state of slavery and utterly without rights. People of many national minorities
suffered national oppression under the Han rulers in addition to oppression by the imperialists, and the aristocrats,
landlords and slave-owners of their own nationalities. The country remained split for a long time; imperialist wars
of aggression, the free-for-all fighting among different groups of warlords and the counter-revolutionary civil
wars launched by the reactionary rulers continued for several decades and played havoc with the people. During
the Kuomintang regime, bandits, gangsters, superstitious sects and secret societies ran riot everywhere; appalling
lawlessness and utter disorder prevailed.
What tremendous changes have taken place in all this in the past ten years! The corrupt, iniquitous government
which trampled upon the people is gone and has been replaced by an honest, industrious and hard-working
government which really serves the people, a government of the kind the people dreamed of for generation after
generation. The situation in which the people had no rights has ended once and for all; the broadest mass of the
people enjoy democrecy in law and in fact and to the widest extent in the administration of the public affairs of
the country. National oppression has been eliminated; our motherland has become a big family in which all
nationalities are completely equal and give fraternal aid to one another. The country has achieved. a unity of
unprecedented firmness. Bandits, gangsters, superstitious sects and secret societies as well as prostitutes, beggars,
gambling houses and narcotic drugs have all been swept away; there is law and order everywhere. The broad mass
of the people, united as one and full of vigour, are building their own happy life eagerly, courageously and with
boundless energy.
What a pitiful position China occupied ten years ago in , international affairs is well known. For many years,
China had been a colonial and semi-colonial country. The imperialist powers regarded our country as rich booty
from which everyone snatched what he could. The European imperialists tried to carve China up; the Japanese
aggressors wanted to devour it alone and did swallow nearly half of it between 1937 and 1945. The United States,
after the Second World War, was bent on taking over the place of the Japanese aggressors. China, the most
populous country in the world, was not only deprived of the rights which were its due in international political
life, but was almost deprived of the right to manage its own affairs.
The colonial and semi-colonial old China has now gone for ever; the people’s new China has emerged,
independent and free. As Comrade Mao Tse-tung declared at the founding of the People’s Republic of China:
Our nation will henceforth join the big family of peace-loving and freedom-loving nations in the world. It will work
bravely and industriously to create its own civilization and happiness and will, at the same time, further world peace
and freedom.

The weakness of China is being transformed into its opposite—strength. At the same time, internationally, the
situation in which China had no rights is changing to its opposite. Over all the territory which has been liberated,
it fully exercises its sovereignty; it must also exercise its right to have its say on all major international questions
which concern its interests and the interests of world peace.
U.S. imperialism, while launching its aggressive war in Korea, seized our territory Taiwan and tried to spread
the flames of aggression from Korea to the Chinese mainland in a futile attempt to strangle new-born China by
force of arms. The Chinese people waged a mighty struggle to resist U.S. aggression, aid Korea, protect their
homes and defend their motherland, and they crushed this aggressive scheme. Taiwan is still occupied by U.S.
imperialism, but the Chinese people are determined to liberate Taiwan and no force whatsoever can prevent them
from doing so. Up to now U.S. imperialism is still trying hard to isolate and exclude New China from
international affairs. This attempt, however, is becoming more and more a failure with every passing day. Now we
have established full or partial diplomatic relations with 33 countries, economic relations with 93 countries and
regions, and cultural contacts and exchanges of friendly visits with 104 countries and regions. We are closely
united wIth the great Soviet Union and the other socialist countries. In accordance with the “five principles” and
the Bandung Declaration, we have established and developed relations of friendship and co-operation with many
nationally independent countries in Asia and Africa, forming a vast area of peace. As one of the big powers of the
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world and as a member of the great socialist camp headed by the Soviet Union, we have been contributing, as is
our duty, to the defence of world peace and the development of human progress.
How is all this swift, flying progress to be explained? How has it taken place?
The swift, flying progress of People’s China is, in the final analysis, due to the fact that Chinese society has
undergone a most thoroughgoing democratic revolution and socialist revolution and that China has established a
socialist society based on public ownership of the means of production.
If the Chinese people had not overthrown imperialism, feudalism and bureaucrat-capitalism which weighed
upon them like three great mountains, they would, as a matter of course, only find themselves forever plunged in
poverty and backwardness. And if, after toppling these mountains, they had not taken the road of socialism at
once, had not carried out thoroughly the socialist revolution, or had not embarked on planned socialist
construction, but, after achieving national independence, had taken the road of capitalism like some other
countries, they could not possibly have made such rapid progress in the past ten years, not to mention the big leap
forward that has taken place since last year.
The reactionary view that an economically and culturally backward country cannot realize socialism has long
been torn to pieces by Lenin and Comrade Mao Tse-tung. As to why the development of China’s socialist
revolution and construction has been so rapid and so successful, it should be pointed out that there are both
objective and subjective conditions to.be considered.
Objectively, China is a country with a vast territory and a large population; it is rich in natural resources; the
mass of its people are enthusiastic for the revolution and have revolutionary traditions. The Chinese revolution
took place after the Great October Socialist Revolution, so China has been able to avail itself of the experience
and assistance of the Soviet Union and of the assistance of the whole socialist camp.
Subjectively, there is the correct leadership of the Chinese Communist Party and the leader of the Party,
Comrade Mao Tse-tung. This leadership is well versed in integrating the universal truth of Marxism-Leninism
with the concrete practice of the Chinese revolution; in integrating the advanced experience of the Soviet Union
and the other socialist countries in construction with China’s own experience; in integrating, in the light of
conditions in China, the Marxist-Leninist theory of uninterrupted revolution with the Marxist-Leninist theory of
the development of the revolution by stages; in applying, in the light of conditions in China, the working method
of the mass line, integrating leadership by the Party with the mass movement of millions of people, with the
initiative and creative energy of millions of people.
*
Here I would like to say a few more words about the method of leadership of the Party and Comrade Mao Tsetung, especially on the method of uninterrupted revolution and the method of the mass line.
China’s development in the past ten years has been a process of uninterrupted revolution. As early as at the
Second Plenary Session of the Seventh Central Committee of the Chinese Communist Party held in March 1949,
the Central Committee and Comrade Mao Tse-tung pointed out that the founding of the People’s Republic of
China would mark the victory of the democratic revolution on a nationwide scale and at the same time the
beginning of the socialist revolution. The state power of people’s democratic dictatorship led by the proletariat
and based on the worker-peasant alliance established in 1949 as a result of the victory of the revolution, though
including some representatives of the national bourgeoisie, was in essence already a state power of the
dictatorship of the proletariat. At that time, the central question of the nationwide democratic revolution, that of
overthrowing the reactionary rule of imperialism, feudalism and bureaucrat-capitalism, had been solved and the
basic contradiction within the country was already one between the proletariat and the bourgeoisie. The revolution
should not stop at the stage of democratic revolution, it must continue to develop towards the victory of the
socialist revolution.
In the first few years after 1949 the Chinese people still had to exert very great efforts to accomplish the tasks
left over from the stage of democratic revolution—principally the carrying through of the anti-feudal land reform
on a national scale. Following the nationwide victory of the great people’s revolution in 1949, however, because
of the confiscation of bureaucrat-capital and the change from bureaucrat-capitalist ownership to socialist
ownership by the whole people, this great people’s revolution, economically speaking, went beyond the scope of
democratic revolution. It had become a task of prime importance for the proletariat and the other working people
to build a mighty socialist state economy and to firmly establish their leading position in the whole national
economy.
To counter the activities of bourgeois law-breakers in disrupting the socialist economy, the Party in 1952 led
the mass struggle “against the three evils” (corruption, waste and bureaucracy) among government functionaries,
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and “against the five evils” (bribery, tax evasion, theft of state property, cheating on government contracts and
stealing the state’s economic information) among bourgeois industrialists and businessmen. This dealt a crushing
blow to the offensive launched by the bourgeoisie and, on the basis of this victory, pushed capitalist industry and
commerce a great step forward towards state capitalism which submitted itself to the leadership of the socialist
economy and accepted supervision by the working class.
After the land reform, the Central Committee of the Party issued timely directives on developing the
movement of mutual aid and co-operation, vigorously encouraged and stimulated the peasants who used to work
on their own to advance in the direction of co-operation and carried on a sharp, persistent struggle against
thinking tending in the rightist direction on this question. The Central Committee of the Party and Comrade Mao
Tse-tung firmly refuted such bourgeois points of view of certain people both inside and outside the Party as those
calling for the “consolidation of the. new democratic order,” “long-term co-existence between socialism and
capitalism” and the “guaranteeing of the four great freedoms in the rural areas—freedom of sale and purchase,
letting and renting of land, freedom of employing farmhands, freedom of borrowing and lending. money and
freedom of trading” and in good time set forth the Party’s general line for the transition period of simultaneously
carrying out socialist transformation and socialist construction.
This general line immediately won the support of the people of the whole country and was written into the
Constitution of the People’s Republic of China. Thanks to the adoption by the Party of a series of measures for
socialist transformation without loss of time, the revolutionary movement advanced steadily without interruption
and culminated in the emergence of a nationwide upsurge in agricultural co-operation in the autumn and winter of
1955. This upsurge in turn set off the upsurge in the nationwide switch-over of capitalist industry and commerce
to joint state-private operation by whole trades and stimulated the upsurge in the organization of handicraft cooperatives by individual handicraftsmen. In this way, the socialist revolution in the field of the ownership of
means of production was completed in the main.
But the task of socialist revolution did not end here: Not long after, the Party set a new task: it is necessary to
continue the socialist revolution on the political and ideological fronts and carry it through. It is necessary to make
the various aspects of the superstructure further fit in with the socialist economic base and, at the same time, the
relations between men and men in production should be further adjusted on the basis of the already established
socialist ownership of the means of production so that the socialist relations of production would be further
perfected and expanded. This was the task of the anti-rightist struggle and the rectification campaign in 19571958. As a result of the anti-rightist struggle and the rectification campaign, the bourgeois rightists, who opposed
socialism, were completely isolated from the people and the socialist consciousness of the mass of the people was
greatly raised. The contradictions among the people were further dealt with correctly, and the relations between
functionaries in state organs and enterprises and the mass of workers and peasants, the mutual relations among the
mass of workers and peasants, and the mutual relations among the various nationalities, were all further improved.
Thanks to the victory of the anti-rightist struggle and the rectification campaign, the revolutionary enthusiasm of
the people throughout the country for building socialism soared to unparalleled heights.
*
The revolutionary movements that had developed uninterruptedly since the founding of the Chinese People’s
Republic yielded an unparalleled great result in 1958 and 1959, the first two years of the Second Five-Year Plan
period, and this was the big leap forward in the national economy.
The rate of growth of China’s industrial production was already very high in the First Five-Year Plan period.
Nevertheless, the rate in 1958 and 1959 has far surpassed the level of the preceding five years. There was an
average annual increase of 18 per cent in the total value of industrial output during the First Five-Year Plan
period. But in 1958 and 1959 (here and elsewhere, the 1959 figure is the planned target), the average annual
increase is 45 per cent. The average annual increase in steel was 31.7 per cent in the First Five-Year Plan period
and 50 per cent in these two years, the average annual increase in coal was 14.4 per cent in the First Five-Year
Plan period and 60 per cent in these two years. The total value of agricultural output rose at an annual average rate
of 4.5 per cent in the First Five-Year Plan period and 17 per cent in 1958 and 1959. The average annual increase
of food crops was 3.7 per cent in the First Five-Year Plan period and 22 per cent in these two years, and that of
cotton was 4.7 per cent in the First Five-Year Plan period and 19 per cent in these two years. Nearly 10,000
industrial projects were completed in the First Five-Year Plan period, but more than 41,000 were completed in
1958 alone. Of these, 537 above-norm industrial projects were completed or partially completed and put into
operation in the First Five-Year Plan period; but in 1958 alone, the number was 700.
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Why has China’s economy been able to grow at an even higher rate in 1958 and 1959 than in the First FiveYear Plan period? It is not only because a preliminary foundation was laid for industrialization during the First
Five-Year Plan period and thus favourable material conditions were created for rapid economic growth in the
Second Five-Year Plan period; even more important, it is because in most of the First Five-Year Plan period the
socialist transformation of agriculture, handicrafts and capitalist industry and commerce had not yet been
completed, the relations of truly comradely co-operation between men and men in production had not yet been
fully established and bourgeois influences still existed to a serious extent on the political and ideological fronts—
all of which hampered the initiative of the working people in production.
In the latter half of the First Five-Year Plan period, that is, from the second half of 1955 to 1957, the socialist
revolution gained one great victory close following the other on the economic, political and ideological fronts: the
productive forces of society and the initiative of the working people in production were emancipate:d to an
unprecedented extent and our Party, in the light of this favourable situation, put forward and carried out in good
time the general line of “going all out, aiming high and achieving greater, faster, better and more economical
results to build socialism.”
It is precisely because of all this that the Chinese people were able to open up a new stage at the very
beginning of the Second Five-Year Plan, the stage of the big leap forward, and to get the national economy to
advance at a much higher rate than during the First Five-Year Plan period.
After the socialist relations of production and the superstructure which conforms to them, that is, to the
economic base, have been established, they are still in the process of being continuously developed and perfected,
therefore they cannot be immutable. The various aspects of the relations of production require adjustment from
time to time to meet the requirements of the continued development of the productive forces, and along with this,
the various aspects of the superstructure built on this economic base also need to be reformed from time to time.
Between the productive forces and the relations of production and between the economic base and the superstructure, contradictions constantly arise, are resolved, and arise again. This is a dialectical process which is like
an ever-flowing stream which is constantly being renewed. It is possible to ensure a constant growth of the
productive forces, precisely because the socialist relations of production and their superstructure can be constantly
adjusted and reformed as the need arises.
The development of the people’s commune movement throughout the rural areas which began during the big
leap forward of China’s agricultural production in 1958 is fresh proof of this truth. In face of the requirements
posed by the immense development of agricultural production and of the entire rural economy, it was felt that the
original advanced agricultural co-operatives could not cope with the situation. Between the summer and autumn
of 1958 the more than 740,000 agricultural co-operatives throughout the country, each averaging about 160
households, were merged and reorganized into more than 26,000 communes, averaging about 4,600 households
each; later, after the check-up, they were further reorganized into more than 24,000 communes averaging more
than 5,000 households each—in other words, more than 30 times as large as the original agricultural cooperatives.
Big in scale and strong, the people’s communes are not only able to develop production and construction
rapidly in agriculture, forestry, animal husbandry, side-occupations and fishery, but also to achieve unified
leadership over the work of industry, agriculture, trade, education and military affairs in the rural areas, realizing
the integration of economic organizations and basic organs of state power. Rural people’s communes are still
economic organizations with collective ownership of the means of production. While the principal means of
production still belong to the production brigades, which correspond roughly to the former agricultural producers’
co-operatives, the commune level already owns part of the means of production and may draw every year certain
sums from the various production brigades for its accumulation fund. A certain amount of free supplies is
included as part of the system of distribution in the income of commune members.
In 1958, the year when the people’s communes were successfully established, the total output value of China’s
agriculture increased 25 per cent as compared with 1957. Of this, the output value of forestry increased 193.2 per
cent, fishery 128 per cent and animal husbandry 5.2 per cent. The increase in rural water conservancy works and
the area of afforestation far surpassed the total increase in the entire First Five-Year Plan period.
Industry and transportation operated by the people’s communes have also made very great progress. According
to recent statistics compiled after the check-up, the people’s communes throughout the country operate about
700,000 industrial units, with a total output value three times as much as during the corresponding period of the
previous year. In 1958, the funds accumulated by the rural people’s communes amounted to 10,000 million yuan,
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more than twice as much as during 1957. In 1958, the income and the standard of living of the peasants
throughout the country were about 10 per cent higher on the average than in 1957.
All these facts show that the great advantages of the people's communes are indisputable and all the
“arguments” of those people who are opposed to this movement are untenable.
*
What a tremendous change is this transformation of the more than 110 million individual peasant households
into over 24,000 communes! What a glorious victory for the Marxist-Leninist theory of uninterrupted revolution!
The process of socialist revolution in China has been one of uninterrupted revolution; at the same time, it is a
step-by-step advance which accords with each particular stage of development. The Resolution of the Sixth
Plenary Session of the Eighth Central Committee of the Chinese Communist Party pointed out:
We are advocates of the Marxist-Leninist theory of uninterrupted revolution; we hold that no “Great Wall” exists or
can be allowed to exist between the democratic revolution and the socialist revolution and between socialism and
communism. We are at the same time advocates of the Marxist-Leninist theory of the development of revolution by
stages; we hold that different stages of development reflect qualitative changes and that these stages of different quality
should not be confused.

In practice, we not only make a careful distinction between the tasks of the democratic revolution and of the
socialist revolution, between the principles of socialism and of communism, and oppose attempts to skip over
necessary stages of social, historical development, but at each given stage of social, historical development, we
also make a careful distinction, according to the specific conditions, between the various sub-stages that more or
less have the nature of quantitative changes (the change from one sub-stage to another is also, of course, one of a
lesser qualitative nature); and we adopt appropriate steps in conformity with the needs of the step-by-step
transformation of the relations of production and the step-by-step maturing of the consciousness of the masses.
The broad mass of peasants have been able to advance, consciously and voluntarily, from an individual
economy to people’s communes because in the course of their advance they have gone through successive stages:
the stage of mutual-aid teams, of regular year-round mutual-aid teams, of elementary agricultural producers’ cooperatives and of advanced agricultural producers’ co-operatives.
Capitalist industrialists and businessmen were able, without much reluctance, to accept joint state-private
operation by whole trades because they, too, had gone through a series of stages including the fulfilment of
government contracts for the manufacture and processing of goods by capitalist firms, the state purchase of the
output of capitalist enterprises, and the state distribution of all their finished products in the field of industry; the
state designation of merchants acting on a commission basis as distributors on its behalf and merchants
purchasing commodities from state stocks and retailing them at fixed prices in the field of commerce; and the
joint state-private operation of individual enterprises.
Similarly, the socialist revolution on the political and ideological fronts has also gone through a series of mass
movements which, in keeping with the concrete conditions of class struggle, advanced like waves, high at one
time and low at another, and went deeper step by step. This correct leadership by the Party has enabled the masses
both to maintain their revolutionary enthusiasm at a constant, full flow, without it cooling down because of pauses
in the development of the revolution, and to raise the level of their consciousness constantly, step by step, so that
they should not be unprepared for the further development of the revolution.
It is because of this that every call of the Party throughout the entire course of the socialist revolution has been
warmly supported by the mass of the people. It is also because of this that although the socialist revolution has
developed very rapidly, industrial and agricultural production has been on the rise constantly and there has been
practically no destruction.
*
The success won by the Party in the application of the theories of uninterrupted revolution and the
development of the revolution by stages is inseparably connected with the fact that the Party has persisted in the
Marxist-Leninist working method of the mass line throughout the course of the socialist revolution. The Party has
always paid attention to combining its leadership with broad mass movements, guiding the masses to raise the
level of their revolutionary consciousness constantly and to organize their own strength to emancipate themselves
step by step, instead of imposing revolution on the masses or bestowing victory on the masses as a favour.
We have talked about this on more than one occasion because it was by firmly adhering to this working
method that the Party won the victory of the democratic revolution. What is new in this matter is that after the allround victory of the socialist revolution, the Central Committee of the Party and Comrade Mao Tse-tung have
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continued to apply this working method systematically in building socialism, thus formulating the Party’s general
line for building socialism and bringing about the big leap forward in the national economy. It can be said for sure
that if the working method of the mass line which combines the Party’s leadership with the mass movement had
been departed from, there would have been no general line of the Party for building socialism and consequently
no such big leap forward in the national economy as has taken place since last year.
At the heart of the Party’s general line for building socialism is the great importance attached to the political
consciousness, initiative and creativeness of the masses in building socialism. The general line calls for going all
out and aiming high to ach!eve greater, faster, better and mo.re economical results to build socialism. This is a call
to the 650 million people to raise the level of their political consciousness, initiative and creativeness, to give full
play to their enthusiasm, wisdom and strength in building socialism. It is necessary to build socialism with
greater, faster, better and more economical results.
Is it possible to accomplish this complicated and difficult task? The imperialists and bourgeois elements said
that it was impossible. They asserted that “greater and faster” could not go together with “better and more
economical,” as this would amount to “keeping a horse running while giving it no feed.” The right opportunists
within our ranks, echoing them, also said that it was impossible.
But we firmly replied that it was possible, because we place our reliance first and foremost on the creators of
history—the mass of the people. This is a force which the imperialists and bourgeois elements as well as the right
opportunists cannot understand at all or can only understand imperfectly. Our country has vast manpower; and
man as labourer, inventor and user of the tools of production is the decisive factor in the social productive forces
and the most precious “asset.”
Of course, without the socialist revolution, as it has been mentioned above, it would have been impossible to
bring into play the initiative of our 650 million people, an extremely great creative force. But even after the
socialist revolution was realized, if no attention were paid to using appropriate methods to mobilize this initiative,
it would still be impossible to bring this initiative into full play and consequently still impossible to achieve the
objective of getting greater, faster, better and more economical results to build socialism.
*
In accordance with the objective laws of economic and political life, the Party’s general line has correctly
handled the relations between industry and agriculture, between heavy and light industry, between industry run by
the central and local authorities, and between large, medium-sized and small enterprises. It has provided for the
simultaneous development of industry and agriculture and simultaneous development of heavy and light industry
while giving priority to heavy industry; simultaneous dcvelopment of industry run by the central and local
authorities, of large industrial enterprises and medium-sized and small industrial enterprises, of modern and
indigenous methods of production under centralized leadership, overall planning, division of work and coordination.
The aim of carrying out this policy of “walking on two legs” is not only to maintain the necessary balance
between the different economic branches but first of all to fully mobilize all positive forces, to give the greatest
scope for the broadest construction forces of the masses to deploy themselves and use their strength to the fullest
extent in building socialism, thereby ensuring greater, faster, better and more economical results. Although the
labour productivity of small and medium-sized industrial enterprises using indigenous or combining indigenous
and modern methods of production is not as high as in large enterprises run on modern lines, yet it is clearly very
much higher than the simple manual labour of the past.
Under present conditions in China, it will not. be a waste of manpower but precisely a rational use of
manpower to pay attention to the development of small and medium-sized industrial enterprises run with
indigenous or a combination of indigenous and modern methods of production alongside large industrial
enterprises run on modern lines; far from reducing the speed of industrialization it will greatly accelerate it. At the
same time, the working method of combining centralized leadership with full-scale mass movements is practised
in all economic branches and enterprises.
Thus, the central task of socialist construction, that of industrialization, becomes a task which is directly and
actively undertaken by the broadest mass of the people; in a certain sense it can be regarded as a matter of the
whole nation running industry.
*
One of the fundamental reasons why some people in our Party have fallen into the bog of right opportunism is
that they do not recognize the active role of the mass of the people in construction. They oppose the Party’s
general line, and in particular, the policy of “walking on two legs” which calls for the simultaneous development
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of central and local industry, big, medium-sized and small enterprises and modern and indigenous methods; they
oppose the building of socialism by way of mass movements which, they say, is no more than “petty-bourgeois
fanaticism,” which would “only bring greater, faster, but not better and more economical results,” and would
cause “more loss than gain.” The right opportunists seized on individual, temporary defects in the work and,
without making any analysis, exaggerated them freely in order to achieve their goal of negating the big leap
forward and opposing the general line. The facts have best refuted all their assertions which imply mistrust in the
masses, fear of the masses and slander of the masses.
Is it true that adoption of the method of mass movements in building socialism is “petty-bourgeois fanaticism,”
that it would “only bring greater and faster but not better and more economical results,” or that it would cause
“more loss than gain”? It is well known that during the big leap forward, many important engineering projects
were completed and put into operation ahead of schedule as a result of the all-out efforts of the working people.
For instance, it took only fourteen months, instead of the originally scheduled two years, for the Wuhan Iron and
Steel Company to put into operation a giant modern blast furnace with a daily capacity of more than 2,000 tons of
iron. In something over four months the Anshan Iron and Steel Company put into operation a giant modern openhearth furnace with a daily capacity of more than one thousand tons of steel; this was originally scheduled to take
more than ten months to build.
The Kwanting Reservoir, which involved 1.45 million cubic metres of earthwork and masonry and has a
storage capacity of 2,270 million cubic metres, was some time ago completed in two and a half years. In building
the new Miyun Reservoir, which will involve 20.56 million cubic metres of earthwork and masonry and have a
storage capacity of 4,100 million cubic metres, it took only .one year to finish 14.67 million cubic metres of
earthwork and masonry and so enable the reservoir to begin to detain the flood waters.
It took only a little more than ten months to build such a huge building as the Great Hall of the People in
Peking. It is not only by far the most magnificent and finest building of its kind in China but ranks among the best
in the world.
The cost of all such construction is much lower than that of similar construction in the First Five-Year Plan
period. Take construction in the iron and steel and coal industries for example. The cost of building large blast
furnaces formerly averaged 25,000 yuan per cubic metre of furnace volume. Now it averages only 14,000 to
18,000 yuan, a drop of 28 to 44 per cent. The cost of constructing big coal mines formerly averaged 33 yuan per
ton of production capacity. Now it averages only 22 yuan, a drop of 33 per cent.
Can anybody in face of these facts say that such construction is only “greater and faster” but not “better and
more economical”? Production, too, has been both “greater and faster” and “better and more economical.” Not
only did the output of industrial products greatly increase in 1958, but large numbers of new products, almost
equivalent to the sum total in the whole of the First Five-Year Plan period, were successfully trial-produced
thanks to the full mobilization of the masses to overcome difficulties in every possible way. And quite a number
of them were high-grade, precision, large, complicated or pioneering products that reached or approached
international standards.
Similarly, by bringing into full play the collective wisdom of the masses, the utilization coefficient of various
kinds of production equipment in China has continued to rise in the past two years; the utilization coefficients of
blast furnaces, open-hearth furnaces and locomotives, among other equipment, have reached the world’s record
levels. During the entire First Five-Year Plan period, the industrial ministries reduced costs by 29 per cent, but in
1958 alone, they cut them by another 12.5 per cent. We would like to ask the right opportunists who think that
greater and faster results will not mean better and more economical results and that the launching of mass
movements in industry will lead to a mess or cause more loss than gain: what is your explanation for all this?
*
The right opportunists tried to attack the Party’s general line by taking advantage of the fact that at most the
products of small enterprises using indigenous methods of production, especially that of small blast furnaces,
were of relatively low quality and produced at a relatively high cost. But here again they still cannot see the wood
for the trees. They failed to see what a tremendous role small-scale production using indigenous methods plays in
the big leap forward in building socialism. In 1959, China will turn out 20 million tons of pig iron, about half of
which will be produced by small blast furnaces. The big and medium-sized blast furnaces, which took us many
years to build, total about 24,000 cubic metres in volume; but the small blast furnaces which have been built in
the past two years and are in normal operation total more than 43,000 cubic metres in volume.
The production techniques of the small blast furnaces, just like those of the big blast furnaces, need time to
develop. There is no reason at all to make a fuss about this. Following the efforts made in the first half of this
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year, the utilization coefficient and the quality of the products of the small blast furnaces have been greatly
improved and production costs have been substantially reduced. The best small blast furnaces have already
approached the standards of the big ones in these respects.
The small blast furnaces still have very great potentialities which remain to be tapped. It is estimated that
during the Second Five-Year Plan period, the small blast furnaces can produce a total of approximately 55 to 60
million tons of iron. The output of small and medium-sized coal pits will account for some 40 per cent of the total
coal output this year. Therefore, it can be said that neither the big leap forward nor the general line would have
been possible, if, in the work of industrialization, we had not adopted the policy of “walking on two legs” and this
method of the mass line.
*
The recent Eighth Plenary Session of the Eighth Central Committee of the Chinese Communist Party criticized
rightist conservative thinking and called on the people throughout the country to fight against rightist tendencies,
and to go all out and launch a vigorous campaign to increase production and practise economy. This timely
decision brought about a new upsurge in production among the working people throughout the country. According
to data compiled by the State Statistical Bureau the total value of the country’s industrial output in August was 14
per cent higher than in July, and in September it showed another sharp increase of about 27 per cent over August.
Steel output in August was 13.5 per cent higher than it was in July and the September output showed another
increase of 20 per cent over August. Coal output in August was 11.5 per cent higher than it was in July while the
September output showed another increase of 18 per cent over that of August.
In the first nine months of the year, the aggregate value of industrial output showed an increase of 45.5 per cent
over the corresponding period of last year, with steel output up 67 per cent; coal, 72 per cent; the volume of
freight transport, 69 per cent; the volume of state purchases of commodities, 42 per cent and retail sales, 16 per
cent. State stocks of commodities by the end of September were 22 per cent larger than at the same time last year
and the market supply situation was good.
Although our country’s agricultural production was affected by severe natural calamities this year, by relying
on our great achievements in water conservancy construction and especially on the newly established people’s
communes which led tens of millions of peasants in waging intensive struggles against the natural calamities,
these were overcome in many areas. It is expected that on the basis of last year’s exceptionally good harvest, a
harvest still richer than that of last year will be reaped this year.
*
All these facts show in full measure that: firstly, the demand for greater, faster, better and more economical
results is entirely realistic and is beginning to be fulfilled and, as more experience is acquired in the future, it will
be fulfilled more fully and effectively.
Secondly, to fulfil this demand, it is necessary to carry through the whole set of policies of “walking on two
legs,” and so enable the broad mass of our heroic people to put forth all their strength.
Thirdly, to fulfil this demand it is necessary to develop a well-guided, large-scale mass movement in every
enterprise, in order that the political consciousness, initiative and creativeness of the broad masses may be
brought into play, that they may be led to make an all-out effort and set high aims for themselves in their work. In
fact, the application of the policy of “walking on two legs” on a nationwide scale and the launching of a mass
campaign within each enterprise are two aspects of the mass line method of work as applied to the building of
socialism.
From this it can be seen that adoption of the mass line of work both in: the socialist revolution and in the
socialist construction has enabled China’s socialist cause to advance very swiftly and smoothly; it has ensured our
country’s growth by leaps and bounds in the past ten years, and especially in the last year and this.
Thanks to the big leap forward in these two years, the major targets originally set for 1962 in the Second FiveYear Plan will be overfulfilled this year. We shall thus be able in the next three years to make bigger progress in
industry and agriculture and devote more efforts to strengthening certain weak links. It can be anticipated that the
Second Five-Year Plan period will be five years of a big leap forward. Since such tremendous changes have taken
place in China’s national economy in the past decade, the changes in the next decade will certainly be even more
spectacular. By that time, China will have exceeded Britain in the output of most of the major industrial products.
*
Of course, our leap forward is just beginning. So far as the needs of the country and the people are concerned.
what we have accomplished is far from enough and our experience is far from adequate. We must continue to
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work and study hard, to earnestly sum up and accumulate experience in the course of our work and learn from the
advanced experience of the Soviet Union and other fraternal countries.
But at any rate, we have laid the foundation for a rapid advance and found the road to a continued leap
forward. No matter how the imperialists and the reactionaries in various countries slander us or the internal
bourgeois rightists and certain right opportunists within our Party oppose us, they can never undermine the
foundation laid by the people of our country or turn them from the road they have chosen. The people’s
communes are described by the people as “something no thunderbolt can shatter.” This is the verdict of the
masses not only about our people’s commune movement but also about our general line, the big leap forward, the
entire cause of socialism and the unity of our Party and the 650 million people of our country.
The international situation is just as favourable to our leap forward as are internal conditions. Firstly, thanks to
the might and unity of the socialist camp headed by the great Soviet Union and the growth of the struggle against
aggression and war by the peoples throughout the world, the forces of peace and progress are ever more clearly
gaining the upper hand over the forces of war and reaction. This fact found clear, new expression in the success of
Comrade Khrushchov’s visit to the United States.
Secondly, the socialist cause of the Chinese people has won the sympathy and support of the people all over
the world, and first and foremost of the Soviet Union and the other socialist countries, and of the peoples of Asia,
Africa and Latin America who are fighting for independence and democracy.
In celebrating the tenth anniversary of the founding of the People’s Republic, the Chinese people would like in
particular to thank the Soviet Union which helped our country build 166 construction projects in the First FiveYear Plan period, signed with China last year and this year new agreements to help us “build another 125 projects
and has sent more than 10,800 experts in the economic, cultural and educational fields to work in China in the
past ten years. At the same time, our thanks go to the other socialist countries which helped China build 68
construction projects during the First Five-Year Plan period, later signed new agreements with China to help build
another 40-odd projects and have sent more than 1,500 experts to work in China. Our achievements are
inseparably linked with the enormous aid given by the peoples of the fraternal countries.
The Chinese people will never forget their love and friendship. We must for ever adhere to the MarxistLeninist principle of combining patriotism with internationalism and continuously consolidate and develop our
brotherly co-operation with them. In order to outstrip Britain in the output of major industrial products in the
second decade, we must make efforts to strengthen certain weak links in our present industrial system and
continue to work energetically to improve agriculture so as to provide ample sources of raw materials for light
industry, while ensuring a continued increase in the output of food crops. It is quite obvious that after this target is
achieved, it will still not be possible to regard our economic leve1 as high. We shall still have to continue to strive
for higher targets at a speed which the Western bourgeoisie dare not even dream of.
The Chinese people are firmly resolved to build their country within not too long a period into a great socialist
state with highly developed modern industry, agriculture, science and culture and finally realize the lofty ideal of
communism. There will undoubtedly be difficulties, and not a few of them, but we shall never be daunted by
them. Looking back over the achievements and summing up the experience of the past ten years, we are firmly
convinced that provided we persistently carry out the Party’s general line and firmly rely on the two great forces
of the great unity of the people of the whole country and the great unity of the peoples throughout the world, we
will certainly be able to overcome still more successfully all obstacles in our way ahead and achieve still more
brilliant victories in the coming ten years.
Let all the people of our country continue to do their utmost and go ahead courageously with the building of
our great motherland under the leadership of the great Chinese Communist Party and the great leader of the
people Comrade Mao Tse-tung and under the ever-victorious banner of Marxism-Leninism!

China 1.119 Excerpt from Liu Wang Zai Chi Dao Xian Shang (Exile In The Equatorial Line)\fn{by Shen Zijiu
(1898-1989)} Deqing, Zhejiang Province, China (F) 21
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204.200 Excerpt from Statement On The Representation Of China In The United Nations: “Appeasement:
Another Setback”\fn{by Wei Tao-Ming (c.1899- )} Kiukiang, Kiangsi Province, China (M) 6
Once again the General Assembly is engaged in a debate on a question which, more than any other item on its
agenda, is fraught with fateful consequences for the future of the United Nations.
On all previous occasions the Assembly, after a long and exhaustive examination of the question from every
point of view, rejected all proposals to admit the Chinese Communists.
Since our last debate the case against the seating of the Peking regime has been re-enforced by new
developments, new facts and new evidence. More clearly than ever before the regime has revealed itself to be the
enemy of the Chinese people, the enemy of the established international order, and the enemy of everything the
United Nations stands for.
In the light of what has been taking place on the mainland of China and of the regime’s attitude toward the rest
of the world, it behooves all members of the Assembly—including those of the Soviet bloc—to ask themselves
whether it is in the interest of their respective countries, or in the interest of the United Nations, to allow this
unregenerate regime to occupy China’s seat in the United Nations. I believe that if they were to approach this
question with any degree of objectivity, they would agree, with my Delegation, that Peking has no place in an
organization dedicated to preserving peace and security, to the suppression of aggression, to the protection of
human rights and fundamental freedoms, and to the promotion of social progress.
The Chinese Communist regime in Peking has made no secret of their contempt and detestation of the United
Nations. On 21 September 1966, following the opening of the present session of the Assembly, it lashed out at the
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United Nations for having committed “every kind of evil deed,” and reiterated the demand for its complete and
thorough reorganization.
Members of the Assembly will recall that last year the so-called Foreign Minister of the Peking regime spelled
out in some detail his plan for the reorganization of the United Nations. Among other things, he called for the
revision of the Charter to suit the political requirements of Peking and the expulsion of those members of the
United Nations which he labelled “imperialist puppets.” Presumably the so-called “imperialist puppets” include
all those states which are opposed to Peking’s policy of violence and aggression.
The regime that has made such outrageous demands, that has heaped so much abuse on the United Nations and
its members, is obviously unfit for membership, still less to claim the seat that has been held since 1945 by the
Government which I have the honor to represent. May I remind the Assembly that the Republic of China is a
founding member of the United Nations. In these 21 years, the Government of the Republic of China has abided
by the principles of the Charter, and has never taken any action in contradiction to its objectives. The Chief of
State who ratified the Charter on behalf of the Republic of China remains the President of the Republic. It is
obvious that there is no change in the legal position of the Republic of China in the United Nations.
The Chinese Communist regime has made it clear that it does not regard the United Nations as, in the language
of the Charter, “a center for harmonizing the actions of nations in the attainment of common ends,” but as an
enemy stronghold which must be assaulted, taken and smashed. This, Mr. President, is the real meaning of what is
called complete and thorough reorganization.
The United Nations must be destroyed, in Peiping’s view, not merely because it is a “tool of the imperialist”
but because it is also a tool of the “Soviet revisionists” who are said to be collaborating with “the United States
and reactionaries of various countries to form a holy alliance against Communism and the people’s revolution.”
Thus, Mao Tse-tung no longer regards the Soviet Union as a “fraternal country” adhering to the same MarxistLeninist ideology. On the contrary, the present leadership of the Soviet Union has, in Peking's view, betrayed the
Marxist-Leninist doctrine, betrayed the cause of the international Communist movement. The essence of Soviet
revisionism, it asserts, is “to protect imperialist rule in the capitalist world and restore capitalism in the Socialist
world.” Therefore,
The antagonism between Marxism-Leninism and Khrushchev revisionism is a class antagonism between the proletariat
and the bourgeosie; it is the antagonism between the Socialist and the capitalist roads and between the line of opposing
imperialism and that of surrendering to it. It is an irreconcilable antagonism.

It is thus abundantly clear that Chinese Communist hostility towards the Soviet Union has already reached the
point of no return. The Soviet Union, let it be remembered, is a Communist country. If the Chinese Communists
could regard their antagonism towards the Soviet Union as irreconcilable, is there any ground for believing, as
some members in this Assembly seem to do, that the seating of the Peking regime would diminish by an iota its
enmity toward the United Nations?
Incredible as it may seem, the most ardent supporters of the cause of the Chinese Communists in this
Assembly are not the Communist bloc, but Cambodia and a few other non-aligned countries. My Delegation, let
me say at once, has no quarrel with non-alignment as such. Indeed, we believe that non-alignment in the sense of
non-involvement in power struggles between contending blocs is an admirable policy for countries preoccupied
with problems of nation-building.
But it seems to me that non-alignment does not mean the abandonment of the basic principles of the Charter. I
therefore appeal to those non-aligned nations which are inclined to favor the seating of Peking to take a long and
hard look at the question and see whether it is in their own interest or in the interest of the United Nations to add
to the organization’s membership a regime whose avowed policy represents a negation of the prirciples and
purposes of the Charter.
Let me remind them that Peking has no more use for non-alignment than it has for Western capitalism or
Soviet revisionism. Mao Tse-tung said as long ago as 1949:
“Neutrality is camouflage; the third road does not exist.”

When in April last year the 17 non-aligned nations appealed to Peking for peace in Vietnam, they were
characterized as “a Trojan horse for U. S. imperialism to undermine the struggle of the peoples for winning and
safeguarding national independence.” Only last month the Peking regime went even further by linking the
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meeting in New Delhi of three non-aligned nations with the Manila Conference on Vietnam. The People’s Daily
said on 28 October:
Activities of Indian reactionaries and the Tito clique all are component parts of the spirit of conspiracy of “forcing
peace talks through fighting.”

Cambodia, which declared itself to be non-aligned, has now assigned itself the leading role in promoting the
cause of the Chinese Communists in the United Nations. Prince Sihanouk, the Cambodian Chief of State,
however, has not been unaware of the threat posed by the Chinese Communists to his country’s independence and
freedom. In his letter to The New York Times of 4 June 1965, he had this to say about the threat, I quote:
I have never had the slightest illusion on the fate that awaits me at the hands of the Communists, as well as that
which is reserved for my Government.

Yet the same Prince Sihanouk, with eyes apparently full open, could allow himself to play into the hands of the
Chinese Communists. The representative of Cambodia speaks glowingly about Peking’s dedication to the cause of
peace, to the principle of “peaceful coexistence.” I wonder whether he really means what he says. If he does, he is
either blind to Peking’s aggressive deeds or deaf to Peking’s bellicose words. The Chinese Communists
themselves were the first to repudiate his description of their policy as wilful distortion.
The Chinese Communists abjure “peaceful coexistence.” They have never concealed their abomination for it.
Indeed, it is precisely on the issue of “peaceful coexistence,” “peaceful competition,” and “peaceful transition”
that they have taken the Soviet Union to task. This is what they mean when they talk about “Khrushchev
revisionism” and “Khrushchev revisionism without Khrushchev.”
It is of course true that the word “peace” is constantly on the lips of Peking’s propagandists. But peace, in the
inverted logic of the Chinese Communists, is just another name for war. They have made this clear in an unending
stream of speeches, communiques and pronunciamentos. Let us see how Lin Piao, now, next to Mao Tse-tung, the
most powerful man in the Chinese Communist hierarchy, has to say about this. I quote:
The sacrifice of a small number of people in revolutionary wars is repaid by security for whole nations, whole
countries and even the whole of mankind; temporary suffering is repaid by lasting or even perpetual peace and
happiness. War can temper the people and push history forward. In this sense, war is a great school.

Lin Piao speaks not only of peace but of “lasting or even perpetual peace and happiness.” But how is this noble
objective to be achieved? His answer is war, war, and war. It was presumably in pursuit of this “lasting or even
perpetual peace” that the Chinese Communists fought the United Nations forces in Korea and attacked a friendly
country like India. And now, it is presumably for the same purpose that they, together with their comrades in
North Vietnam, have launched a war of aggression against the Republic of Vietnam. Presumably, too, it is in
search of “lasting or even perpetual peace and happiness” that they have rebuffed all proposals for peace in
Vietnam. And there is no doubt that they will continue to foment conflicts and insurrections against the
established governments in all vulnerable parts of the world for the achievement of the same objective. They will
not stop until the whole world is conquered for Communism.
The present world situation, according to the Chinese Communists, is particularly favorable for the so-called
“people’s war.” And it is they who must lead the peoples of the world in this historic struggle. Listen to the voice
of Peking, as reported by its own News Agency on 29 September 1966, quote:
In the present excellent international situation, the Chinese people (read Chinese Communists), holding high the
great red banner of Mao Tse-tung’s thought, are the mainstay of the revolution of the world’s peoples. They are
regarded by the world’s revolutionary peoples as their most powerful supporters and most reliable friends.

Who are the world’s revolutionary peoples? What are they to struggle against?
The answer is that they are all those who follow the Chinese Communist line or those who can be exploited to
serve the interests of Peiping. The targets of attack are not merely the unspeakable imperialists, but all nonCommunist governments as well.
Let no one be misled by the slogan of “national liberation.” For among the nations to be “liberated” include
many sovereign states which are respected members of the United Nations and whose representatives are now in
this hall.
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Let me, Mr. President,\fn{All speeches made before the United Nations General Assembly are addressed in form to the President
of the General Assembly, an officer elected every year to preside over that body:H } be specific. In a lengthy editorial published
in Peking’s official organ, The People Daily, on 18 January this year, the Chinese Communists hailed the
achievement of the “First African-Asian-Latin-American People’s Solidarity Conference” held in Havana. The
editorial believes that Peking’s “people’s war” has gained the general acceptance of the revolutionary peoples of
three continents, notwithstanding the opposition of the “Khrushchev revisionists” who “openly wanted to set the
tune for the conference according to their erroneous line.”
The General Declaration issued by this Conference is indeed a document bearing all the earmarks of being
made in Peking. There is, for example, this key paragraph:
We condemn the reactionary governments in their conspiracy against the people, as in the case of Nigeria. This is
equally valid in some countries such as Senegal, Upper Volta, Cameroon, Niger, Ivory Coast, Madagascar, Morocco,
Libya and Tunisia, whose governments are the instruments of neo-colonialism.”

The document goes on to say that members of the Conference are determined not only to support the liberation
movement in countries under colonialism but also to support armed struggle in countries which, “although
formally independent,” have “long suffered exploitation and oppression of imperialism in many forms.”
What are those countries that must be liberated in spite of their independence? The list is a long one: according
to its same document, Venezuela, Colombia, Brazil, Bolivia, Honduras, Guatemala, Peru, Jamaica, Trinidad and
Tobago, Oman, the Democratic Republic of the Congo, Senegal, Rwanda, Uganda, Nigeria, Cameroon, Dahomey,
Madagascar and others.
A more brazen disregard of the right of other peoples to choose their own form of government or their own
way of life it would be difficult to imagine!
All these countries, Mr. President, are members of the United Nations. The General Assembly cannot look
upon this call to arms, this incitement to violence against members of the United Nations, with indifference and
unconcern.
In Asia, Peking has received a serious setback in Indonesia. But it regards that defeat as only temporary. It
believes that “the people’s armed struggles are being intensified in Thailand, Malaysia and the Philippines.” At the
beginning of this year, Peking announced that the “war of liberation” in Malaysia would soon be unveiled under
the leadership of the “Malayan National Liberation League.” A so- called representative of the League, one P. V.
Sarma, turned up in Peking and said in a speech:
The Malayan people have learned from their experience that in order to free themselves from the rule of imperialism
and its puppets, revolutionary violence is the only answer to counter-revolutionary violence, and people’s revolutionary
war the answer to counter-revolutionary war. (Reported by New China News Agency, 19 January 1966)

At this very moment, Fellow Delegates, there may be Chinese Communist fifth columns in some Asian,
African and Latin American countries plotting for the overthrow of the established governments; there may be
dissident elements from these countries who are now being trained by Peking in the art of subversion and guerrilla
warfare.
There are those who make light of the threat posed by the “people’s war.” The very stress on guerrilla warfare,
they contend, is a confession of weakness. It indicates that the Chinese Communists have no intention of resorting
to direct military action. But, Mr. President and Fellow Delegates, the encouragement, training, financing and
equipping of guerrillas in a whole series of countries could be more of a menace to national independence and
freedom than even the direct use of force by Peiping. In almost all of the newly independent countries there are
dissident elements who, with aid and encouragement from abroad, are ready to play the role which the Vietcong
are playing in the Republic of Vietnam. Aggression by proxy, as shown in Vietnam, can be more deadly than open
and undisguised military invasion. In the latter it is easy to pinpoint the culprit and deal with him accordingly. But
in the former the aggressor works behind the scenes and is thus enabled to emerge from his dark deeds with an air
of self-righteousness and condemn those who come to the aid of the victim as trying to prevent the “revolutionary
people” from exercising their legitimate right of self-determination. Vietnam should be an object-lesson to all.
There can be no question that the Chinese Communist regime of Peking is the greatest threat to international
peace and securjty, the greatest enemy to national independence and freedom. To vote for the seating of this
regime would be to abet aggression, to negate the basic principles and purposes of the Charter and to undercut
whatever claim the United Nations may have to being a moral force in this trouble-ridden, crisis-ridden world.
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I know there are among us those who scoff at the idea of moral force. In their view, there is no room in
international relations for lofty pretensions; there is only the reality of power. Peking, they argue, after the fourth
nuclear test, is a power to reckon with. And this alone should entitle it to United Nations Membership. This is
tantamount to saying that the primary condition for membership in the United Nations is not “peace-loving” as
provided in the Charter, but the ability to make war.
Leaving aside for the moment the question whether the Chinese Communist regime is or is not already such a
great power as some of its apologists would have us believe, I humbly submit that those who disparage the moral
authority of the United Nations rob it of its very raison d’etre.\fn{Reason for existence} The principles and purposes
on which the United Nations was founded are essentially moral in character. The issues that appear on the agenda
of the Assembly are for the most part moral issues. Colonialism is a moral issue. Apartheid is a moral issue. The
protection of human rights is a moral issue. The right of self-determination is a moral issue. So too are all
obligations assumed by member states. If you deprive the United Nations of its moral authority, you leave the
United Nations with no legs to stand on.
The late SIr Winston Churchill, speaking of the League of Nations, warned against the disparagement of the
moral principles of the Covenant in these terms:
I think we ought to place our trust in those moral forces which are enshrined in the Covenant of the League of
Nations. Do not let us mock at them, for they are surely on our side. Do not mock at them, for this may well be
time when the highest idealism is not divorced from strategic prudence. Let us, therefore, do everything in our
power to add to our strength and use that strength for the purpose of helping the gathering together of nations
upon the basis of the Covenant of the League of Nations. (Speech in the House of Commons, 4 March 1937)
*
The League\fn{The precursor of the United Nations, established for approximately the same purpose after World War I:H } met its
death when its members scoffed at the moral forces enshrined in the Covenant. Those who do not heed the lesson
of history, said the great Spanish-American philosopher, George Santayana, will be condemned to repeat it.
But, it is argued, the question of the representation of China is not one of admitting a new member but one of
“restoring the lawful rights” of the Chinese Communist regime. Those who pursue this line of argument have
been in the habit of shedding crocodile tears for the Chinese people, 600 million of them, who have allegedly
been deprived of their right of representation in this world organization. They speak of the Chinese people as a
great people and the Peking regime as being “heir to a remarkable civilization.”
The Chinese people, Mr. President, is indeed a great people and China has indeed developed a remarkable
civilization. But the question is: Can the Peking regime legitimately speak on behalf of this great people and this
great civilization in the United Nations?
The answer is an emphatic “No!” The Peiping regime has for 18 years been at war with the Chinese people. Its
avowed policy has been the destruction of the Chinese civilization, root and branch. In the current “great cultural
revolution,” so-called, Mao Tse-tung and his gang are out to eradicate all the values which the Chinese people
hold dear. Even an East German Communist, a candidate member of the Politburo, has been moved to make the
observation that Mao Tse-tung is “bent on wiping out even the memory of Chinese culture” in this so-called
“proletarian cultural revolution.”
The Chinese Communists are thus, as my Delegation has been for years telling the world, un-Chinese in
character and un-Chinese in purpose. And as such they are totally unfit to represent the will and aspirations of the
Chinese people. Let there be no mistake about this. The Chinese people want no gratuitous sympathy from those
who try to enhance the prestige of their enslavers.
In recent months Mao Tse-tung’s Red Guards have been beating people to death with sticks in city streets and
in the countryside, subjecting the populace to intolerable indignities and humiliation, ripping down churches and
temples, smashing art treasures and cherished old monuments. Mao Tse-tung would not have resorted to such
drastic measures for the elimination of opposition if he had not felt that his regime was in grave danger of
collapsing. The official press now openly admits that the “cultural revolution” has encountered
“stubborn resistance" and experienced “all manner of reverses.” There is reason for believing that even the
“People’s Liberation Army,” on which the regime depends to keep itself in power, is being plagued by internal
conflict and dissension. All this underscores the undeniable fact that the regime is falling apart. It has no longer
any effective control over either the masses of the people or the Party apparatus itself.
There are, however, people—well-meaning and well-intentioned people—who tell us that the Chinese
Communist regime has now entered a new period of history—the period of transition. This, they maintain, has
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made the admission of the regime to the United Nations all the more urgent and imperative. They attribute the
regime’s outrageous behavior both at home and abroad to its political isolation. The cure for this, they say, is not
to keep it out of the mainstream of world politics but to bring it right into it. Sustained exposure to the force of
international opinion and of widened diplomatic contact, so the argument goes, may well effect some moderation
of the regime’s present belligerency and promote peace.
The proponents of this theory profess the friendliest feelings towards the Government which I have the honor
to represent. They contend, however, that, without prejudicing the interests of the Republic of China, the Chinese
Communists should be admitted as a separate entity. In short, this is the so-called “two Chinas” proposal. Let me
state with all the emphasis at my command that this is a proposal which my Government categorically rejects. The
Chinese people, both on the mainland and outside of it, recognize only one China and only one legal government
of China, the Government of the Republic of China. It is to this Government that the suffering masses on the
mainland look for their eventual deliverance. The United Nations has no right to plunge the Chinese people
deeper and deeper into the abyss of despair by snuffing out their hopes for freedom. At a time when Peking is in
deep trouble, when the hopes for freedom and deliverance are brighter than ever before, the United Nations would
be doing a great disservice to the Chinese people if it should put the seal of approval on the Chinese Communist
regime and thus enhance its prestige. Internationally, the effect would be equally disastrous. Far from making the
Chinese Communists more moderate in words and deeds, such a proposal would strengthen their belief that they
are indeed invincible and that their policy of aggression has paid off.
And what is more, Peking’s “isolation” is of its own choosing. It prides itself on being “isolated” from the
“imperialists” and the “revisionists.” Chen Yi, the so-called Foreign Minister of the regime, said in last May, I
quote:
We see the question whether one is isolated or not from the standpoint of the masses of the people of the world.

He would feel jnsulted by the idea that the United Nations could exercise a civilizing and restraining influence
on his regime. He has repeatedly asserted his regime has set out, not to be reformed by the United Nations, but to
reform it.
Peking’s belligerency is rooted in the so-called “Thought of Mao Tse-tung” which it regards as “the most
powerful and sharpest weapon to combat imperialism, reaction and revisionism.” It cannot be expected to give up
this weapon by being a member of the United Nations. Membership in the United Nations would, on the contrary,
further strengthen its conviction that its ideological weapon is indeed irresistible.
Moreover, history does not bear out the view that widened diplomatic contact through membership in an
international organization could in any way modify the behavior of a regime bent on aggression. In the thirties
Italy was a leading power in the League of Nations. That did not deter Mussolini from invading Ethiopia in 1935
in defiance of world opinion. When in 1926 Germany was brought into the League of Nations, it was widely
believed at that time that Germany’s membership in that world organization would put an end to its “isolation”
and contribute to the cause of peace. But that did not, after Hitler’s rise to power, prevent Nazi Germany from
taking a whole series of aggressive steps culminating in World War II. The Soviet Union, too, was deemed
“isolated” from the civilizing influence of the world community before its entry into the League of Nations in
1935. But the Soviet Union, as a member of the League, did not hesitate to attack Finland, a fellow member, in
1939. The League, though already moribund, could still summon up enough courage to expel the Soviet Union
from its midst.\fn{An curious statement, since the League voted in 1946 to dissolve itself:H }
The idea that widened diplomatic contact through membership in the United Nations would somehow help
moderate the behavior of an aggressive regime has therefore no proven validity.
Another argument that has been invoked time and again in support of the seating of Peking is the “principle of
universality.” It has so repeatedly been bandied about that one would have thought that it is a cardinal principle of
the Charter. The fact is that whatever may be the merit of this principle, it is certainly not a provision of the
Charter.
Much of the current confusion in regard to “universality” has stemmed from the blurring of the difference
between automatic and conditional universality. There is not the slightest doubt that the Charter does not provide
for automatic universality. Article 4 providing conditions for membership, Article 5 providing for the suspension
of membership, and Article 6 providing for the expulsion of a member state for persistent violation of the Charter
—all these testify to a principle of selectivity rather than of automatic universality. Indeed Article 4 has been
effectively invoked to deny the eligibility of East Germany for Membership of the United Nations.
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It may be that universality is a goal toward which the United Nations should move. But this does not and
should not mean that vital principles of the Charter should be jettisoned in order to accommodate a regime which
has violated every rule of international law, which has made war and violence the cornerstone of its policy, and
which has shown nothing but contempt and defiance for the United Nations and its members.
There are delegations in this Assembly who, in their anxiety to achieve universality, are ready to throw
overboard all vital Charter principles. They contend that in this nuclear age the reduction of international tension
must be the first consideration. Granting that the Chinese Communists are as aggressive and intractable as they
are said to be, they must none the less be admitted. It is less dangerous to have them inside the United Nations
than outside it. Moreover, it is argued that without their presence many of the vital and crucial problems facing the
world organization, problems affecting war and peace of the world, would be incapable of solution. Whether they
are qualified for membership or not under the Charter does not really matter. They must therefore be
unconditionally admitted, Charter or no Charter.
This, I submit, is a dangerous argument. It is inconceivable that members of the United Nations who have
solemnly pledged themselves to uphold the Charter can at the same time urge its abandonment.
The Charter is the basic law of the Organization. You cannot tamper with the basic law of the Organization
without doing irreparable damage to the Organization itself.
When one or two members break the rules of an organization, it may not prove fatal to the existence of that
organization. But if the organization itself votes to scrap its own rules in order to accommodate some lawless
elements, that will surely bring it down onto the road to destruction. It is difficult to understand how some
members of the United Nations who advocate the maintenance of international peace through world law can in the
same breath advocate brazen violation of the nearest to world law we have—the Charter of the United Nations.
Those who urge the admission of Peking in disregard of the Charter are at bottom motivated by the fear of war.
But, I submit, the fear of war is no royal road to peace. To admit Peking purely on the basis of fear is to encourage
Mao Tse-tung and his gang to move from aggression to aggression until a time when there remains no tolerable
alternative to war. Let us, therefore, be true to our commitment to the principles and purposes of the Charter. Let
us refuse to be stampeded by the alleged power of the Chinese Communists.
The presence of the Chinese Communists in these halls cannot help resolve the problems which confront the
United Nations. The wishful thinkers are forever telling us that unless Peiping is a member of the United Nations
and participates in its disarmament talks no agreement on this vital question can be reached. But the fact is that
Peking wants no disarmament. It has repeatedly declared that it is “nonsensical and unrealistic” to talk about
disarmament before “mankind has eradicated the system of imperialist-capitalism” from the world. This is to say,
there can be no disarmament until Communism has triumphed all over the globe.
Peking has no high opinion of the disarmament talks. Said The People’s Daily of 14 January 1965, I quote:
Despite all the meetings that have been going on for 18 years both inside and outside the United Nations, no
agreement of a substantive nature has ever been reached. In fact, the U.N. disarmament talks have become a
smokescreen for intensified arms drive by U. S. imperialism in preparation for war. The longer the disarmament talks
are dragged out, the bigger becomes the U. S. military expenditure and its stockpile of arms.

It went on to say:
The United Nations is absolutely incapable of settling the disarmament question or any other major international
issue.”

Such being the Chinese Communist attitude, can anyone seriously believe that their participation in the work
of the United Nations would accelerate the process of an agreement on disarmament or on any other questions?
The United Nations has now reached a critical stage of development. It is essential that the United Nations, an
organization dedicated to the preservation of peace and justice, should differentiate between what is right and
wrong, what is good and evil. We are not opposed to peaceful coexistence as such, but the fact remains that light
and darkness can no more coexist than freedom and slavery. Thus the principle of universality of membership can
only be applied where justice prevails. It cannot be applicable to those who are war-like and engaged in
aggression as a matter of policy.
The Chinese people, Mr. President, are facing tragic times, fateful times. If the United Nations cannot help the
Chinese people to regain their freedom, let it at least refrain from giving aid and comfort to their enslavers.
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I trust that the General Assembly will in its wisdom once again reject all proposals to admit the Chinese
Communist regime of Peking. The true interest of the United Nations calls for no other decision.
5.119 The Three Pagodas\fn{by Ting Chiu aka Ying hsu-jen (1899-1933)} Chekiang, China (M) 5
Gold and silver pagodas have sprung up in Tingchow city! This news has been spreading far and wide.
It spread to a little village in the mountains twenty miles away from the city. First it was brought by some of
the peasants on their return from town, and this was the story they had heard:
One night the Soviet Workers’ and Peasants Bank was illuminated by a red glow which floated down from the
sky. As the red light shone on the earth, there sprang up out of it a gold pagoda and two silver pagodas, each one
as big around as four dining tables! The people in the bank were amazed at the sight and went that very evening to
report it to the provincial soviet. The chairman of the provincial soviet could make nothing of the pagodas when
he saw them, so he hurriedly telegraphed to Mao Tse-tung. Back came the reply by telegraph that these were live
pagodas and that if you should pat one of them, it would lay an egg.
As soon as this answer had been received, the provincial chairman went up to one of the silver pagodas and
gave it a gentle pat. Yes, out from the base of the pagoda came roll-ing a snow-white silver egg! Then he patted
the gold pagoda, and a gleaming yellow egg of gold came rolling out from it. Then they set the three pagodas up
in the Workers’ and Peasants’ Bank and now everyone may go to see them.
Some time later a peasant from the south happened to come to the mountain village. He lived farther away
from the city—thirty miles and more—but he had also heard the story. His version, however, was different in
many respects.
“One day,” he said, “Chu Teh won a great battle in which he killed a general of the White Army. That night he
had a dream. He saw the Pagoda Spirit standing in front of him with a red flag in one hand and three pagodas in
the other. ‘I have been commissioned,’ the spirit said, ‘by the great Jade Emperor to present these three pagodas to
the Red Army to be kept in the strongroom of the Tingchow Workers and Peasants’ Bank. The overthrow of the
landlords by the Red Army, the protection the Red Army has given to the workers, the peasants, and the poor,
their equitable division of the land, their dispossession of the landlords—all this has moved Heaven deeply.
Heaven has determined that the Red Army is to bring peace to all beneath the sky and that the soviet is to unite the
Middle Kingdom.\an{The ancient name of China.} You and the Red Army carry on the good work!’
“The red flag waved and Chu Teh awoke. The next day he sent a telegram from Kiangsi to the Workers’ and
Peasants’ Bank of Tingchow. When the bank managers opened up the strongroom and looked in, there they were!
—three neatly arranged pagodas, one of gold and two of silver. It took a hundred and twenty men to carry each
pagoda—three hundred and sixty in all—and they moved the pagodas out of the strongroom and put them behind
the counter in the main hall. Each pagoda is as big around as four large tables, and many, many people have seen
them with their own eyes.”
The southerner went on to say that this report was absolutely accurate. He said that in his village there was an
old teacher who was well versed in the ancient classics. This man declared that during the reign of the first
Ming\fn{The Ming Dynasty (1368-1644) was the last native Chinese dynasty in the history of China .} emperor, Chu Feng-wu,
there had also been an appearance of silver pagodas—only one, however. According to him, of the three pagodas
at Tingchow, the gold one belonged to Ma K'e-szu,\fn{ A note reads: Marx.} one of the silver ones to a man named
Lieh Ningt\fn{A note reads: Lenin.} of the Lieh family, and the last to Chu Teh of the Chu clan. This Chu Teh, he
claimed, was the twenty-first descendant of the Ming emperor. When pagodas appeared, he said, it was a sure sign
that peace was coming.
Two days later a member of the Red Guards, who had spent the previous night in the city, happened along.
When the peasants learned that he came from the city, they crowded about him and begged him to tell them about
the gold and silver pagodas. He began by bewailing his fate.
“I was not lucky enough to see them,” he said, “because I came through the city at night. If it had been day, no
business, however urgent, would have kept me from going to see them. One look was all I wanted. Where but in
our soviet could you ever find pagodas made of silver and gold? But it is true! It is not a lie! There are twelve
square tables placed together in the Workers’ and Peasants’ Bank. At night they close up the place, but during the
day they allow all to see. Everyone in the city has been to look at them.
“Last night in a restaurant a young apprentice made fun of me. ‘Comrade,’ he said, ‘you are a silver pagoda.’
“‘Heavenly conscience,’ I said, ‘Comrade, I don’t hope to be a silver pagoda. There are four of us in my family
and the soviet has allotted to us ground producing eighteen piculs. If only the White Army and the opposition can
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be destroyed quickly, I should be able to pile up a bronze pagoda. Heavenly conscience! I am quite contented.’
“The young apprentice said, ‘Don’t you know? The Communist Party has imported three large pagodas from
Soviet Russia and has put them in the Workers’ and Peasants’ Bank. 1 have seen them myself, yellow and white,
one of gold and two of silver. The gold one in the middle represents the workers, and under its base are the souls
of the capitalists. The one on the east, made of silver, represents the peasants, and under its base are the souls of
the landlords. The silver one on the west represents the soldiers, and under its base are the souls of the militarists.
At night the three pagodas shoot out flames like Roman candles and from the tops of them come clattering great
quantities of gold and silver. All this gold and silver comes from the capitalists, the landlords, and the militarists,
from whom it has been recaptured by the peasants, workers, and soldiers. That is why the bank is closed at night.
They are so busy that they hardly have time to get the gold and silver put away in chests.’
“I did not quite believe what the young apprentice said. But he stated that he had heard it from his sweetheart
and that she had it from her brother who had once been an apprentice in the general store across the street but who
was now working in the bank. Wasn’t it a pity that I did not see the pagodas with my own eyes? Next time I pass
through the city 1 will not miss going …”
After making this speech, the Red Guard glanced up at the sun and then hurried on his way. The peasants
stared at one another and did not know whom to believe-the Red Guardsman, the southerner, or some other
person.
That was how the story of the gold and silver pagodas, with all sorts of curious and fantastic details, filtered
through to every valley, to every farm, to every bamboo copse, and into every peasant's heart.
*
The late rice was already harvested and in the hundred or more peasant families making up the little mountain
village, male and female, old and young, were swimming in the delirium of a great ocean of happiness. The
poorer they had been before, the happier they now felt. This was joy of a sort that they had never even dreamed
about before!
It used to be when the late grain was cut that if the harvest was a good one, they could look forward
apprehensively to the visit of the landlord to get his share and any rent that was unpaid. After paying debts and
redeeming pawned articles, they could hope, with the help of the idols, to have enough grain to last them until the
end of the year. If the harvest were a bad one, they could stare distractedly at the landlords carrying off every
grain of rice, and listen to the snapping of whips, the flutter of chickens, and the frightened cries of children.
Now there were no landlords. The peasants had driven them out. Now, when the late grain was harvested, they
need only contribute three pints out of each picul for the soviet. There were loads of grain left. After setting aside
enough to last them comfortably until the early crop of next year was in, they could go joyfully to sell the
remainder, picul after picul. Those who had known only rags now wore newly made clothing, and their pockets
were stuffed with the bank notes of the Workers’ and Peasants’ Bank.
Everywhere you saw new clothes and heard the talk about the gold and silver pagodas. People on the whole
hillside and on the farms were talking and the more they talked, the more varied did the stories become until
almost everyone had a different version to relate. Some said that the warehouses of the Workers’ and Peasants’
Bank were overflowing with the gold and silver eggs laid by the pagodas and that the bank was working night and
day on the construction of three new buildings. Others said that cash or notes deposited in the bank needed only to
be touched to the crest of one of the pagodas and they would also lay eggs—gold or silver, as desired. Everyone
talked excitedly, claiming that his particular story was most authentic and that other people were badly mistaken,
badly mistaken!
In spite of all the different versions of the story and its many aspects, there was one common core. This was
the statement that in the Workers’ and Peasants’ Bank in the city there were three pagodas, one of gold and two of
silver. All agreed on this point and there seemed, therefore, no reason whatever for doubting it. It was enough to
keep speculation constantly alive.
Since the last elections and since the two representatives of the rich peasants had been expelled, the village
soviet had begun to be a true people’s government. All questions, great or small, were taken to the soviet for
solution. With such a burning question as this, then, it was but natural that people should be coming daily to the
chairman with inquiries.
At a meeting of the soviet the matter was discussed, and it was decided to send a man into the city on an
investigation. Lu Kuang-hsing was the man selected. He was not yet twenty, and his father was away with the Red
Army. He was overjoyed to be given his passport and to assume the responsibility of this commission, not only
because he was the son of a Red soldier, nor because he was a member of the Communist Youth, but because he
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was a poor peasant who, for the first time in his life, had money in his pocket.\fn{ I should think that if anyone can
combine the ideals of Communism and Capitalism, the Chinese, most ancient of the civilized races of mankind, can do so; but the jury is
still out on this question, as the experiment has only begun in earnest since the death of Chairman Mao (1976), the principal founder of the
People’s Republic of China.}

When his neighbors heard that Lu Kuang-hsing was going to the city on his mission, they went joyfully to find
him and to hand over money which they wished deposited in the bank. The first to arrive was his aunt, who was
about to have a baby. As soon as she came in, she called out,
“Kuang-hsing, my good boy! Put these ten dollars in the bank for me. And be sure that you rub them yourself
against the gold pagoda so as to make it lay a few golden eggs with which to buy clothes for your new cousin.”
Kuang-hsing took the ten dollars and said earnestly,
“I hope you won’t regret this later, auntie. Things which lay eggs can also fly, you know. ‘Don’t lose your
handful of rice trying to lure a chicken.’ If the ten dollars fly away, I won’t be responsible.”
But the aunt was unmoved.
“No, no!” she said firmly, “our luck is in. The Old Man in Heaven is helping the poor now.”
That evening Kuang-hsing’s grandmother kept after him to take a bath and to put on clean clothes. She said
that the pagodas were sacred things and that seeing them was exactly like seeing the gods. One’s heart must be
sanctified. The young Communist had of course long since abandoned any belief in gods; ever since the land
revolution had come into effect and the landlords had been overthrown, the gods also had faded from
consciousness. But since he had some new clothes anyway, he changed into them in order to stop the chattering of
the old lady.
For this his twelve-year-old sister, an active member of the Young Pioneers, quarreled with him. She railed at
him for being superstitious and suggested that he call himself a “god-fearing shock-brigader.” The brother was
worsted in the argument, but he finally said, “Comrade sister, just wait till tomorrow and see!”
And with this he went to bed.
The next day Lu Kuang-hsing rose before dawn. Opening the door he saw the sky full of stars and a great halfmoon still gleaming brightly over the brow of the western hills. It was to be a fine day and he was very happy.
Moving noiselessly about, he got himself something to eat. The little sister had not wakened nor had light
come yet in the east, when he carefully collected his pass and his bank notes and started over hill and down dale
to the city.
It was forty li there and back, but it was a familiar road and he walked rapidly. After all, if a youth of nineteen
could not make speed, who could? Supper had not been cooked and the sun was still twenty or thirty feet high
when he was back again in the Lu hamlet.
Straight to his home he walked, followed by a few of the villagers. The aunt was there already, chuckling over
some story with his mother and grandmother. The sister was at a meeting.
All were in a great hurry to hear the news. Kuang-hsing was preparing to go the next day to the district soviet
with a report on his investigation so he planned to rehearse his speech here at home. After wiping his perspiration
with a towel, he said smilingly,
“Now you shall hear my ‘report,’ but you must listen as though you were at a meeting!”
When they agreed, he took a stand beside his grandmother, since she was growing a little deaf, and
commenced his formal report:
“Acting under orders from the district soviet, I went into the city to investigate the business of the gold and
silver pagodas. On my arrival I went straight to the Workers’ and Peasants’ Bank, at the door of which a large
crowd was already gathered. After pushing my way in, I found my eyes suddenly blinded. Yes, there were gods,
after all!
“So vast a heap of gold! Such huge piles of silver! They were more than gold and silver pagodas. They were
mountains of gold and silver. Even the golden lohans in the temples were never so broad or so bright!
“On this side of the counter the crowd stood seven or eight deep. Looking over their heads I could make out
the upper parts of three large pagodas whose tips reached to the ceiling. I pushed through the crowd and raised
myself on tiptoe. The pagodas were really as large at their base as four dining tables, for there were twelve tables
placed there side by side, and on them were the three pagodas touching one another. In the middle was the gold
one, and on the two sides the silver ones. And in front of the gold pagoda were two golden pillars as thick as a
man’s thigh which formed a golden arch on top of which a new red flag was flying. There were flashes from the
hammer and sickle, done on the flag in gold.
“All of us were dazzled at the sight and there was a tumult of voices. Someone behind me shouted, ‘They have
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even brought out the things from the palace!’ ‘Has the Red Army captured Nanking?’ asked another.
“Suddenly there was a burst of clapping when a man jumped out from behind the gold pagoda.”
The aunt could not contain herself.
“Did the gods show themselves, Kuang-hsing?” she asked.
“It wasn’t a god, auntie, nor was it the Pagoda Spirit. It was a man, not much older than myself, who wore old
and ragged clothing. As a matter of fact, he was one of the new members of the provincial soviet who had once
been a papermaker. Probably he is the one who makes the paper for the bank notes of the Workers’ and Peasants’
Bank.
“This man stood high up on a table and patted the gold pagoda. ‘Comrades,’ he shouted in a loud voice, ‘do
you know to whom this pagoda belongs?’
“We gave him a confusion of answers: ‘The gods!’ ‘The communists!’ ‘The emperor!’ ‘The Pagoda Spirit!’
‘The foreigners!’
“The man beside the gold pagoda kept shaking his head and smiling. ‘No, no!’ he said, ‘Comrades, you are all
wrong. These gold and silver pagodas belong to no one but us, the workers and peasants!’
“We all set up a clamor. ‘Bronze pagodas are all that we have! Only bronze pagodas!’
“But he went on. ‘Bronze pagodas, yes! Each one is a bronze pagoda. And if you take thousands and tens of
thousands of bronze pagodas and put them together, isn’t that enough for a silver one? If you put hundreds of
thousands, millions of bronze pagodas together, isn’t that enough for a gold one?’
“We all stood silent as he continued. ‘When we are divided, we workers and peasants are only bronze; but
when we are united, we are gold and silver. All of this gold and silver belonged to us in the first place, but as long
as we depended on Heaven and the gods, it was filched from us by the landlords and the capitalists and we were
cheated and plundered. Now we know that it is on ourselves and on our union that we must depend. We have the
soviet and the Red Army. So we have wrested back this gold and silver from the gentry, from the homes of the
landlords, and from the homes of the counter-revolutionists. There is not a single piece that was not produced by
the workers. Much of it came from the grain which the gentry took from the peasants and sold for silver coin and
gold bars.’
“Then the representative of the provincial soviet took in one hand a shining silver egg from the tip of one of
the silver pagodas, and in the other a piece of gold the size of a sickle handle which came from the top of the gold
pagoda. Springing on to the counter, he handed these to us to pass around and examine.
“Then for the first time, we realized everything—it was not a silver egg at all, but a large silver dollar. And
when we looked again more closely at the silver pagodas, we found that they were built of thousands of silver
dollars heaped one on top of another. The gold pagoda was made of a pile of gold ax handles which they said
were called ‘gold bars.’ The three pagodas were not divinely made at all, but made by men, so we understood why
they did not belong to the gods.”
“But, Kuang-hsing, if you say that the pagodas do not belong to the gods, then how can they lay gold and
silver eggs?”
The speaker was one of the villagers, a man twice as old as Kuang-hsing, but a nephew by relation.
“Right! That is what we asked the delegate: ‘How does it happen? How is it done?’ He told us unhesitatingly.
‘You still believe,’ he said, ‘that the gods are the greatest force in the world. And anything you have never seen
before you attribute to the gods. But there are no gods. The greatest force in the world is the union of the workers
and the peasants. It is we and not the gods who have overthrown the landlords. It is we and not the gods who have
beaten the White Armies.\fn{In China these were the armies of the Nationalists, the Kuomintang, who were finally driven off the
mainland and onto the island of Taiwan in 1951 .} And it is we ourselves and not the gods who have built these three
pagodas. We hatch gold or silver eggs by our own efforts. We have no use for gods!’
“Then with a smile he told us how the eggs were laid, and, when we heard it, we all smiled too.”
Hereupon, Lu Kuang-hsing of the shock brigade broke off suddenly. He looked about him with a smile and an
air of great mystery.
“Tell us, Kuang-hsing, tell us,” urged the others impatiently.
The old grandmother had only grasped about half of the story, but as soon as she had comprehended that the
gold and silver pagodas actually existed she had taken to saying her Buddhist prayers with great gusto.
Kuang-hsing slowly and calmly drew from his pocket a few booklets and handed them out to his aunt and the
villagers.
“Be careful of them,” he said laughing, “The silver eggs are inside them. That is the truth, auntie. You deposit
ten dollars in the bank and the bank gives you this booklet. Next year on this day, if you go to the bank, you will
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receive one extra dollar. This dollar is called ‘interest on savings,’ but if you like you may call it a silver egg.”
As they turned the booklets over and over in their hands the villagers began to smile in return.
Only one of them was empty-handed, because he had not produced any money on the previous day. He was
leaning up against the door, squinting at what the others held in their hands.
“One year?” he said sarcastically. “A year is a long time!”
“Chang Fa-ko,” said Kuang-hsing quickly, “A year is a long time and you would be afraid to leave money in
the bank, is that it?”
Chang Fa-ko lifted his nose.
“I did not say that 1 would be afraid.”
The aunt with the expansive middle had also an expansive temperament. Patting Kuang-hsing on the shoulder
with her booklet, she said,
“Never mind him! He advised me day before yesterday always to ask for coin instead of notes. But since the
bank has these three pagodas, it’s all right. Why should anyone be afraid of bank notes? This is a lucky time for
the poor! What do you say, grandma?” And she began to talk with the old lady.
Chang Fa-ko lifted his nose once more, but did not open his mouth. After glaring at the group for a moment, he
went slowly out of the door.
The nephew who was twice Kuang-hsing’s age shook his head and laughed.
“I know why he is so angry at Uncle Kuang-hsing. He used to own twenty mow of good fields, but that has
been divided up now and he has only some very poor land. The fields which were given you belonged once to
him. But the division was made by the soviet. We all have better fields than he. Well, why did he engage in
money-lending and fleece us all? The gods have eyes. That’s a fact. The day of reckoning comes!”
“I used to suffer because of him,” said another peasant, “but now—hmm—let him …”
Kuang-hsing walked angrily to the door and gazed after the retreating form of Chang Fa-ko.
“The kulak!” he said.\fn{The kulaks were a bourgeois class of wealthy peasants in Soviet Russia, who were despoiled of their
wealth in the name of the poor and landless peasants all around them, so that these people might have a better standard of living; so that the
formerly-rich farmers would be able to experience for once the true hell of poverty for themselves; so that the kulaks as a class would be
exterminated; and so that the Soviet state would be able to re-invest their money in the form of heavy machinery for the good of
everyone.}

Then he turned about and said, leaning up against the door,
“The reason why we have been given good fields is that my father is in the Red Army. It is not the gods who
have eyes, but we ourselves. Tomorrow I shall propose in the district soviet that every man go to the city to see
the gold and silver pagodas. Since I have seen them, I realize even more clearly the strength that lies in our union.
As a matter of fact, it isn’t necessary to leave your money in the bank for a whole year. You can draw it out at any
time. But I have no use for money. I shall leave mine there always. Is my cloth pocket safer than the vaults in the
bank? The fate of the bank is in our own hands. If we all support it, it can never die. It is our bank, and the gold
and silver pagodas are ours, too.”
Lu Kuang-hsing spoke with animation, and the aunt and all the villagers began to smile.
The next day, before Kuang-hsing had made any report to the soviet, the news had spread through the whole
village. Nevertheless, he offered his report with the suggestion that everyone should make a trip to the city to see
the pagodas of gold and silver. And they went in great numbers, not because they disbelieved Kuang-hsing’s story,
but because it pleased them, it was like a festival, to see their own gold and silver pagodas.
192.136 Superfluous Words\fn{by Qu Qiubai (1899-1935)} Changzhou, Jiangsi Province, China (M) 2
Farewell.
The curtain is drawn on this farce!
My home village has a saying:
“Make the old crow build a nest in a tree.”
This nest could never be built. It may be ludicrous that an ordinary, even silly “man of letters” assumed the
position of “Party leader” for a few years. This nonetheless was the case. What was accomplished during that
period should not be credited to him but to the efforts of several leading comrades. His lofty words served only as
ornaments and in fact had long planted the seeds of future disaster. It is time to settle this score once and for all.
Go settle the scores. You are gallantly forging ahead in the struggle. I can envy you and congratulate you, but I
can no longer be with you. I don’t feel that it is a pity, nor am I sorry. Although my entire life has been wasted on
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politics that I don’t care much about, the bygones have become bygones. To look back with regret would only
complicate my vexations at this moment. He who needs to be cleansed from the ranks should be cleansed, the
earlier the better. There is even less need to be sentimental.\fn{ This was the final part of a seven-part essay believed to have
been written by Qu around May 17-22, 1935, shortly before his execution—he had been captured by the Nationalist Chinese. Helen Siu,
the editor of the volume in which this fragment appears, has, according to a note, made substantial changes in the translation; I will attempt
to find a better version:H}

I have withdrawn from the ranks of the proletarian revolutionary vanguard, have given up political struggle,
and have laid down my arms. If you—comrades in the Communist party—had discovered earlier what I am
writing here, you would have expelled me from the Party long ago. A weakling such as myself, perfunctory,
passive, and lazy, and more seriously one who admits mistakes with empty phrases but is utterly unable to change
his class consciousness and emotions. Moreover, it is fortuitous that the person is not an ordinary Party member,
but instead has been a member of the Politburo. How can this type of person not be expelled?
Now that I am a captive of the Nationalists, it seems superfluous even to mention these things. But what
difference does it make? Free or not, I am not able to continue the struggle. Although my life will finally be
terminated, I have long ended my political life. Strictly speaking, you have had the right to treat me as a type of
traitor irrespective of my captivity. If I suddenly die without having the chance to let you know my most frank and
truthful thoughts, you may still regard me as a Communist martyr.
I remember that back in 1932 when I was rumored dead, some memorial services were held. My
“accomplishments” were also cited for certain. When I heard the news in the soviet area,\fn{ Those parts of China
where the Communist Party held political supremacy; they were generally called “Liberated Areas” } I shivered inside. It was too
much for a traitor to pass as a martyr.
Therefore, although I am now jailed, and although I could easily pretend to die impassionedly as a martyr
would, I dare not do so. One cannot and should not deceive history. It is a small matter to me if I somehow attain
an undeserved honor posthumously, but it is utterly wrong to mislead the revolutionary comrades on the matter of
martyrdom. My life will be terminated all the same, but I certainly will not die a martyr’s death.
Farewell forever, my dear comrades—this is my last time to address you as “comrades.” I am no longer
qualified to use the term. I want you to know that in fact I left your ranks a long time ago.
Ai! Historical misunderstandings have made this “man of letters” muddle along on the political stage for years.
I am deserting the ranks not simply because I wanted to end my revolution and to end this farce, nor simply
because of my illness and lethargy, but rather because I have failed to come to grips with my own gentleman’s
consciousness. I cannot become a proletarian fighter after all.
Farewell, my dear friends. I have grown utterly weary during the course of the past seven or eight years. So
acute was this fatigue, such as at the beginning of 1930 or between August and September of 1934, that at times it
was neither describable nor bearable. At the time I did not care if the universe was to be destroyed or not, or
whether it was revolution or counterrevolution. I wanted only one thing—rest, rest, rest! Finally, I now have the
chance to “rest forever.”
I leave you these few pages—my last and truthful words. Farewell! Judgment rests in your hands, not mine.
All I want is rest.
I have few friends in life, and only a handful of close ones. I have never been totally frank to you with the
exception of my Zhihua.\fn{Yang Zhihua, to whom Qu was married in 1924 } Even to Zhihua I only dropped some hints.
All along I have worn a mask. I said earlier that to tear the mask off someone;’s face is an exhilarating experience.
This is true not only in exposing others, but also when one is exposed. It is all the more so when one lays oneself
bare. Now that I have discarded the last layer of the mask, you should congratulate me. I am going to rest, forever;
you should congratulate me.
I have often said that I felt the fatigue of not having slept for ten or twenty years. Now I shall have a “great”
and lovely sleep forever.
Perhaps a lesson can be learned from my life: in order to temper oneself, one needs tremendous willpower, so
that one can overcome all the “alienating” attitudes down to the minute “alienating” sentiments. Only in so doing
can one leap from an “alienating” class and anchor one’s steps in the proletarian ranks. Otherwise, it is nothing
but “making an old crow build a nest in a tree.” It will inevitably end up a farce.\fn{ Since building nests in trees is what
crows do anyway, old or young}
Now, the curtain is drawn on my farce. Who am I reluctant to leave behind? My beloved. I have stayed close to
her for the past ten years. Yes, I could not have survived without a support. This was true of my political life—I
was never the vanguard of struggle and have always sought an anchor. In my personal life, I also lacked the
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courage to struggle for survival. I do not know how to organize even the petty daily tasks in my life. All the time I
was dependent on my beloved. How can I bear the thought of leaving her? I feel sorrowful because I have done
her many an injustice. My cowardice has prevented me from being utterly truthful with her. How I wish that she
will forever detest me, forget me, so that I will have some peace of mind.
Who else would I miss? The children thriving in this beautiful world, “my” daughter\fn{ A daughter of Yang
Zhihua’s from a previous marriage} and all the happy children. My best wishes for them.
To me, this world is still very beautiful. The new, the struggling, and the courageous are advancing. What nice
flowers and fruits! What a splendid landscape! What magnificent factories and chimneys! Even the moon appears
brighter than ever.
But farewell, beautiful world. A life’s energy has been exhausted, leaving only a body. If I still have a say
concerning the disposal of my body, I would like to give it to the dissecting laboratory of a medical school. I
know that they have a dearth of this kind of specimen for research. I have suffered from tuberculosis for many
years.\fn{From 1919 onward} I had X- rays taken as my illness took its turns. Many scars on my lungs are clearly
visible on the X-ray I took in 1931, but the doctor at the time did not come to any clear diagnosis. If my lung is Xrayed again before my body is dissected in order to study it further, I am sure some discoveries will be made
concerning the diagnosis of tuberculosis. But I know absolutely nothing about medicine, so what I have said may
be utter nonsense.
In any case, this farce finally approaches its end. The stage has emptied, and any reminiscing is futile. It is
truly a blessing that I will soon have my “great” rest. As for the body, it will not be up to me to decide.
Farewell, everything in this world. At last. … Forty Years: The Life of Klim Samghim by Gorky, Rudin by
Turgenev, Anna Karenina by Tolstoy, “The True Story of Ah Q” by Lu Xun, “Vacillation” by Mao Dun, The
Dream of the Red Chamber by Cao Xueqin,fn{The main character of which is a privileged young man of a literati family who
eventually abandons his earthly life and leaves home to become a monk } all are worth reading again.
Chinese bean curd is delicious, the best in the world.
Farewell.
205.130 Develop Labour Emulation In Honour Of The 30th Anniversary Of The Communist Party Of
China\fn{by Li Li-san (1899-1967)} Lu Man, Liling County, Hunan Province, China (M) 5
July 1st this year will be the 30 th anniversary of the founding of the political party of the Chinese working class
—the great glorious and consistently correct Communist Party of China. All Chinese Workers are joyfully
planning to celebrate this great occasion and are enthusiastically developing laour emulation campaigns and
striving to increae production to greet this occasion and to offer this as their tribute to this great occasion and to
the Party and Chairman Mao Tse-tung.
It is not without reason that the Chinese workers and peopleof the whole country sincerely and enthusiastically
celebrate the 30th annversary of the Party. As the workers and staff members of the Tientsin Clothing Factory put
it in the letter which they wrote in honour of “July 1st” to Chairman Mao Tse-tung:
All the facts prove that only under the leadership of the Communist Party have the workers freed themselves from
their past life as beasts of burden, won real freedom, happiness and glory, and developed the wisdom and capacity to
create a happy life for all the people and for themselves. Recalling the past, viewing the present and visualising the rich
and full Socialist and Communist societies of the future, we wholeheartedly extend our thanks to you and the
Communist Party led by you. We will redouble our efforts to develop labour emulation campaigns in order to rasist
American aggression and to aid Korea, to build up the great Motherland and to finally realise Communist society.

Labour emulation is the most precious and most significant gift of the emancipated workers to the Party and
their own leader; for it represents the rest expression of the workers “to develop the wisdom and capacity to create
a happy life for all the people and for themselves”, and it represents the most basic method of the emallicipated
workers “to build up the great Motherland and to finally realise Communist society.”
*
After the victory of liberation as the working class freed itself from the past life of slavery under the threefold
oppression of imperialism, the feudal forces and the bourgeoisie, rose out of the abyss of poverty, hunger and
darkness, accepted the class education of Marxism-Leninism and the teachings of Mao Tse-tung given by the
Party and realised that it had risen from the past status as slaves to become the leading class of the country, it
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spontaneously took hold of the idea of becoming masters of the country and created a new attitude towards labour
as the masters. This new attitude towards labour finds its chief expression in labour emulation.
During the time of the War of Resistance to Japan as well as the War of Liberation, the workers in the liberated
areas, in the first place the munition workers, had already employed the method of labour emulation to increase
production and guarantee supplies to the front, thus contnbuting considerably to the victory of the liberation war.
After the victory of the War of Liberation, labour emulation movements gradually spread to industria1
enterprise in large cities and industrial centres. The record movement in Northeast China led the labour emulation
movement a step further, whilst the three-month city-wide competitions which were held in Tientsin last year
spurred the development of large-scale labour emulation mpvements in the rest of China.
The All-China Conference of Model Workers held last year on the eve of National Day (October 1 st) provided a
fuxther great impetus to the labour emulation movement. The call issued by Chairman Mao Ts-tung that “China
must build up powerful national defence forces and a great economic might” tremendously inspired the working
class of the whole country and gave it definite aims to fight for; in consequenee, following the Conference of
Model Workers, labour emulation drives developed all over the country on an even wider scale. Especially since
American imperialism invaded Taiwan and Lorea and the people of the whole country rose up to resist the
American aggressors and aid Korea, the patriotism of the working masses has grown to an unprecedented height.
The workers in Northeast China were the first to call for patriotic Labour emulation drives. Workers in many parts
of the country joined in raising the slogans:
“The factory is a battlefield; the machines are guns. Every additional product adds to our strength in fighting
the enemy”;
“The elimination of one more spoiled product is equivalent to the destruction of one more enemy”.
Am'azing productioin records poured in continuously. For instance, in January this year the Taiyuan Iron and
Steel Works eight times in succession created new records in smelting steel; the Tangshan Iron and Steel Works
four times in succession created new records in producing pig iron; the Huainan and Fungfung collieries
repeatedly created new records of cutting coal, and the workers of the Wusih Hwa Chong Silk Factory produced
the highest quality raw silk ever reached in the past 14 years in the whole country. Last year, the railway workes
throughout the country fulfilled the production quotas for the whole year 22 days ahead of schedule and the textile
workers overfulfilleld the shock work of producing 20’s cotton yarn; these were the further achievements obtained
in the development of labour emulation drives by the workers in these industries.
At present, labour emulation drives have spread to industrial enterprises throughout the country. According to
incomplete statistics, over 2,222,000 workers of the country are taking part in the labour emulation movment and
11,159 brigades have taken part in the emulatlon movement initiated by the Ma Heng-chong brigade.
The most significant development in labour emulation campaign is that the workers’ labour enthusiasm has not
only been greatly increased but that they use their brains and wisdom to solve the various complicated problems
in improving production. Formerly the workers were slaves controlled by machines, but now they have become
technicians supervising the machines.
Consequently, technical improvement and rationalisation proposal movements have been gradually developed
in the course of labour emulation campaigns. According to statisties of last year, 24,875 rationalisation proposals
were adopted jn various places throughout the country. Taking the example of the railway administration alone, in
the course of last year, 23,220,000;000 Chinese dollars worth of materials were saved due to the adoption of
rationalisation proposals.
The significance of labour emulation and rationalisation proposals is not only manifested in bringing about
enormous economies. What is even more important, they serve as an important stimuuls in the rehabilitation and
improvement of our industries.
Experience has proved that labour emulation and rationalisation proposal movements are the main motive
force in the renovation of old enterprises. By means of labour emulation it is possible to develop the labour
enthusiasm of the workers. and to raise and consolidate their attitude towards work as the masters; it is possible to
encourage the masses to learn and study technique and to combine labour with technique; it is possible to
encourage the technical personnel to change their former outlook which was solely limited to technical matters
and to increase production by means of cooperation between the technical personnel and the workers. By means
of labour emulation, it is possible to improve methods of work and change old-fashioned processes; it is possible
to improve the organisation of labour and to eliminate the irrational practice of having too many hands doing too
little work which retards the process of production and the distribution of work based on a semi-handicraft
practice. By means of labour emulation, it is possible to create new technical standards and production norms, and
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lay the foundations for carrying out control of production norms and the piece-wage system. What is more
important is that, by means of labour emulation it is possible to uncover the defects and irrational nature of oldfashioned systems of administration and control and call the attention of the heads of enterprises to revise,
improve and even abolish the old and outworn systems which hinder and limit the raising of labour productivity
and to establish new systems of administration and control, which conform with the demands of the new labour
productlvity, and which will stimulate its further development.
Therefore, the labour emulation movement may be regarded as a kind of revolutionary movement of the broad
masses of the workers in our Socialist industrial enterprises—a kind of movement towards Communism. It will
break througn all old obstacles limiting labour productivity: old production norms, old processes, old systems, and
old forms of organisation, and will establish appropriate and advanced new production norms, new processes, new
systems, and new forms of organisational structure. Labour emulation can not only reform old systems and rules,
but can also reform all those who take part in or who are influenced by the movement. It can break down their old
and outworn ideas: the idea of selfish individualism, the idea of contempt for workers, the conservative idea
which is opposed to passing on technical knowledge to others, as well as other conservative and backward ideas,
and will impart to them new progressive ideas and a new outlook towards life, and turn them into new persons in
the new society. The result will be the establishment of new and splendid New Democratic enterprises, i.e., new
socialist enterprises.
*
The basic reason for the vigorous growth of the labour emulation movement is firstly the great victory of the
people’s revolution won by the working class under the leadership of the Party and Chairman Mao Tse-tung, after
passing through thirty years of difficult and tremendous struggles in unity with the people of the whole country.
The broad masses of workers realise that everything which, oppressed them in the past has been entirely swept
away. They have truly become the masters of the country and society who can determine their own destiny. They
know that the miserable destiny of poverty, hunger, and death resulting from cruel oppression and exploitation is
over and done with. The prospect of a happy life now exists and the speed with which this happy life develops is
solely detertnined by their own creative labour power. Labour, which was an object of contempt not very long
ago, has become a matter of glory for the creation of the new society and a happy life for all the Prople and the
workers themselves. Therefore, there emerges a new attitude to labour as masters, the vigorous labour emulation
movement and such new personalities as the model workers and labour heroes who stand in the front ranks of this
movement and ceaselessly lead it forward.
The second reason for the vigorous growth of the labour emulation movement is the fact that following the
rehabilitation and development of the national economy, the material and cultural life of the broad masses of
workers has already been markedly improved.
With regard to their material life, firstly the oonsolidat1on of the nation’s finances has checked the runaway
inflation which had been a scourge to the labouring people for more than ten 10 years under the Kuomintang rule.
This alone has greatly improved the workers’ life. With regard to wages, all-round increases have been made in
enterprises where production is normal and gradually developing as well as in areas where the original wages
were too low.
Take for instance Northeast China. Wages increased by 27% in 1949, a further 12.5% in 1950, and again an
average of 15% during this year. In 1949 labour insurance was put into effect only in Northeast China, but last
year, it was extended to the railway and postal and telecommunications industries as well as to areas around
Tientsin and Shihchiachwang. This year, the Government Administration Council officially promulgated the
Labour Insurance Regulations which in the first place were put into effect from May 1 st in industrial enterprises
employing 100 or more workers and staff members. According to available statistics, about 2,300,000 workers
and staff members throughout the country are enjoying labour insurance benefits; if we include their families then
there are already eight to ten million people receiving benefits from labour insurance. This is the fruit of the
victory of the revolution that the broad masses of China’s workers have been dreaming of, and struggling to win
for decades. The introduction of labour insurance has provided definite material protection concerning maternity,
old age, sickness, death, injury and disability from which the workers suffered greatly in the past. The
establishment of homes for the aged and the disabled, sanaitoria and rest homes for use after working hours has
aroused considerable excitement amongst workers who visualise the prospect of their future happy lives.
With regard to labour protection, as a result of the fact that in the past the bureaucratic capitalisrts valued their
machines more than they did the workers, most of the safety installations in industrial and mining enterprises
were in a very poor condition. Since the promulgation by the Ministry of Labour last year of the Draft
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Regulations Governing Safety and Hygiene in Factories and following strenuous efforts on all sides, and
especially as a result of the three safety inspections which were carried through in Northeast China last year,
safety and hygiene conditions in factories have made considerable improvement. In comparison with last year, the
number of cases of workers who were killed or injured whilst at work was considerably lower; for instance, in the
mining industry, during the first quarter of this year as compared with the same quarter last year, the number of
workers who were killed whilst at work decreased by 83.1% and the number of workers who were injured whilst
at work decreased by 59.7%. These are very good proofs.
Unemployment was a problem from which the Chinese workers suffered exceptionally when China was still a
semi-colonial country. Today, as a result of the Central People’s Government having allocated large sums of
money for the relief of the unemployed workers (something without precedent in Chinese history), their difficult
living conditions have been alleviated, and especially as a result of the rehabilitation and development of
production in the country, the further growth of unemployment has not only been curbed, but moreover, has been
reduced. There is not the slightest doubt that after a certain period, the most ruinous plague which prevails in the
whole capitalist world and which especially afflicts the colonial and semi-colonial countries—unemployment—
will be completely eliminated in New China.
Cultural life was almost completely monopolised by the ruling class under the reactionary regime and was
almost completely denied the broad masses of the workers. 50 to 80% of the workers in the modern industrial and
mining enterprises are illiterate; this fact alone indicates that the workers deprived of the right to any cultural life.
After the victory of the revolution, conditions have radically changed. The workers are showing unprecedented
enthusiasm in their demand for education and for a cultural life. At the present time, acoording to incomplete
statistics, more than 1,300,000 workers have enrolled in spare-time cultural studies in industrial and mining
enterprises all over the country, and in some instances over 80% of the workers and staff-members take part in
spare-time studies.
With regard to cultural rereation, Palaces of Culture have been erected in all large cities throughout the
country, and there are more than 1,700 clubs in industrial enterprises. Cultural institutions organised by the
Railway Workers’ Trade Union of China alone include 5 big Palaces of Culture, 603 clubs, 4 “cultural trains”, 10
professional cultural troupes, 720 amateur dramatic groups, 547 libraries, 30 mobile film units, 1,023 sports
team,s, 343 “Yangko” dance and waist-drum groups and 244 musical circles. Other industries have also made
considerable achievements in the organisation of workers’ cultural recreation.
Nowadays, life in many workers’ residential areas is like living in another world as compared with the past.
For instance, under the regime of the Japanese, their puppets and the Kuomintang, the workers’ residential areas
in Shihchingshan, Peking used to be a hotbed of debauchery, where mah-jongg, gambling, unlicensed prostitution
and addiction to drugs were rampant (all these were the evil results deliberately created by the ruling class in the
past with the purpose of demorallsing the wurkers). Now these residential areas are a world of work, study,
reading of newspapers, meetings, as well as games, music, singing and other cultural activities. Even the faces of
the workers have changed. Formerly they were gloomy and sullen; now they are happy and sociable.
This is the new atmosphere in the new society. This is the great force which emanates from MarxismLenlinism and the theories of Mao Tse-tung, once they are embraced by the broad masses of the workers, which
changes the character of the enterprises, society and the workers themselves.
All these are the basic reasons for the vigorous development of labour emulation. Just as comrade Stalin put it
in his speech at the First All-Union Conference of Stakhanovites:
Life has improved. Life has become more joyous. And when life is joyous, work goes well. Hence the high
rates of output. Hence the heroes and heroines of labour.
Therefore, labour emulation movements can make their appearance only in countries where the workers have
been emancipated, have become masters and their life is daily improving. In China, labour-emulation is the bright
flower blooming in the soil of the victory of the revolution; it is the bright flower of the new democratic society,
the bright and splendid flower cultivated by the Communist Party of China and Chairman Mao Tse-tung
personally. It will bloom in its full radiance year after year and bear abundant fruits. The accumultion of these
fruits—the quantitative change resulting in a qualitative change—will give birth to great results, that is, the
industrialisation of New China and the realisation of Socialism and Communism.
*
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The experience gained from earlier labour emulation campaign indicates that the process of development of
labour emulation is a process of development from shock work to continuous emulation, from the increase of
labour intensity to the coordination of labour and technique, and is a process which is co-ordinated with the
improvement of the system of administration in industrial and mining enterprises.
After the industrial and mining enterprises have been taken over by the people’s State, the workers no longer
produce for the exploiters but for their own benefit and that of the people, and when the preliminary democratic
reforms in industrial and mining enterprises have been carried out, the old system of administration which
restricts the workers has been abolished and the new attitude of the workers towards labour has also begun to be
established, then is the time when we may, and must, initiate and organise labour emulation so as to develop the
workers’ labour enthusiasm and raise labour productivity. (In private enterprises, after the owners have changed
the old method of administration based on force and compulsion, labour emulation may also be organised.) Such
labour emulation movements in their initial stage will unavoidably be of a shock character, centering on
increasing labour intensity. For once the workers have begun to have the idea that they are the masters and realise
that in the people’s enterprises they should not accept the attitude towards labour of “whiling away the time”, then
of course they will spontaneously work very hard by straining their labour intensity to the utmost. This is the
initial concrete expression of the attitude towards labour as the new masters. At this time, the leadership should
understand thact such excessive labour intensity cannot last for long and would be detrimental to the health of the
workers and would lead to harmful results to production; however, the leadership shopld not dampen the workers’
spirit and should not just passively and one-sidedly oppose the shock character of labour emulation; it should on
the contrary, skilfully adopt various active measures to lead labour emulation to gradually develop from a shock
to a continuous character. The concrete methods for doing this are as follows:
1. To promote the rationalisation proposal movement, and enlighten the workers to use their brains and
develop their wisdom, search out the defects in working methods, organisation of labour, technical processes,
equipment of machinery and supply of raw materials which waste labour, raw materials and resources; to propose
methods of improvement; to select such methods as have been tested and proved to be actually valuable; and to
gradually carry them out. Excessive overtime work and, methods which tire the workers out must be prevented.
2. To promote the coordination of labour and technique, and encourage the workers to study technique and
improve their skill; to encourage the coordination of the workers and the technical staffs to carry out joint
researches on the improvement of tools and technical processes; to prevent rash bungling without experiment
which may damage tools and machines.
3. In organising emulation, definite emulation targets must be put forward which must be coordinated with the
fulfilment of the production plan of the industrial or mining enterprise and must be concerned with solving the
problems of the weakest or most important links in production and not become general and aimless.
4. To gradually establish various kinds of systems in the course of labour emulation movements, in the first
place the system of responsibility, the system of inspection and the standard of quality of production, so as to
prevent the deviation of solely pursuing quantity and disregarding quality.
5. To promote the spirit of class mutual assistance in the course of the emulation campaigns and to induce each
brigade to draw up a patriotic pact and to do away with the backward and conservative viewpoint among the
workers which is opposed to passing on technical knowledge, a form of guild outlook; and to mobilise the skilled
workers to cordially teach their technique to the comparatively backward workers, to spread the experience of the
advanced workers and brigades so as to help the backward to progress together with them. Forms of collective
efforts and persistent team work should be encouraged in place of individual championships.
6. To gradually improve the administration and control of enterprises in the course of emulation campaigns and
bring forward new technical standards and norms so as to lay the basis for carrying out modern business
accounting systems. To promote the drawing up of inter-department and collective agreements so that mutual
coordination and balanced development may be established among the production departments, and between the
administration and production departments.
7. To pay attention to the rearing of model workers in order that they may become real examples to the masses
and act as leaders, and form the backbone of the movement; and [act] as bridges to enable other workers to join
the movement, as was pointed out by Chairman Mao Tse-tung. To correct or prevent instances of some of the
present model workers—who, due to holding too many offices, attending too many meetings, having too many
tasks and numerous interviews and visits, have their productive work hampered and are gradually losing the role
of model workers.

1233

8. To gradually establish an appropriate system of rewards in the course of the development of labour
emulation movements. Rewards are material means for the consolidation of labour emulation campaigns. At the
very beginning, the scope for the giving of rewards may be comparatively extensive and different degrees of
rewards .should be given to those who overfulfil their tasks. When an industrial or mining enterprise has built up a
relatively sound system of control of norms and has put into effect the piece-rate systey or time-rate system, then
rewards should only be given to a few outstanding workers who have contributed most to the raising of labour
productivity or to the improvement of production, becaue the majority of workers will have receIved their reward
in the form of the piece-rate or time-rate system when they fulfil or overfulfil their production quotas.
9. It is especially important to pay attention constantly to intensify class education among the broad masses of
workers. The workers must be called on and organised to study politics and current events, to study the glorious
history of the struggles of the Communist Party of China, to study from the martyrs of the working class the sipirit
of bitterr struggle, of heroic sacrifice and of wholeheartedly serving the people, to learn Marxism-Leninism and
the teachings of Mao Tse-tung and constantly raise their class consciousness and the sense of responsibility in
their capacity as masters and to develop the lofty militant spirit of fighting resolutely for the class, for the people,
for our great Motherland, and for a Socialist future. Only on the basis of such constant studies and raising of class
consciousness will it be possible for the labour emulation movement to develop further and penetrate deeper and
with the lapse of time, it will become the regular form of labour and way of life of the brood masses of workers.
This is the most important guarantee for the construction of our great Motherland and for the winning of a
Socialist future. Every worker, every staff member, and all labouring people should always remember the words
of Chairman Mao Tse-tung at the Conference of Model Workers of the Shensi-Kansu-Ningshia Border Regions:
It depends on us to build up China so that we must study hard.

The Chinese working class will be united forever under the banner of the Comanunist Party of China and
Chairman Mao Tse-tung and will carry forward the traditional heroic spirit to struggle to the end for the
construction of a prosperous and happy New China and for the realisation of a Socialist and Communist future.
208.67 Excerpt from Oriental Immigration In Canada\fn{by Cheng Tien-fang (1899-1967)} Hsinchien, Kiangsi
Province, China (M) 6
While a motion to restrict Asiatic immigration was passed in the House of Commons in 1922, no legislation of
that nature was enacted in that session. The people of British Columbia feared it was going to be an unfulfilled
promise. So the British Columbia Legislature on November 10, 1922, passed a resolution to remind the Dominion
government. A petition was sent in, asking for an amendment to the Immigration Act so as completely to prohibit
Asiatic immigration. It was pointed out that the five-hundred-dollar head tax was not effective in checking
Chinese immigration, and some measure more stringent in nature would have to be adopted.\fn{ “British Columbia
Journals,” 1923, p. 22} In the meantime, the Vancouver World conducted a vigorous campaign against Asiatics in
order to compel the attention of the Dominion government. The Dominion government now realized that
something must be done in the following session. But as Japanese immigration was regulated by treaty, the only
legislation it could propose was against the Chinese.
On March 2, 1923, a bill was introduced by Mr. Charles Stewart, acting minister of immigration, which
proposed total exclusion of the Chinese. The main changes introduced in the bill as compared with the act then in
force were as follows:
1. The five-hundred-dollar head tax was to be abolished. This was done because, as the prime minister said,
“It was objectionable that a country, calling itself a Christian nation, should attempt in such a manner to deal
with a problem which immediatey affects Oriental civilization. I could never see how Canada from any selfrespecting point of view, could impose a poll tax on working people coming from another country.”\fn{ “Debates,”
House of Commons, 1923, p. 2312}}
2. Not only laborers, but even clergymen, teachers, tourists, men of science, wives and children of merchants
and clergymen who were admitted freely under the act in force, were to be denied the right to enter. The only
Chinese people who could enter into Canada hereafter were (a) government officials, their suites, and their
servants, (b) native-born children who had left Canada for educational or other purposes, and (c) merchants and
students. Even students were limited to those who would actually attend a Canadian university or college
authorized to confer degrees and who should substantiate their status to the satisfaction of the controller at the
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port of entry subject to the approval of the minister of immigration. Both students and merchants had to secure a
passport issued by the Chinese government and vised by a Canadian immigration officer.
3. Every Chinese, except government officials, native-born and prior residents, must enter Canada either at
Vancouver or Victoria.
4. All prohibited classes in the General Immigration Act, e. g., idiots, imbeciles, illiterates, etc., were made
applicable to the Chinese. Not only that, but those Chinese who were already in Canada would be deported if
found to belong to any of these classes.
5. The minister of immigration was authorized to admit any Chinese into Canada for a limited period without
being subject to, the provisions of this act.
6. Any controller of Chinese immigration was given power to determine whether any Chinese who wanted to
enter Canada should be admitted or rejected. The examination of any Chinese coming into Canada was to be in
the presence of such persons only as the controller would permit. If that a Chinese was found by a medical officer
to be affected with a loathsome disease, feeble-minded, insane, etc., the controller could deport him and there
could be no appeal from his decision.
7. Within twelve months after this act should come into force, every Chinese in Canada must register, and
failing to do so he would be fined five hundred dollars or imprisoned for one year or both.
8. No vessel could carry more than one Chinese immigrant for every two hundred fifty tons of its tonnage.
9. Any Chinese in Canada who wished to leave Canada with the intention of returning should register out and
would be entitled to return within two years on proof of his identity, to the satisfaction of the controller.
10. Any officer of .immigration, believing that some Chinese had illegally entered or remained in Canada,
could arrest him without a warrant and bring him before the nearest controller for examination. The burden of
proof of his right to remain in Canada rested with the Chinese. If he failed to satisfy the controller he could be
deported, subject to the final decision of the minister of immigration.
11. Any Chinese who had been admitted as exempt from the head tax, but who ceased to belong to any of the
exempt classes could be arrested by any officer of immigration without a warrant and be deported by any
controller unless such Chinese was a Canadian citizen.
12. No court could interfere with the decision of the minister of immigration or of any controller relating to a
Chinese immigrant unless he was a Canadian citizen.
13. Chinese immigrants who were en route to Canada when this act came into force might be admitted within
one month if the head tax be paid.
After reading these provisions, we at once see that this was one of the most drastic measures against a certain
kind of immigrants ever introduced in the Parliament of any country. Yet, strange enough, this bill, after being
introduced, met opposition from two sides; those who were extremely anti-Chinese and those who were in
sympathy with the Chinese and the Chinese themselves. The extreme anti-Chinese elements of the population
thought that the proposed act was not drastic enough, especially concerning the admission of merchants. The
Retail Merchants’ Association in all the cities of British Columbia sent telegrams to the House of Commons
protesting against this provision. It was suggested by the Retail Merchants’ Association that the term “trade
representatives” be used to substitute “merchants.” Trade representatives were to include sales agents and
purchasing agents while representing bona fide Chinese exporters, and importers carrying on international trade
between Canada and China, buying from or selling to persons, firms, or corporations in Canada, but they could
not conduct any retail, wholesale, or jobbing warehouses or shops in Canada.\fn{ See “Debates,” House of Commons,
1923, p. 2320} The British Columbia newspapers also held the same view and resented the generosity of the
bill.\fn{See editorials in the Vancouver World and the Victoria Colonist}
So, during the discussion in the committee, Mr. William G. McQuarrie, of New Westminster, suggested that
the amendment proposed by the Retail Merchants’ Association be used. He pointed out that the term was too
vague, that many Chinese had entered Canada as merchants who were really not merchants, and that if it was not
definitely defined many more bogus merchants would come in. Even Prime Minister King favored. some kind of
definition; but the acting minister of immigration held that if the definition was adopted, it would increase the
difficulty of controlling the entry of Chinese into British Columbia, because, in case the Chinese found some way
to get around that provision, the hands of the government would be tied.
So, instead of adopting any definition, he proposed to add some words after the word “merchants.” The clause
now read “merchants as defined by such regulations as the minister may prescribe,” and was agreed to by the
House.\fn{“Debates,” House of Commons, 1923, p. 1483}
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The members from British Columbia opposed not only the entry of merchants but even that of students. Mr. T.
G. McBride, of Cariboo, British Columbia, said in the House:
“Why should British Columbia educate the people of the Orient? Why cannot the Orientals build schools in
their own countries and get European teachers to come out to teach them English and French if they want to learn
those languages? … I do not think it is right that Oriental students should be allowed to mix with our young
people.”\fn{“Debates,” House of Commons, 1923, p. 2326}
In the same speech, he eyen talked of encouraging the Chinese to return home by giving them a bonus. But Mr.
King replied that
“If the university of British Columbia thinks well not to admit Chinese students, why certainly those students
will not go to that university. But Toronto, Kingston, and Montreal universities are willing and anxious to take
Chinese students … I think we ought to be prepared, if we have it, to spread the light of our civilization in the
Orient, and so far as I can see it, our universities afford one of the best means to that end.”\fn{ “Debates,” House of
Commons, 1923, p. 2327}
During the discussion in the committee of the whole, some other amendments were made by another member
from British Columbia, Mr. H. H. Stevens, of Vancouver, to make the act more stringent. He amended Sections 26
and 27 so that not only officers of immigration, but ordinary peace officers, could arrest any Chinese under
suspicion without a warrant, because it seemed to him that immigration officers were too few for the purpose. He
also amended Sections 32 and 50 so that any Chinese who violated this act would certainly be deported.
Mr. J. B. Baxter, of St. John, even suggested that the finger-print system be used in the identification of the
Chinese, but Mr. Stewart replied that he abandoned the idea because it was only used in case of criminals. Then
Mr. Stewart himself amended Section 4I so that Chinese who were coming over could be admitted within three
months instead of one. All these amendments were agreed to,\fn{ “Debates,” House of Commons, 1923, pp. 2481-2489 }
and the bill as a whole passed the House of Commons on May 4.
But not all the people in Canada were in favor of such drastic legislation. After the bill had been published,
many representations were received by the Dominion government asking for more generous treatment of the
Chinese immigrants, expecially that wives and children of merchants be admitted. These requests were made by
religious organizations throughout Canada, and also by many barristers who might have done so simply as a
matter of business. In the House itself, only Mr. J. S. Woodsworth, of Winnipeg, made a plea for the Chinese on
this point. He said:
“It seems to me that we are nothing less than hypocritical if we talk about the immoralities of the Chinese and
yet permit them to come under conditions that would breed immorality. We object to their coming because they
make poor citizens, and then take from them the very things that are necessary to make them good citizen; that is,
the presence of their wives and children with them.”\fn{ “Debates,” House of Commons, p. 2485} But of course this plea
was unheeded.
It is only natural that the Chinese in Canada should feel indignant and humiliated by such a discriminatory
legislation. The following quotations from the China Review may well represent the feeling of the Chinese
towards it:
“In an era which is characterized by a tendency on the part of the civilized countries to promote friendliness
and understanding among all peoples, to effect progress by friendly cooperation and by refraining from activities
tending to engender ill feeling and animosity, the bill on the subject of Chinese immigration into Canada. now
pending enactment by the Canadian Legislature, may be said to be an anachronism. It is incongruous with the
spirit of a better order, and particularly repugnant to what is known as the British sense of fair play. There seems
little reason for, and surely no justice in, attempting the passage of a bill which is calculated to exclude Chinese
citizens from the privileges of residence in Canada. Moreover, its enactment is bound to work economic injury to
Canada both directly and indirectly. … Only one motive is possible behind any effort to exclude them. and that
one is race prejudice. The world has little to boast of if race prejudice that works injustice and feeds hatred plays
any role in the relations among civilized nations.”\fn{Editorial in the China Review, May, 1923, p. 209}
As soon as the news was known that such a bill had been introduced, telegrams were sent from the Chinese in
all parts of Canada to the Chinese minister at London and the consul general at Ottawa, asking them to protest.
They did protest. but to no avail. Telegrams were also sent to the Chinese government. asking for help and
protection. Due to the unsettled political conditions in China, the government could hardly do anything. The
government at Canton responded by sending a protesting telegram to Mr. Stewart. The latter sent a reply merely
saying that the matter would be given more consideration.
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In the meantime, the Chinese in Canada made a hard struggle against the passage of the bill. A public meeting,
attended by delegates from all the large cities, was held in Toronto on April 30, I923, and a Chinese association in
Canada was organized for the purpose of doing cooperative work and presenting a united front. The next evening,
a dinner was given by the association in the King Edward Hotel, which was attended by many prominent men in
Toronto, such as Mayor Maguire, Sir Edmond Walker, Dr. R. P. Mackay, T. A. Paterson, K.C., R. H. Greer, K.C., R.
H. Eldon, Seymour Corley, etc. Speeches were made by both Canadians and Chinese denouncing the proposed act
as unjust. A resolution was passed and sent to the prime minister asking the government to appoint a commission
to study the situation and to stop further proceedings on the bill, pending the report of the commission.
On May 7, a delegation was sent by the Chinese Association to Ottawa to present their case before Parliament.
But as the bill had already been passed in the House, they concentrated their efforts on the Senate. A petition was
sent to the governor-general in council, stating that the Dominion of Canada and the Republic of China, by reason
of their geographical situation, of the convenience of access from one to the other. and of the rich natural
resources which each possesses, are capable of being immense advantage to each other, that their mutual trade and
their transportation relations are bound to develop very greatly in the not distant future. And it is therefore of great
importance to both that friendly relations and mutual respect and regard should be fostered between them; and
asking that, as the bill was most unjust to the Chinese and a serious violation of international courtesy and
detrimental to the friendly relations between the two countries, it should not be permitted to become a law until
the Chinese were given an opportunity of stating their case before a special committee of the Senate, or in some
other way.
Another lengthy petition was sent to the Senate, setting forth all the objectionable points in the bill for its
consideration. It was pointed out that there was no valid ground for excluding tourists, teachers, clergymen, and
men of science, and they should be given right of entry; that the exclusion of wives and children of those Chinese
already in Canada was unreasonable, unjust, and against the morality and well-being of society; that if the
illiteracy test were applied to the Chinese in Canada, the majority of them would have to be deported; that under
Section 27, if a Chinese merchant, after being here for twenty years, failed in business and was obliged to become
a laborer, he would be subject to deportation, which event would be grossly unjust; that the giving of the power to
arrest without warrant and to deport without any right of appeal to the court was entirely contrary to the
elementary principles of British justice and fair play; and that registration which was not required of other
immigrants, but of the Chinese, was discriminatory and therefore unjust. Besides these, there were other details
objected to, but they need not detain us here.
When the bill came up for discussion in the Senate on May I4, Senator W. B. Ross, of Middleton, moved that
since it was an important matter affecting the welfare of fifty thousand Chinese, it should be referred to a special
committee so that the Chinese viewpoint could be heard. The motion was carried, and a special committee
consisting of twelve senators, including Ross himself, was appointed.\fn{ Senate “Journals,” 1923, p. 354} During the
discussions in the committee, the representatives of the Chinese Association, their legal counsel, and their
sympathizers, such as Dr. Mackay, were allowed to present their case. They made such an eloquent and yet
sincere appeal, that many members of the committee were moved by their true grievances.
The Chinese representatives, after knowing that they could not get all they wanted, made a number of
suggestions to the committee to amend the bill as passed by the House. The committee finally adopted six
amendments, which were as follows: (1) The illiteracy test should not apply to Chinese already residing in Canada
(Sec. 8, N.); (2) when a controller was not satisfied with a certain Chinese as to his right to remain in Canada, that
Chinese was permitted to consult with a duly accredited legal counsel who would be entitled to represent him in
subsequent hearings and proceedings (Sec. 10); (3) those Chinese who were absent from Canada during the time
of registration with authority to return might register upon return (Sec. 18); (4) only immigration and not peace
officers were authorized to arrest any Chinese under suspicion without warrant (Sec. 26); (5) every Chinese who
was in Canada when this act came into force might remain in Canada, but those who entered after July 25, 1917,
as merchants and ceased to be merchants should pay five hundred dollars or be deported, and any Chinese
admitted under this act should be deported if he ceased to belong to one of the admissible classes, unless he was a
Canadian citizen (Sec. 27); (6) the courts could interfere with the decision of the minister of immigration
concerning a Chinese if he had acquired Canadian domicile (Sec. 38).\fn{ Senate “Journals,” 1923, p. 503}
Due to the illness of the chairman of the committee, the report was not made to the Senate until near the end of
June. These amendments were adopted by the Senate and the bill was sent back to the House for concurrence.
Rather than lose the effect of the balance of legislation the House accepted the amendments.\fn{ “Debates,” House of
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Commons, 1923, p. 4536} The royal assent
day.\fn{“Statues of Canada,” 1923, Chap. 38}

was given the act on June 30, and it came into force the next

Later, a regulation was made by the minister of immigration to define the term “merchants” so as to exclude
“any person who does not devote his undivided attention to mercantile pursuits and who has less than twenty-five
hundred dollars invested in a business dealing exclusively in goods grown, produced, or manufactured in China,
or in exporting to China goods grown, produced, or manufactured in Canada, and who had not conducted such
business for a period of at least three years; mechanic, huckster; peddler or person engaged in taking, drying, or
otherwise preserving fish for house consumption or exportation, or having any connection whatever with a
restaurant, laundry, or rooming house.” Regulations concerning Chinese in transit were made by an order in
council on July 10 according to Section 22 of the act.\fn{ “Canadian Gazette,” 1923, P. C. 1273} It provided, among
other things, that Chinese in transit shall be subject to medical inspection; that transportation companies carrying
Chinese through Canada shall deposit bonds with the chief controller; and that transportation companies shall
keep such Chinese in the car in which they have embarked until the arrival at the port of exit. If the lastmentioned rule is carried out literally, no Chinese passing through Canada can even take a walk on the platform of
a station where the train stops.
While the act as it is, is not so drastic as it was when first proposed, yet many points, such as arrest without
warrant, deportation without appeal, registration, exclusion of clergymen, tourists, men of science, etc., which are
most objectionable to the Chinese, are still there.\fn{ This book was published in 1931:H} They naturally feel oppressed
by such an unjust law. After the act went into force, up to the end of I924, quite a few Chinese were fined or
deported because they were admitted as merchants but failed in business and had to become laborers. This fact
has increased the ill feeling of the Chinese towards the act. When the governor-general in council made
regulations in August, 1923, asking all Chinese to register either with a controller, or with a postmaster or a Royal
Mounted Police when there was no controller, and setting June 30, 1924, as the last day of registration, many
Chinese held the view that they should not yield on this point but should wait for possible consequences. But the
majority did not think this advisable, and it was not carried out. At the end of the time of registration, nearly fifty
thousand Chinese were registered, which number includes practically all Chinese in Canada.
When Parliament opened in February, 1924, the Chinese asked their consul general to protest against the act
and ask the Canadian government to either repeal or amend it. The consul general protested and received a reply
from the prime minister in which he said he would not forget the contributions of the Chinese towards Canada,
especially in connection with the construction of the Canadian Pacific Railway; but as the act was demanded by
public opinion, the government had no intention to propose any change. Then in June, 1924, the Chinese
Association in Victoria passed a resolution choosing July I as a humiliation day. Similar resolutions were soon
passed by Chinese associations in other cities. On July 1, public meetings were held in all parts of Canada where
there was a large number of Chinese. Strong sentiment was expressed against this unjust Jaw of a country in
which some of them had resided for twenty or thirty years. But nowhere was any attempt made to disturb public
peace or order. Their intention was to remember only the humiliation which they had suffered under the act so that
it might be removed some day.
From July 1, 1923, the day when the act came into force, to January 31, 1924, only 455 Chinese were admitted
into Canada. Of these, seventeen were admitted under the new act, while 438 were admitted because they were en
route to Canada when the law was passed. Of the seventeen admitted under the new act, ten were prior residents,
six were students, and one was a servant to the consul general.\fn{ “Debates,” House of Commons, 1924, p. 585} So we
see that the new act at once attained its aim in excluding Chinese immigrants, and the question of Chinese
immigration from the Canadian point of view may be said to have been settled.
There was only one thing concerning Chinese immigration which attracted the attention of the House of
Commons in I924, and that was the employment of Chinese laborers on steamships of the British Empire Steel
Corporation. The practice of allowing Chinese to come to Canada for temporary employment on steamships
sailing in Canadian waters during the summer months had existed for a number of years. In August, 1912, a
Chinese crew of twenty-three was allowed to come forward for employment on the steamship Lingan. In August,
1924, a Chinese crew of thirty-three was brought out for the Lingan. In December, 1915, four Chinese came
forward for the same vessel. Again, in August, 1916, thirty-three came out for the Lingan and thirty-two for the
Hochelaga. Also in August, 1916, a Chinese crew of thirty-four was allowed to come for work on the steamship
Rosecastle. In June, I9I7, the Dominion Steel Corporation brought one hundred eight Chinese from England to
work on six coast steamers, while twenty-seven were employed on the steamship Maskinonge. Again, in
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February, I923, seven Chinese were brought from England to work on the steamship Kamarasha, and in June of
that year twenty worked on the Rosecastle.
“In all these cases a bond was furnished as a guarantee that the Chinese would be returned from Canada at the
conclusion of their employment, and the conditions of the bond were complied with.”\fn{ “Debates,” House of
Commons, p. 2612}
At the beginning of April, 1924, a telegram was received by the Department of Immigration from the British
Empire Steel Corporation, requesting that, owing to difficulty in getting Canadian crews to remain with their
steamers after signing up, the company be permitted to bring one hundred five Chinese laborers from England to
work on six steamers plying\fn{Sailing} between Sydney, Louisburg, Halifax, St. John, and Montreal. The
corporation also gave assurance that, except in the case of one vessel, the Chinese were to be confined to
employment as firemen and cooks. The department consented to the request on the understanding that
arrangements should be completed for guarding the Chinese, and that the corporation would be responsible for all
penalties under the Chinese Immigration Act until a bond, satisfactory to the department, was furnished. A bond
of one hundred five thousand dollars, i.e., one thousand dollars for each person, was deposited with the
department by the corporation.
When everything was arranged, forty-nine Chinese reached Halifax from Liverpool, England, on April 14.
They were at once given work on the steamers. Later, twenty-seven more Chinese came over, so the company did
not employ one hundred five, but only seventy-six.
Everything would have been all right of it had not been for the discharge of a white man named Duncan
McDonald on some misunderstanding. He was given a certificate upon discharge, stating that he was an honest
and industrious worker. This fact became known to the local newspapers, and they attacked the corporation and
the Dominion government for allowing Chinese to come in. One of them said:
“The very flower of the manhood of Nova Scotia has been pouring out of this country at an alarming rate; the
exodus has assumed appalling proportions. These young men are leaving this province because they cannot find
work in this province and Duncan McDonald—conspicuous for his integrity of character and his aptitude for his
work, perfectly sober and attentive to his duties—must go out and get a job on a rum runner because someone
wants to man ‘Canadian home trade’ ships with Chinamen. … Duncan McDonald was discharged because the
‘Chinamen were coming.’ And why were the Chinamen coming? There can only be one answer; because they will
work for lower wages than Canadian seamen receive.”\fn{ Editorial in the Halifax Herald, April 30, 1924}
As a consequence, the Assembly of Nova Scotia passed a resolution on May 4 against the employment of
Chinese as ship laborers, on the ground that it was unfair to Canadian laborers and detrimental to the best interest
of the province. Similar resolutions were passed by the Halifax Trade and Labor Council and other labor
organizations. In the House of Commons, many questions were asked of Mr. J. A. Robb, minister of immigration,
as to why these Chinese should be allowed to come. Mr. A. W. Neill, of Comox, especially attacked the minister
because this fact violated Section 2 of the Alien Labor Act\fn{ “Revised Statutes of Canada,” 1906, Chap. 97, Sec. 2} and
Sections 5, 7, and 22 of the Chinese Immigration Act.\fn{ See his speech in “Debates,” House of Commons, 1924, p. 4000}
But Mr. Robb replied that there were precedents in the department for action of this nature, and that the Chinese
were not admitted within the meaning of the Immigration Act, but were simply allowed to come in temporarily.
Duncan McDonald was later reinstated by the corporation and the matter was dropped. The Chinese stayed on the
steamers until the end of the summer, when they were sent back to England.
274.110 Excerpt from The Exile’s Daughter: A Biography Of Pearl S. Buck\fn{by Cornelia Spencer aka Grace
Sydenstricker Yaukey (1899-1994)} Chinkiang (Zhenjiang), Jiangsu Province, China (F) 9
1\fn{Grace Yaukey (“Cornelia Spencer” is a pseudonym she chose to publish under, and I have included it onloy because this book was
published under that name) acknowledges in a note to this biography of her sister her “copious use of the writings of Pearl s. Buck, as well
as to express appreciation for permission to quote from personal letters,” and wherever I have found these—unfortunately never footnoted,
but well-enclosed in quotation marks—I have indented them, in order to separate them from her, Grace Yaukey’s, words; for this is her
story, and not that of her sister. For her sister, please see under West Virginia, in The United States of America, for she was born there; but
this Grace Yaukey was born in China, and so she must be here, here in the land of her birth:H}

Pearl Sydenstricker was born in the little town of Hillsboro, West Virginia, early on the morning of the
twenty-sixth of June, 1892. Aunt Anna bathed the baby and wrapped her snugly in her blankets and laid
her beside Carie, the mother. Then she went quietly out closing the door behind her. Mother and child were
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alone.
Carie gazed intently at her baby. She saw she was pretty—prettier than any of the other babies had been. Even
in its deep sleep, the tiny face gave an impression of definite personality. Carie was satisfied.
She lifted her eyes and looked with infinite happiness at the view to which the window near her gave. She
had loved that view as far back as she could remember. For she was lying in her own canopied bed and this
was her room in her own old home in America, and the view was her own view. Now because she was a little
weak and weary, the passionate affection for it all made her eyes grow for an instant wet. As quickly she was
smiling.
The waving branch of the sugar maple tree, the tips of the apple trees in the orchard, the sweep of the
meadow ending, it seemed, in the distant soft hills, all belonged as they were. The fragrance of the flowers in
the little garden next to the house on the side where she lay came distinctly in at the open window and she
breathed it in remembering the times in China when she had hungered for this very thing. Today all that was her
home seemed more than ever hers because it was hers and the child’s.
Swiftly, in this first moment of pause since the birth, she determined that all that had been hers in the
background of her life, was to be this child’s. Of goods there was nothing except the beautiful old house,
built after the remembered pattern of the old home of her grandparents in Utrecht, Holland. Of the
inheritance of the heart, there was much. There was the staunch Holland Dutch blood of her grandfather,
Mynheer Cornelius Stulting, who had led three hundred souls to the raw Virginia woodlands for the freedom
of their worship. There was the keen sense of beauty and fastidiousness of her own father, Hermanus, who
through all the years of struggle had never faltered in his meticulous personal habits nor in his determina tion that his children should'be bred to love of the beautiful. There were the liveliness and courage of her
French Huguenot mother that had put the sparkle in her own brown eyes and given her an unending sense of
the comical. There were all these—courage and daring and humor, yes, and talent, for all of her brothers and
sisters had an ear for music, clever hands at painting, down-to-earth appre ciation of hard work and the fruit
of their own efforts.
But there was more than this in the child’s inheritance from the Stultings. There was love for America.
How well she knew that! It was not the flag-waving kind of patriotism but love for their free land, so
strong and deep-rooted that every year of the ten that she had spent an exile in the land of China to which
she had gone as a bride, and where now lay buried three of her children (two within the last year before
they left for furlough), only made America richer and dearer until it seemed sometimes that she could
scarcely endure it. This love of country would be the baby’s. She would build it into her, for this was her
home.
There was the inheritance of Andrew, the baby’s father. It was a good inheritance. She thought back to
that family of German giants as she had first known them. Seven sons and two daughters, there were, all
people of strong will, single purpose, clear minds. The family had come to America before the Revolution
in which some of them had fought. With Andrew six were preachers, and one was an elder in the church
and throughout Virginia and West Virginia the Sydenstricker family was known for its towering men who
loved books, and was honored for the lives that they led.
Andrew had hovered at the door all night. She remembered this and a sudden warmth, near pathos,
swept her. He was a man, all student, whose heart longed to meet the needs of life even when that longing
was covered and made useless by incurable shyness and uncertainty as to what to do. She smiled now
remembering how his long fingers clasped and unclasped each other as he had stood wait ing, and how again
and again he had asked Anna and Doctor Wallace, who had come from the village, whether or not all went
well. She heard again his light, cautious step as it passed up and down the hall, it must have been all night.
From Andrew there would come a good mind and unmovable determination.
Thinking of Andrew made her think of their son Edwin, for Edwin was in many ways like his father—how
much like her, she could not tell. Edwin had come to the door once in the night, too, she remem bered, and had
been sent quickly back to bed.
Edwin was eleven. He had been waiting for the coming of the baby with passionate excite ment which he
had carefully tried to hide. Dear Edwin! For an instant she longed to have him here, to hold him close. But he
would have hated that, for he was tall for his age and reserved except in sudden gusts which made her wonder
—was he like her after all? Now she smiled to herself. After his loneliness, this little sister would make him
gay. They would all be gay now, for there would be a baby in the house again—a pretty, healthy baby, born in
her own old home.
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She sank into half-sleep. The journey home to America from China by Europe came to her again in
flashes. They had come the long way around to avoid the sea as much as possible because she was always so
ill on the water. Remembrance of beauty in things seen came back to her like bright gleams of color.
Conversations with all sorts of people, for she must ever talk with everyone, were suddenly clear in their
every word. Little incidents made her smile again. But over all and through all like a melody singing its way
through accompanying harmony there had been the one predominant thought that she was coming home.
She re-lived that moment when her elder brother Cornelius had met them. Nothing changed him or could
ever change him. He was the rock on which her life had been built as a girl. She felt again the unbearable
delight of the instant when the house had come into view as the surrey in which they rode, rounded the bend. It
was a beautiful house, more beautiful even than she had remembered it. The columns running to the roof in
front, the broad steps leading to the porch, struck her with their simple dignity.
But then there had been time for no more than that instant appreciation, for already she had seen her
father coming down the walk to meet them. As though she had not been away she saw him—white shirt,
snowy hair and beard, short quick steps. His words were as clipped as ever as he said simply,
“Carie, you’re back!”
Then Cornelius had stepped ahead and stood waiting at the open door which led into the broad hall, as if
to welcome her. He had not said anything, seeming to know it was a moment not to be spoiled with words.
She was at home and he knew how her heart had ached for this moment.
The people in that house were the dearest in all the world to her. Here were her father, her brother, his
wife, their daughters and their son. Here as in the days when she was a girl, there were music and
painting and good reading and excellent cooking. There were all the familiar rooms—but all this the
baby would be too small to see this time. They would wait until she came again. This time when she saw
everything Carie had thought not only for herself but for Edwin and the one she carried.
When winter came they went to search for a school where Edwin could be sent when he was too old to
be taught at home as there was no American school for him to attend in China. They went to live in the
village near the preparatory school, Hampden-Sidney. It had been a happy winter with Edwin in school and
America all around them.
Carie hungered to satiate herself with American beauty. She took some painting lessons from a friend
and feeling the thrill of a brush in her hand tried to record some of the things she saw—one day a little
farmhouse snug in a valley beneath a blanket of clean snow. She sang as she used to sing as a girl and her
voice had a fullness and abandon it could never have in China. Yes, she could push away all that had been,
for she was waiting for birth.
Now the moment had come. The baby was here. No sadness was to shadow this one. No alienness was to
bar her from the birthright of America even though she might have to be a child in China—there was
Andrew with his passion for preaching to the Chinese—because she, Carie, determined it.
She fell at last into deep, soft slumber.
*
It must have been mid-afternoon when she awoke. The maple was in shadow, and there was the odor of
supper being cooked in the basement kitchen and the soft clatter of dishes in the dining room.
Someone was at the door watching for her to wake. All of them seemed to be waiting there! Anna came
in smiling. She lifted the baby and held her for the others to see. They gathered around ex claiming. Edwin
slipped in shyly and stood looking not at the baby but at her. He came to her when she held out her hand.
He blurted,
“Mother, I’m awfully glad you’ve done it all so well.” He stopped, turned hastily and then stared at the
baby.
“She’s just like a doll,” he burst out, forgetting himself. “I didn’t think she could be that small!”
Everyone laughed. Then he laughed, too, and thought of a letter he could write to his cousins in
Virginia. Suddenly he wanted to laugh and laugh. Of course he wouldn’t. Instead he ran out, and clattered
down the stairs and into the orchard where he strode about—kicking the fallen summer apples and
swallowing the shouts that seemed to want to come.
Anna would let no one touch the baby. She changed her and laid her carefully in the cradle which stood
ready near the bed.
“You must have something to eat,” she said to Cane. “I thought you would never wake. But sleep’s the
best thing. Andrew, you come with me and fetch the tray. It will be ready in a minute.” She went swiftly and
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the baby’s father glanced hastily at Carie, his clear blue eyes showing nothing but simple pleasure and
anxiety to please.
Cornelius came to the bed.
“I’m glad it’s done,” he said simply. “You look fine and rested.”
In the moment he stood there looking down at his favorite sister, the past swept over him. From the time
when he was a boy in his teens he had watched over this sister espe cially. Life had always been serious for
him. He was the only child of all of Hermanus’ children born in the Old Country and on him had fallen
early responsibilities which Hermanus for his very fastidiousness and love of fine things and for his trade,
which was that of jeweler, was not fitted to handle.
Seeing how poor the schooling the village offered, Cornelius had determined that Carie should go away
to school. In those days it had been like reaching for Heaven. He had saved and saved from his tiny
teacher’s salary and she had gone.
That journey to Bellewood Seminary in Kentucky came back. They had had to go by surrey, then by boat
and train. He had planned carefully about money. Yet when he came to leave her, so far from home it
seemed, in panic lest she run short, he had emptied his pockets of their change. Anyway, he would not need
extra money to get home. The horse and surrey waited at the house of the preacher, Andrew’s brother John.
There would be a meal waiting the next day when he was sure to come there.
But when at last he reached the preacher’s he was a little late for dinner and they had already eaten. He
remembered now how his stomach had growled and protested and how he refused to speak of it. Instead he
had said he would walk a little in the orchard and there found a few apples to make shift until the next
mealtime came along.
He smiled suddenly, looking down. What a strange thing to remember now! If only he could have had
more to give her. But he said nothing of his memories. Words had never been many between the two. Now
as life passed and grew richer with suffering and joy, they were needed even less.
Hermanus, Carie’s father, came no further than the door. It seemed to him indelicate to stride into the
room where she lay abed. Instead he paused a moment stiffly, bowed his head a little, smiled, raised his
hand in friendly signal and then went briskly down the hall and stairs and into his room from which Carie
seemed to hear even at this distance the ticking of the innumerable clocks and watches which he was either
mending for the villagers or which he simply tinkered with because it was his habit. Her father was
growing old. An instant sadness swept her.
*
So the first day passed into evening and in the evening, as dusk fell over the meadows and hills, there was
music from below. Carie, lying in the dimness of her room, heard above this the light breathing of the baby
and reached out her hand and touched the warm bundle in the crib. The years in China seemed hidden as by a
curtain that is drawn. It was here in this house and here in this country that the new life must be rooted. In
that security Carie lay, her heart planning, her voice eager to join the singing from the music room
downstairs.
2
“Her name is to be Pearl Comfort,” Carrie said. In later years Carie came rather to regret the name
“Pearl” and said that she wished she had named her child “Jean.” And sometimes after that she called
her Jean, and that is the name used intimately in her family today. Edwin wrote to his cousins:
“Last night I heard a noise in Mother’s room. It sounded like cats fighting on the roof. I went to see what it
was but Father sent me back to bed. This morning I learned that I had a nice little baby sister.”
He told them what the baby’s name was to be. He wasn’t sure of the “Pearl,” but “Comfort” was all right,
surely. He scaled the letter and stamped it carefully looking hard at the stamp. It was not the old dragon
stamp he had used in China but a good one of George Washington. Today he couldn’t settle down to any of
the things he usually loved to do, like making little sketches with a sharp pencil, or carving a knot of white
pine, or sitting curled up with a book in one of the deep chairs. He looked oftener at the portrait of his greatgrandfather, Mynheer Cornelius Stulting, where it hung above the carved and fluted mantel in the parlor,
because it seemed important to think that there was another in his family. He wanted to rush up and stare at
the baby and see whether she looked like the portrait. But he would not do that. Anyway, as he remembered,
she was not like anyone but herself.
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It would be nicer when his mother was up again, of course. He missed her even among the relatives. He
always missed her when she was not right there. It was as though something had been taken from the air,
for he did not breathe with the same fullness; and as though a dankness and chill had crept into the house;
and as though a quality of lightness had left the room, or half-heard music had been stilled. He could not
think what it was that changed everything when Mother was not up and around, running quickly in and out,
talking merrily, singing snatches of things, making little jokes at which he laughed even when they made
him embarrassed, mimicking funny people until his raw ha-ha suddenly rasped out in spite of himself. No
one was like her, he decided. My, but he would be glad when she came downstairs again!
It was not long, for in the brisk sunny air with fresh milk and the good food Anna cooked and plenty of rest,
Cane was soon strong and once strong nothing could keep her in bed.
She went one day to the village and bought a length of eiderdown cloth to make Pearl a cape and hood.
She would take it with her when they went to see her sisters in Virginia. Nettie was clever with her needle
and they would sew it together. She chose a shade of delicate blue, blue with a touch of turquoise in it. It
would suit the baby’s eyes.
She studied the baby’s eyes while she nursed. They were clearer than any baby eyes she had seen, and
blue—not like Andrew’s which were forget-me-not, and not like Edwin’s which were like Andrew’s and not
like any blue eyes she had seen. They changed, sometimes a little gray, sometimes a little green, but always
clear.
As weeks passed she saw Pearl grow prettier, and more determined. When she began to hold her head up
Carie laughed to see how demanding she could be. But she was good except sometimes in the evening when
she cried and Andrew walked the floor with her, holding her like a basket of eggs which he feared to drop,
quite unsuccessful in quieting her, and yet painfully anxious to succeed.
Cane, watching him play with Cornelius’ youngest daughter, Grace, a child of three, knew as she had not
fully known that his inarticulate heart had missed the dead babies, too. He could never play freely with
children. They knew instinctively that one word from him, one outstretched hand, one smile, one half-playful
pinch signified as much as an hour of tumbling over someone else. So Andrew tried to quiet Pearl, striding up
and down the room with his step which was less set to the lulling of a baby, than to covering miles of country
road on his way to a preaching place among the Chinese valleys.
Cane knew his heart but at last took Pearl from him and in a little while had her quiet and tucked safely
in her crib. She knew Andrew’s heart in more than this, for already she saw that he had been too long away
from China. Already his heart was turned there and he was counting the months until they should set out
again for the land where his work lay.
She would not think of it except to make the most of every moment of the summer. She took part in all the
cooking and the canning. She put on a sunbonnet and picked berries, eating as she picked, the sun-warm fruit.
She sat with Anna’s daughters in the shade of the porch and sewed on tiny dresses while they sewed their
ruffles. She listened to Cornelius as he told of the people of the village, and was part of it again. She went to
church with Andrew and again her voice rang out in the old hymns she loved—hymns she sometimes could
not sing in China when her throat was tight with homesickness. She did everything as she had done it before.
At last, as it seemed to Edwin, they set out for Highland County in Virginia where three of his aunts,
Carie’s sisters, lived and where there were his cousins. Here, even more, it was country. There were miles
of fields and meadows, glorious mountains, mists, brilliant sunsets and air so keen and bracing that all of
them were filled with vigor.
Here, with Nettie, Carie cut a cape and hood, cut them cleverly so that only a few scraps were left. These
were gathered carefully by Nettie’s small daughter, Eugenia, to make a jacket for a doll. But the jacket was
never made, Eugenia deciding instead to keep the soft and beautiful pieces to be fondled years later as bits of
memory. Here Carie laughed with Nettie and Kate and her younger sister Gradda, remembering things that had
happened years before and rarely telling of the ten years she had been away.
Of those ten years it was hard to tell, for it was a life too remote from all they knew and a life she would as
soon not think of now. Everyone praised the baby and said how pretty she was and Carie held her upright,
brushing up the fair hair which now covered her head and cooing at her and making her coo and smile.
“Each baby is the best,” she said.
It was a happy summer for Carie not only because of Pearl and her own delight in the things of home,
but because of Edwin who ran barefoot over the meadows to rush in and eat enormously and to talk more freely
than ever he had talked in all his life. In China—no, she would not think of China. There was this day and she
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must live it to the full.
Because Carie had been ill when they left China, she and Andrew were granted extra time for furlough.
So it was not until autumn came again and touched the woods and turned them into the glorious colors Carie
loved, that they began to think of returning.
Even yet Cane thought more of America. She walked in the woods and came back laden with bright boughs
and red berries, gathered nuts, helped with the smoking of good hams and bacon. All the goodness of America
seemed heaped around her and she lived it all, for she had to store in herself not only enough for now but for
the years ahead. She gathered in the beauty. It would be not only for her but for the children. She would bring
it all back to Edwin in the days to come. She would tell Pearl of it and make it part of her life. She would
remember it again and again and refresh herself with it, for nothing could take from the storehouse of her
mind.
But at last the time came. When Pearl was five months old they left the house in Hillsboro and set out
for the west coast.
Of all of them only Andrew was eager. The extra months had been almost too much for his patience. Carie
saw his eagerness in the new timbre in his voice, in the shine in his eyes, the tremble of his hands as he tried
awkwardly to help in packing. All that he did now was for the last time before he set out for the work that he had
chosen and which was his life.
Andrew’s last sermon in the village church was one of hope and victory. The Word of God could save and
every day on which he did not proclaim it was to him a day of momentous loss.
Carie sang less clearly that morning but only Cornelius heard the difference. He looked down and saw the
sudden, shamed tears she dashed away. His hand holding the hymn book with her moved to touch hers and with
instant control she glanced up at him and smiled.
In San Francisco Carie had a picture taken. It was the last chance to have one made in America.
Pearl sat, tiny and straight upon a small table. Beside her stood Edwin, tall and proud. Pearl wore her
cape and hood, her eyes looking straight ahead, a little surprised, but not at all dismayed by the experience.
Years later Carie was to look at the picture and laugh at the baby who sat there like a queen.
And now Cane set herself for the return to China which must be by the sea that treated her cruelly. And
yet sick as she was when once they were on the sea she had to laugh to see the baby who re fused the bottle
on which she must now be fed. Andrew held her awkwardly and tried to feed her with a cup and spoon. It
was too much for him and at last Pearl was fed across the Pacific by the com bined efforts of Andrew and the
stewardess. Carie smiled to see a mite so obstinate, small in body but mighty in will.
*
They came to Shanghai, Pearl having traveled ten thousand miles before she was six months old and thriving
on it. During the weeks on the sea she had become more plump and humorous, more merry and demanding.
There was only one face Cane longed to see now and that was the face of the Chinese nurse, Wang Amah.
Yet, longing to see it she must push hack the memory of those others the Chinese arms had cradled. And she did
this resolutely while she scanned the crowd which waited for the ship. It was possible that Wang Amah might
have come to the coast to meet them even though it was a long trip by slow Chinese houseboat.
“Mother! Wang Amah’s there!” Edwin shouted suddenly. To see her was to feel a quick belonging to what had
been alien.
Once the gangplank was down they pushed their way ashore. Wang Amah rushed to Edwin and held him
against her blue cotton jacket. He drew away disgusted even though so short a while ago he had shouted out his
pleasure.
She reached out for Pearl. It did not matter that the new one was a girl. She clutched the baby laughing and
weeping. Carie stood back an instant, knowing that there must be time for this and feeling her own eyes stinging.
When she wanted to take Pearl with her in her ricksha to the hotel, Wang Amah held tightly to the baby and said,
“Mistress, it is so long. Let me take her with me,” and fell to fondling her tiny hands and saying “ Gou-guo—
precious” in the way she had with all the babies.
Carie saw that Pearl was all the babies back again for Wang Amah. The last glimpse she had as the rickshas
started off on the smooth Shanghai streets was of the small face smiling up at Wang Amah, accepting her.
3
They stayed only one day in Shanghai. Then they started to their old place where Andrew’s work lay, going
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first by steamer up the Yangtze River, and later by Chinese junk up the Grand Canal to the city which was
Taingkiang-pu. Carrie had now her two children and she set herself to make her home for them, bringing to it
fresh memories of her own home.
Pearl’s first memory is connected with this house in Tsing kiang-pu, or more especially its garden. The
garden was a court, walled about as are all Chinese city gardens. But Cane had made this unlikely spot
beautiful, and this beauty formed the background of the first picture Pearl remembers. She writes of it in this
way:
I remember one early spring morning in the court, where roses bloomed everywhere, festooned against the gray
brick wall, glowing along the edge of a small green. I am clinging to Edwin’s hand, staggering over the old flagged
pathway. Ahead of us looms the big gate, always closed against the passing world outside. The gate is raised from the
ground some six inches and underneath it marches an unceasing procession of feet—bare feet, straw-sandaled feet, vel vet-shod feet. These are for me the outer and unknown world. I stop, and very carefully, for I am somewhat obese, I
lower myself to the ground and peer under the gate. But all my peering brings me no higher vision than
flowing robes knee high or to the feet, or bare brown legs on which the muscles stand out like ropes. I can
make nothing of it and rise again, dusting myself.
Just then she comes out, the person around whom our own inner world revolves. She is dressed in a ruffly
white dress that sweeps the grass as she walks and she has a big, old straw hat with a red ribbon tied around it
on her curly brown hair. She has a pair of garden shears and she goes snipping the roses, wet with dew as they
are, until she has a great armful.
One perfect white rose, as large, it seemed to me, as a plate, she holds at arm’s length, gazing at it. It is
covered with shining drops of water. At last she puts it to her nostrils delicately, and seeing the look of ecstasy
on her face, I clamor also for this privilege. Whereupon she extends the rose to me and recklessly I bury my
face in it. It is larger and wetter than I had thought, and I emerge from it, sneezing and gasping and drenched,
with all the sensations of having been suddenly submerged in a cool pool.

Soon after this Pearl remembers that her mother was scarcely to be seen. The garden was empty. The
house seemed empty, too, for all its life was concentrated in Carie’s room. Carie lay desperately ill with one
of the summer diseases. It is Wang Amah who watches over Edwin and over her. Twice every day she is
washed and dressed, her hair newly brushed and curled before she is taken in to see her mother. She is too
small to see more than that Carie lies there.
It was that summer which made Wang Amah one of the two figures most important in her life and for a
time it seemed that Wang Amah was the more important of the two. Pearl writes of this memory:
She was, even at this earliest memory of her, already old. True, doubtless she would rather have had me
a boy. But even a girl was better than none. Doubtless, also, she would have preferred a child who had my
mother’s dark eyes instead of my blue ones, and my mother’s dark hair, instead of pale yellow floss …
But I seem to remember a time when all my world circled about that small, blue-garbed figure. Then did I
see no face but her brown wrinkled face bending over me, and I seem to remember a fairly constant
attachment to her hard brown hand, its forefinger very rough with needle pricks. At night when it was
suddenly too dark to breathe I remember being lifted out of my bed and cuddling down with the greatest relief
and comfort into a warm bosom.

When at last cool autumn winds swept away the summer heat they seemed to bring, too, a fat little blue-eyed,
black-haired brother whom Carie named Clyde. The change from heat to coolness brought health as well and soon
Carie took her place beside Wang Amah in the memories again.
All of Pearl’s world was in those days within the courts of the Chinese house in Tsingkiang-pu except for
stories Cane told her already—stories of a place called Home where apples lay on clean grass under the trees, and
berries grew on bushes ready to eat, and yards were un-walled and water clean enough to drink without boiling
and filtering. Already the small girl had a picture in her mind.
There was a house, large and beautiful, set on a green lawn. There was a wide stair going to bedrooms upstairs,
one of them Mother’s. There were pretty ruffled curtains and pictured paper on the walls. There were closets with
sweet-smelling linens. Down in the basement there was a big kitchen where someone called Aunt Anna made
good things to eat, such good things as apple pies and cookies with a certain kind of sugar called maple sugar on
them. There were cheeses, and hams and a thousand more things she could not remember all at once. There was
an old little man in the house and he was Grandfather. He loved watches and he had millions of them. He liked to
wear white shirts—shirts as white as his hair. He walked very fast. There was another man called Uncle ’Nelus.
He was taller and he worked in the garden and taught school and liked to take a child on his knee to tell a story.
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Oh, wouldn’t she like to see Uncle ’Nelus!
So from the little house deep in the interior of China, Carie reached out and touched America and drew it to her
children. Wang Amah told stories, too.
“And what stories can I tell, who am only an ignorant old thing and never learned the name of a letter in my life?”
the old nurse would exclaim, squinting at the toe of the perpetual stocking she held over her hand to darn.
The remark we both knew was merely polite, and I answered in like terms:
“You know more stories than any woman in the world!”
It was true she had a hoard chiefly from Buddhist and Taoist priests. The Buddhist stories were about wonderful
daggers that a man could make small enough to hide in his ear or in the corner of his eye, but which when he fetched
out again, were long and keen and swift to kill. Or they were tales of this god and that and what they did to men …
But I liked the Taoist tales better, really. They were tales of devils and fairies, and of all the spirits that live in tree
and stone and cloud, and of the dragons that were in the sea, and the dragons in the storm and wind. There was a
pagoda toward the east and I knew there was a dragon head pinned under there. If ever he man aged to wriggle loose
the river would flood and swell until we were all drowned. But there was no danger for it was a great, strong, beau tiful pagoda, and there the dragon was, imprisoned and helpless.
Many and many a time when I was surfeited with magic I used to beg my old nurse:
“Now tell me about when you were a little girl!”
Bit by bit she told me the story of her life. On rainy afternoons when we sat in the nursery, or on sunny afternoons
when she sat in the servants’ court, sewing, I put my bamboo stool beside her and leaned an elbow on her bluetrousered leg and listened by the hour …
“You must know, child, that I had when I was fifteen a very pale smooth skin, and my hair was very straight and
very black and my braid swung to my knees, and in front I cut it to a long fringe over my eyes like a veil. My mouth
was so red I needed not to paint it. My only fault was that my eyebrows were not even, and I had to brush them black
with my brother’s ink and writing brush. But my teeth were white and as even as the grains in a pomegranate.”
I was too polite to express distrust of this, for my old nurse would not tolerate rudeness in us, and I merely stared
very hard into that brown and wrinkled face. She had not more than six teeth all told, at this time, and the mouth she
had said had been so rosy was sunken now into her toothless jaws, and the lower lip protruded. Her greatest comfort
was that two of her teeth were opposite three others and so were still of use to her. One of the accidents she had that
grieved her greatly was when she later fell down the cellar steps and knocked out two of these serviceable teeth. We
children laughed and she showed us one of her rare flashes of anger and called out a good hard name at us. But
immediately she regretted it and fumbled in her deep bosom and produced a handful of watermelon seeds, warm
from her body, for us to crack. This was by way of apology, and we apologized, too, and all was well again.
As for her eyebrows, I could see they were too scattered. Her hair, as I sat staring at her, was still black, but very
scanty, and the patches of her bald head would have shone through except that on such places she had painted her scalp
black. I knew this and took great interest in it. She used our black shoe polish and, after applying it, would ask us if any
skin showed through now, and we advised on further touches. At a little distance it was a very passable deceit.

They were to be more isolated yet, for Andrew felt a need to preach in another town, more barren, less
beautiful. The only house which could be rented was a small, earthen one. Here in the winter after they moved,
Clyde came near to dying of pneumonia. This loss so barely escaped made Carie see that even though she would
be willing to follow Andrew to the ends of the earth for herself, for her children she would go less far. In the
white hot temper which was hers when she was provoked too much, she said in a dreadful still voice,
“You can preach from Peking to Canton, you can go from the North Pole to the South, but I and these little
children will never go with you again. I shall take them to Chinkiang to that bungalow on the hill, and while it
is empty we shall stay there where there is peace and where there are hills and fresh air … I have no more to
give away to God now.”
Instantly she set forth with the children and Wang Amah and came to Chinkiang, a larger city and river port to
the south, and settled in an empty mission bungalow. The house was to be theirs only a few short months before
the family assigned to it returned but with those few months there is connected another memory.
There is a narrow front yard enclosed with tiny box trees and bordered with beds of violets. Pearl is clinging to
Edwin’s thin forefinger. He is fifteen and soon he is going away to school in America. She is four now. She does
not know anything of the many letters that have crossed the Pacific planning for Edwin’s return. She can not know
anything of the anxiety in Carie’s heart, for Carie sings through the great square cool rooms and strolls through
the garden; Clyde tumbles in the grass and even Wang Amah sits down in its coolness with her feet straight before
her, her face serene or scolding when the little boy, toddling now and clambering, tries to perch him self on her
shoulder.
“Cly, lo, lo!” she says, her lower lip protruding, unable forever to make the sound of n. But Clyde creeps to her
through the grass and, smiling his sweetest at her, turns her anger into a vapor quickly melted away.
It is this summer that Pearl undertakes Clyde. After Edwin leaves suddenly she is the elder. Carie watches
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and smiles half-sadly to see the little girl leading him gravely round the yard, showing him his picture books
and pretending to read him a story from them. She listens.
There is a great big house with a great big yard. There are apples and grapes and berries and cows and
horses and bees. Grandfather takes care of the bees and they never sting him.
“Why?” Clyde puts in, his chubby face full of wonder, his eyes round, his lips apart.
Because he never hurts them and they know he never will. That’s what Mother says … So they make honey
in little boxes and it’s very sweet, very, very sweet … And there is a big tree near the house and there are
flowers, more than here, and, and …

A faraway look comes into Cane's face. It delights her always to see the two together. Pearl is the little
mother often intent as now on Clyde. Her hair curls around her face and the ends have been carefully
turned around Wang Amah's finger with a damp comb. Sometimes in shadow it takes on a bronze darkness
which changes it altogether. Her face is serious, absorbed in what she is saying to Clyde. She is still pretty
with her baby prettiness which was always distinct rather than round and soft as with other babies. The
nose is more slender, lips full but expressive. Her eyes as she looks suddenly up at Cane, feeling her there,
are brilliant with interest.
“That’s the way, isn’t it, Mother?” she asks.
Carie nods and smiles and a twinkle comes into Pearl’s eyes. In a sudden burst of feeling she throws her
arms around chubby Clyde who responds with two very wet kisses. His eyes are violet, his lips deep red,
his hair the rich chestnut of Carie’s.
4
But with Autumn, the bungalow on the hill had to be given up. Andrew searched for another home and
found at last a small three-roomed place above a Chinese compradore shop on the Bund,\fn{ The name of the
foreign concession in Shanghai:H } a street which ran along the shore of the Yangtze River where the city lay. It
was near enough the hills for the children to be taken there every day for their airing.
In this house on the Bund, Pearl’s continuous memories begin. There was the room which was the dining
room and parlor combined. It was not large. In the center stood a round dining table and when the chairs were
pushed into place there was not more than enough room to pass around it. In one corner there was a fine
Mason and Hamlin organ which Pearl knows Uncle ’Nelus sent. Mother often plays at it and sings, her voice
carrying through the open window so that sometimes a farmer or a Chinese gentleman passing in the street
below pauses and looks up.
There was a little barrel stove for warmth. There were two or three wicker chairs, and a low-hung wooden
rocker worn of paint. There were a few pictures—a framed magazine cover showing a shepherd leading his
sheep home from pasture in the dusk; a garden bright with flowers; Jesus with the children around him. At the
windows were ruffled white curtains.
There were two bedrooms, one for Mother and Father, one for Pearl and Clyde. There was a back porch not
good for much but a passageway, for one end was enclosed for the bathroom which was a cubbyhole with a tin
tub and enameled basins set on wooden stands, and Chinese wooden toilets. And the other end was the kitchen.
Between these two was a trap door opening down to an alley. At night Wang Amah spread her bed on this
closed door. Anyone going or coming after the family had gone to rest had to brave her, for she had to rise and
roll her bedding before the trap could be opened.
But Pearl’s world is no longer the house. Nor is it a garden. It is made up of the whole world of people she
watches from the windows on the street. She cannot quite see in all directions because to the left a warehouse
called a godown shuts off that part of the street. In front of her, this spring, a window box of brilliant geraniums
hides the sight of a disfigured beggar crouching just beside the compradore’s.
But she can see clearly the crowds of people moving up and down the street and these hold the gaze of her
gray-blue eyes. There is a farmer with his baskets of cabbages still dewy-wet from the sprinkling of river water;
a candy man shaping monkeys and birds from the taffy which he twists with slender dirty fingers, while he
inflates them through a reed buried in the lump of taffy itself. There is a sewing woman who sits in a doorway
patching a man’s blue trousers, and running her needle from time to time through her sleekly oiled hair to ease
its way through the heavy cotton material for a few stitches. An old gentleman is starting for the hills outside
the town, his thrush cage in his hand, his eyes very peaceful because of the thought of waving green grass
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and trees on the grave mounds. There is the call of a vendor of dumplings—she would like to taste one
although Mother will never allow it saying,
“They are very dirty. Look at the cloth that covers them!”
If she looks straight ahead above the street she can see the Yangtze River. It is very broad, so broad that
the distant edge of the opposite shore is only a dim, misty line, broken here and there by uneven hills.
On calm days the near shore is cluttered with boats. There are flat cargo boats, steam launches belching
heavy coal smoke and chugging like a man hiccoughing. There are sampans to transport passengers. There
are houseboats in which whole families live from one year’s end to another. On stormy days there are not
so many boats, for some go to wait in snug coves until the storm is past, Mother says. And sometimes
when a great wind arises, Mother draws the curtain and says cheerily,
“Come, I’ll read you a story. You choose the one that you like.”
It was a pretty river when the sun was bright. Far to the right lay Silver Island with another smaller
hilltop emerging beside it. Silver Island had lots of trees and up one side went a stone-paved path lead ing
to a temple which showed brick-red among the green. Some times in the early morning, mists hung over it
breaking into shreds and gradually melting away to leave behind them streaming bright ness which tipped
the waves with gold. Broad noonday sun was beautiful because its light made the sails of the junks seem
whiter and the boatmen's jackets more blue.
Sometimes at sunset time Mother stood beside her to look out. Now the water was no longer brown and
muddy. It had turned to gold and crimson, mirroring the sunset light and making long reflec tions of boats and
people which rippled to the near shore in wavering lines of color. After a while the color faded away and
instead there were soft grays and blues and the twinkling of tiny bean-oil lamps and the flickering of charcoal
stoves being fanned beneath the rice pots for the evening meal. Sometimes Pearl could hear the sleepy cry of a
baby and the sing-song lullaby of a mother; sometimes a wailing which she did not know was the call of a
woman for the flitting soul of a dying child. All the sounds wove themselves into the night and were lost at
last in the deep hum of the city of Chinkiang.
There is another world she is beginning to discover. It is the world of books. As winter passes she learns to
read well. She reads to Clyde, though not very fast, and Wang Amah sometimes watches and then goes off
shaking her head and saying proudly,
“Nau-ching cheh mu t’sing ts’u—that clear a head!”
Faster reading comes when she curls up on her bed with a book. There are scarcely any books but she reads
anything because suddenly it brings her new people, new places.
*
That winter in the house on the Bund, Father and Mother talk often of the summers. Always Mother
worries about the summer for that is the time of tropical diseases. Now Father says that some lovely high
mountains have been found. Mother tells the children of them”
“An Englishman was hunting in some mountains in the province of Kiangsi, and he found a high valley with a
fine stream running through it. It was such a good place that he took a lease on it. That means that he can use it
and build on it. Now some other people are building small cottages there where they can go and keep well in the
hot weather.”
“And are we going there, too?” Pearl interrupts. How fine it must be up there!
“Father is going to see the place and then we will decide,” Mother says.
When Father comes back they can’t wait to hear what he will say. Even Clyde is marching around the room
like a soldier shouting in rhythm,
“Going to the mountain! Going to the mountain!” Then they are all still, waiting.
“It is more like home than any place I have seen elsewhere in the world,” Father says. That is enough.
“We will find a way to go and we will build a little house, perhaps no more than two rooms,” Mother says and
smiles at all of them.
That winter Father goes back and forth several times and each time he comes back there is something to tell.
First there is a small lot on the mountainside above the stream; then coolies at work quarrying; then a tiny house
almost done. Father says in his spare, shy way when Carie presses him for details,
“Cane, I saw wild grapevines full of fruit, just like I used to eat on the farm at home. There is a fine
spring at the bottom of our lot. I drank a cup or two and it was icy cold. There are clean pebbles and white sand.”
That is all he says but instantly all of them see exactly how it must be. …

1248

146.35 1. Journey To The Western Paradise 2. One And The Same Girl 3. The Tragic Bride: Three
Folktales\fn{by Hsieh Pang-fei (1899- )} Hunan Province, China (M) 10
1
The events of this story occurred during the reign of the Emperor Ch’ien Lung.\fn{ 1736-1796.}
In a village in Chekiang Province, there lived two brothers of the Ch’en family. The elder of the two studied
and became a holder of the Hsui Ts’ai degree while the younger of the two became a small farmer. The Ch’en
family was not wealthy, so the two young men had very little to expect by way of inheritance.
As long as their father and mother were alive, the two brothers lived together in reasonable harmony but, after
both parents died, the two brothers soon found that they were not in accord over many matters. Each insisted on
having his own way in the home and each wanted to lead his own life in his own way. So, before long, they
decided to divide the property; and each then set up his own home and began to make his own way in the world
independently.
The elder brother, having reached a fairly high level of scholarship, decided to earn his living by taking in
pupils, while the younger brother continued his calling as a farmer and paid his attention to ploughing, sowing
and reaping. Little by little, the younger brother added to the area of his fields and acquired a fairly good holding
as a heritage for his family but, with the elder brother, it was far otherwise. With him, day after day, things went
from bad to worse for, in those days, school fees were very low—pupils paid their school fees at the rate of a
quart measure of rice per month, which was very little indeed. No wonder the elder brother couldn’t make ends
meet and that he became poorer and poorer as the days went by. Finally he talked the situation over with his wife.
“I wonder what discreditable deeds I could have done in my former existence to merit such bitter poverty in
this life,” he said.
“Just look at our situation!” said the wife. “We’ve come down to our last measure of rice. Beyond. that, we’ve
nothing left. We are indeed in a hopeless plight!” The husband then went on,
“I truly can’t see what we’ve done to deserve this kind of bad luck and misfortune. I know what I’ll do—I’ll go
on a pilgrimage to the Western Paradise,\fn{ Where Buddha dwells eternally.} and ask the Buddha himself why these
things are so.” His wife was in complete agreement with this plan, so she immediately got together the clothes and
other things her husband needed for his journey.
Now the way to the Western Paradise of Buddha was long and arduous and lay through vast tracts of country
where no man dwelt. But Ch’en was not dismayed, no matter what hardships he encountered or endured. No
matter how hard the way, he was upheld by his resolve to reach the Western Paradise, where he would put his
question to the Buddha.
For the first part of the journey, he did meet fellow travelers who smoked a pipe of tobacco with him and
chatted as they trudged on; and he also found places where he could lodge at night. But as he went on, day after
day, such encounters on the road grew less and less and there were fewer and fewer places where he could stay the
night.
Then came the day when he traveled from morning till night without meeting a soul.
He went on and on until he was faint with fatigue and then, suddenly, ahead of him on the mountain, he saw
the glow of a fire. At this, he plucked up courage and made towards the light. On and on he stumbled until he saw
that the fire-glow came from inside a small Buddhist monastery. He struggled on until he reached the place and
then sank down, exhausted, on the door-sill of the monastery. But he was unable to attract the attention of the
persons inside and soon fell fast asleep.
The monastery, although small, housed a fairly large group of monks who deployed one of their number in turn
as night watchman. The monk, whose turn it was to make the nightly rounds, heard the sound of snoring at the
monastery gate, so he unbarred the gate, threw the doors open and there found a man, fast asleep on the doorstep.
The watchman-monk shook the sleeping fellow by the shoulder and woke him up. Then, when the man was fully
awake he went inside to report the affair to the Venerable Abbot of the community, saying,
“I’ve found a middle-aged man fast asleep at the door of our monastery. Is it your wish to question him, Sir?”
Now that Venerable Abbot was a very good-hearted man, so he said,
“Bring him inside and, when you’ve done that, make some tea and take him a bowl of it to quench his thirst.
He must be very tired and thirsty.”
So the watchman-monk first led Ch’en into the little guest room of the monastery and made him sit down.
Then he went out, made some tea, and served it to the traveler. Then he lit a small charcoal fire for the weary man
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to warm himself by. Little by little, Ch’en began to feel better and, little by little, his spirits revived. When he was
fully recovered, the watchman-monk led him out to see the Venerable Abbot of the community who then asked,
“What have you been up to that you should flee to this remote place, arriving here in the middle of the night?”
In reply, Ch’en poured out his troubles to the old Abbot and related in great detai1 all the misfortunes that had
befallen him.
“At home,” he concluded, “I’m nothing but a poverty-stricken Hsui Ts’ai who depends for his daily bread on
what he can get by teaching a handful of pupils. I just can’t keep pace with the cost of living, so I’ve resolved to
go on pilgrimage to the Western Paradise, there to enquire of the Lord Buddha what misdeeds I could possibly
have committed in my former existence to merit such hardship and misfortunes in this life.”
The Venerable Abbot listened to what Ch’en said and then gave a merry laugh.
“O-ho!” he chuckled. Then he ordered some of the very best tea to be made and poured out for the visitor.
While this was being done, he explained his merry chuckle.
“We have a small problem here in this community. Would you, at your convenience, enquire about it for us
when you reach the Western Paradise?”
“What is your problem?” asked Ch’en.
“It’s this,” explained the Abbot. “Here in this monastery we apportion the duties among the one hundred
members of the community but, whenever we come together for meals, there are only ninety-nine present. I’d like
to know how this comes about.”
“I will willingly enquire about this for you when I get to the Western Paradise,” replied Ch’en.
So he kept this request in his heart. For the next two days, he enjoyed the hospitality of the monastery, and then
the Venerable Abbot escorted him to the outer gate saying, as he bid him a kindly farewell.
“Here, in your hands, I put this small package of food to sustain you on the road. Travel on your way today
until you come to the place where you think you would like to spend the night. A little further on you will see a
big house. Go there and tell them all about yourself and your journey.”
So Ch’en bade farewell to the Abbot at the monastery gate and traveled throughout that day until, at eventide,
he saw before him a very big courtyard. The house inside the courtyard was built at very grand scale; each wing
of it, housed many wealthy families. As night fell, Ch’en lay down to sleep at the outer gate of the courtyard.
There, a servant discovered him, woke him up and asked him where he had come from and then went in to report
to the yamen official who lived there.
The yamen official was a good-hearted man and so he, like the Abbot, invited the traveler to come inside and
gave him the same kind of hospitality as was given him at the monastery. Then, when the traveler was refreshed,
his host questioned him closely on everything connected with himself. So Ch’en told at length all the
circumstances of his home, how he had set out on pilgrimage and how he had been given hospitality at the
monastery and set on his way again. The yamen official also showed the utmost delight when Ch’en reached the
end of his story. Now why do you think he smiled and chuckled to himself? Well, he soon let his guest know.
“I’m delighted to know that you’re going to the Western Paradise,” he said, “for I am a man of considerable
wealth and property but, here at home, I have an only child, a daughter, and she is a deaf mute.. She’s intelligent,
but she is unable to express herself and so is extremely withdrawn. What is going to happen to all my wealth and
property when I am no more? To whom shall I bequeath my wealth and land when all the family I have is this
deaf and dumb daughter whom nobody is willing to marry? And so, my friend, when you reach your journey’s
end, would you please enquire of the Lord Buddha what I have done in a former existence to deserve such
bitterness in this life, that I should have no son to inherit my goods and that, at my death, all my life’s endeavors
should fall empty to the ground?”
Ch’en assured his host that he would carry out the request faithfully. Then, after two days, when the yamen
official was saying farewell to his guest he reminded him earnestly,
“I beseech you, do not fail to seek an answer to my question!”
“I will not fail you,” Ch’en assured him. And, giving this solemn assurance, he set out on the next stage of his
pilgrimage. Neither did he forget the promise he had made to the Venerable Abbot at the monastery nor the
question he wished to ask on his own behalf.
His way led on and on for many days through desolate mountain regions until at last, footsore and weary, he
felt he was somewhere near the borders of the Western Paradise. He had heard men described the Western
Paradise. They said it was bordered on this side by an ocean. They said too that the ocean was both deep and wide
but the waters were not like any waters of this world; they were so light in density that even a feather placed on
the surface would sink at once—and that no man, or any other creature, had ever succeeded in crossing through
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them. As he thought about this, his heart was, for the first time in all his journeyings, beset by anxious fears.
“Even if I reach the confines of the Western Paradise,” he thought, “how am I going to cross that formidable
sea!?”
Before long, he reached the shores of that very sea and looked across the waters. He paced up and down along
the shore. Not a living soul could he see anywhere; and no sign of a boat of any kind. While he was wondering
what to do, suddenly, a very, very old man who looked like a tortoise, appeared on the seashore and said to him,
“What are you doing here?”
“I’m journeying to the Western Paradise to see the Lord Buddha,” he replied.
“Oh! I see! You’re expecting to see the Lord Buddha in the Western Paradise, eh?” and he went on smiling to
himself. You may be wondering who this old man was. Well, let me tell you. He was none other than an Old
Tortoise Man. When the Old Tortoise Man stopped smiling he said,
“I will carry you across the waters to the borders of the Western Paradise provided you promise to do
something for me in return.”
“What do you want me to do?” asked Ch’en.
“I want you to promise that you will ask the Lord Buddha to answer one question for me.”
“I will certainly do that,” replied Ch’en, “provided you can convey me across these waters. Are you sure you
can do that? With unfeigned purpose and all sincerity, I have come to seek counsel of Lord Buddha, and I trust
and rely on Him alone to provide a means whereby I can cross this ocean.”
“I have been sent here by the Lord Buddha to convey you across.”
“Please don’t deceive me!” pleaded Ch’en.
“I’m not deceiving you. I tell you the truth. And when you see the Lord Buddha, will you ask one question for
me?”
“I believe you. What is your question?”
“Tell the Lord Buddha that for the past one hundred years, here on this seashore, I have been seeking by
asceticism to become an Immortal but have not achieved that goal. Please ask, why this is so.”
“Then tell me, Old Sir, your name, so that I can tell it to the Lord Buddha.”
“There’s no need to tell you that. Just mention this place where, for so long, I have practiced asceticism, and
the Lord Buddha will know who I am. There’s no need to tell him more than that.”
So the Old Tortoise Man ferried our traveler across the strange ocean and landed him safely on the further
shore. Then Ch’en made his way to where the Lord Buddha dwells and, when admitted the Lord Buddha asked
him,
“What brings you here to me?”
“I have come,” replied Ch'en, “to ask you, Lord Buddha, to enlighten me concerning all the things I did in a
former existence and to ask you three questions on behalf of others.”
“What are those questions? Ask them first,” replied the Lord Buddha. So Ch’en began,
“First of all, in a monastery where I stayed on my way here, there dwell one hundred monks. In assigning and
carrying out the duties of the monastery, there are undoubtedly one hundred monks. But when it comes to meal
times, there are only ninety-nine of them. So the Venerable Abbot has asked me to request you for an explanation.”
“An explanation is an easy matter,” replied the Lord Buddha. “At the rear of that monastery two tall palm trees
grow. Tell him to dig under the left hand tree and there he will find a hoard of gold; and tell him to dig under the
right hand tree, and there he will find a hoard of bronze. When you pass that way again, tell him to be sure to dig
up these treasures.”
Ch’en then told the Lord Buddha about the yamen official’s deaf and dumb daughter and asked the yamen
official’s question, to which the Lord Buddha replied,
:”This deaf and dumb girl will be cured when she sets eyes on her future husband. As soon as her true bridegroom arrives, she will speak. If any man comes who is not her destined bridegroom, she will remain a deaf mute
in his presence.”
“Then there is an old man on the seashore,” went on the pilgrim, “who has practiced asceticism for many,
many years and has not yet achieved the goal of becoming an Immortal. What answer will the Lord Buddha give
me to carry back to him?”
“He is assuredly waiting for you at the place where he put you down on this side of the sea,” replied the
Buddha. “When you get there he will demand my answer from you before he ferries you across. You must refuse
to give him my answer until he has landed you safely on the other side. Then you may tell him that inside his
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shell, there is a pearl which is luminous at night. He is to take out the pearl and give it to you. When it is in your
possession, whenever you wish for anything, touch the pearl, and your wish will be granted: if you wish for a
house, a house will be yours for the asking; if you wish to meet any particular person, that person will stand
before you; your every wish for will be granted to the uttermost provided you have that night-luminous pearl in
your hand.”
Ch’en forgot all about his own question and left the presence of the Lord Buddha. He made his way back to the
seashore. There, the Old Tortoise Man suddenly reappeared.
“Did you put my question to the Lord Buddha?” he asked. “And what answer do you bring?”
“I did ask your question,” Ch’en replied.
“Then please tell me what answer you bring me,” urged the Old Tortoise Man.
“You are to ferry me across before I am allowed to give you the Buddha’s answer,” Ch’en replied, “for if I tell
you now, you’ll probably not carry me across.”
So the Old Tortoise Man carried Ch’en across the sea on his back. As soon as the Old Tortoise Man touched
the further shore, he did not utter another word. His long period of asceticism was completed, and he became an
Immortal. He then drew out from between his fish-like body and its shell the night-luminous pearl that the Lord
Buddha had spoken of, put it into the hands of the traveler, and disappeared.
Our traveler then continued on his way until he came to the home of the yamen official. The yamen official
received him with the utmost cordiality, and gave him the kind of hospitality which he normally extended to very
distinguished guests.
“What was the Lord Buddha’s answer to my question?” asked the host.
“The Lord Buddha told me to tell you that when your daughter sees the man destined to be her husband, she
will speak.”
You will remember that the daughter of the house was a deaf mute who, because of her affliction, kept herself
always in the background. She was, nevertheless, very intelligent. On this occasion, while her father was still at
the outer door welcoming the guest, she called out in a loud voice:
“Father!” When the yamen official heard his daughter call out to him like that, his heart leapt within him with
surprise and joy.
“Alas!” he said, as soon as he had recovered, “the Lord Buddha said she would speak when she beheld her
destined husband. She has seen you and has spoken but, isn’t it a fact that you are married already?”
“It is so,” replied the guest.
In spite of this assertion, the yamen official insisted that his daughter should be betrothed to Ch’en with a
generous dowry. Ch’en refused the offer, saying,
“I have enough furnishings for my home already, without the gifts that you are willing to bestow.”
“That has nothing to do with the case,” the father insisted. “If you need money, I will bestow money. In any
case, I will divide my land and my houses, and half of all I have, will I give you with my daughter.”
“I assure you I do not need anything you wish to bestow upon me,” Ch’en pleaded, “for I have a nightluminous pearl which the Old Tortoise Man gave me at the request of the Buddha. With that, I am able to have all
I wish for as soon as I express the wish.”
And, with these words, he took out the night-luminous pearl and gave it to the daughter of the house to look at.
Oh! The wishing pearl was effective at once, for the girl touched the pearl and desired to marry Ch’en. Her
father was delighted and proceeded at once to draw up the betrothal contract and Ch’en had no option but to
accept her as his contracted secondary wife.
“I already have a wife at home,” he said, “she must remain number one wife.” The yamen official was content
that his daughter should be contracted to Ch’en as his secondary wife and so made all arrangements for the bride
to join her husband later on.
Two days after this, Ch’en set out on the next stage of his homeward journey and went on until he came to the
monastery where, as soon as the monks learned that he had come back from seeing the Lord Buddha himself, they
received him with the warmest possible hospitality. As soon as he was settled in the monastery guest room, the
Venerable Abbot came in and asked,
“Did you remember our request to the Lord Buddha? And what was his answer?”
“I didn’t forget,” Ch’en replied. “You have two palm trees growing behind the main building, haven’t you?”
“Yes, we have,” replied the Abbot, “a pair of them.”
“Then, dig beneath the one on the left and there you will find buried gold. And dig beneath the one on the
right, and there you will find a treasure-hoard of bronze. The mysterious, missing person of your community is
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this treasure. There are one hundred of you who work, but only ninety and nine of you who need to eat.”
When the Venerable Abbot heard this he rejoiced greatly and immediately sent out a group of the monks to dig
under the two trees. And there, indeed, they found the buried treasures of gold and of bronze. The Venerable
Abbot wanted to give Ch’en a reward in gold and silver, but he refused.
“No!” he said, “keep these things as treasures of your monastery, for I have a night-luminous pearl, the Lord
Buddha’s gift to me. With that in my possession, my every wish and every need is met as soon as I express it.”
After a day or two of rest at the monastery, he set out on the last stage of his journey home. When he reached
home, the first thing his wife asked was,
“What answer did you bring from the Buddha concerning our affairs?” Then Ch’en remembered that he had
completely forgotten to ask the question which was the main purpose of his journey.
“What!” exclaimed his wife. “You go to all that trouble and travel to the Western Paradise and forget to ask the
very question you set out to ask!”
“I completely forgot to do so,” stammered poor Ch’en. “I asked three questions on behalf of others, but my
own pressing needs I completely forgot! But look—see what I have brought back—a night-luminous pearl, the
gift of the Lord Buddha himself!”
Then he told his wife all about his experiences on the road and in the Western Paradise itself. Then they tried
out together the powers of the pearl and realized that they did not need to know the answer to their question after
all.
2
In the T’ai-fu District of Kiangsi Province, there lived a brother and sister. The brother, who was the elder of
the two, was surnamed Chang; the sister, on her marriage was surnamed Liu. The brother, who was a widower,
had an only daughter; the sister, who was a widow, had an only son. The brother had formerly held a high
government position in the capital, Nanking, while the sister’s husband, Liu, had held a similar high position there
too.
The brother and sister met each other daily and, when the little girl was three years old, her father betrothed her
to her little cousin who was living in his uncle’s house—for this was in the days when childhood betrothals were
the accepted custom.
The children passed each day in each other’s company and were not in the least aware of the childhood
betrothal arrangement made by their parents; they merely played together happily as children do. The little boy
stayed a great deal in his uncle’s home because his mother was a widow and had no other child. This happy state
of affairs went on until the children were about six years old. Then the boy’s uncle confirmed the betrothal
arrangement by telling the children explicitly,
“You are very lucky to be betrothed to each other. The marriage will take place when you are old enough.”
The days passed by happily until the children were about twelve years old and still the two of them played
together in innocent enjoyment of their childhood relationship. About five more years passed in this way until the
young people were sixteen or seventeen years old. Then a friend of the girl’s father came to the Chang family
home on a visit from Nanking, and to talk over the problem of finding a suitable bride for his son. Meanwhile, the
sister had taken her son on a visit to his maternal grandmother’s home.
In the Chang home, the father put on an elaborate meal in honor of his visitor over which they talked first
about government affairs in the capital, and then about the state of the visitor’s business. In this way Chang
learned that his friend’s business was yielding good profits. Then they came round to discussing the matchmaking
problem and the difficulty of finding a suitable bride for the visitor’s son.
“That’s what I’m troubled about,” said the visitor. “I’ve been searching day after day for a long time. The first
girl I found wouldn’t do. The next had a melancholy disposition. The next one was all right but her family didn’t
come up to the mark. And the last one I found was in other ways unsuitable. There’s no end to the business.”
He was clearly at his wit's end in the matter. In this situation Chang bethought him of his daughter and, in spite
of her long-standing betrothal to his nephew, forthwith promised her in marriage to his visitor’s son who lived in
another province. Of course, the young woman was not consulted in the new arrangement, but her woman servant
soon learned all about it and so, when the arrangement was concluded, she went at once to her young mistress and
said,
“Miss Chang! Your father has broken off your engagement to your cousin and has arranged for you to be
married into the Hu family. The young man lives in Nanking and has plenty of money; he is very intelligent and is
altogether a very promising young man. It’s a very good match for you!” When the young woman heard this she
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exclaimed in great distress,
“My father, long ago, betrothed me to my cousin. What has made him change his mind and give me now in
marriage to someone else!”
In the days that followed the young woman's anxiety and distress knew no bounds. She couldn’t bear the
thought of her changed situation. But her father and her aunt didn’t say a word about it; for in those days marriage
arrangements were entirely the duty and responsibility of the parents, the young people involved were given no
say in the matter.
When young Liu got to know about it he complained aloud,
“Why is it that my uncle has now broken off. my long engagement to my cousin? I well remember his solemn
words to me when I was three years old, when I was five, when I was twelve, and again when I was sixteen. I
remember his assuring me that I was betrothed to my cousin. Now we are old enough he should fix the wedding
day instead of breaking off the engagement like this.”
Now, although the young man’s mother knew what her brother had done she still didn’t discuss it with her son
because she knew he would be heart-broken over it. So she put off saying a word to him about it. She put it off.
and put it off, until the young man was nearly eighteen years old. Then she heaved a great sigh and said to herself,
“Why should I worry about it any more!? Why should my son be concerned or distressed about breaking off.
the engagement to his cousin? I don’t see why he should insist on marrying her. Making or breaking an
engagement is a parents’ affair. Besides, my brother may have forgotten all about that childhood betrothal.”
Then she stopped, for she recollected clearly, sentence by sentence, what her brother had said. There was no
possibility of a mistake. She remembered perfectly. She was certain that her brother had not forgotten either. So
she set about working out a new plan for her son.
She came of a very wealthy Nanking family. Her mother was the granddaughter of a former provincial
governor. Besides, the boy’s father had had many friends in government circles in Nanking. So, following on his
mother’s suggestion, young Liu set off on a visit to his maternal uncle in Nanking, for he could not bear staying at
home any longer eating his heart out over the broken engagement. When he told his mother his plans, she gave
her full consent.
“A very good idea,” she said. “But how about traveling expenses?”
“I have enough money,” he replied. “I don’t need any more.” He then said goodbye to his mother and set out
for T’ai-fu where he took a river-boat to go first to Chi-an Fu in Kiangsi Province.
On the journey, one evening, just before the sun set behind the mountains, he saw in the evening light a young
woman emerge from the forest, walk down the mountainside and sit down on a boulder to rest.
“How very like my cousin,” he thought. The more he looked, the more his amazement grew.
“It must be my cousin,” he exclaimed. “It can’t be anyone else!” So when the boat came nearer he called out,
“You are my cousin, aren’t you? What are you doing here?” he asked. “Why have you left home?”
“I’ve run away because my father has arranged to marry me into the Hu family, and. I’m unwilling to obey him
in that; so I’ve left home to join you in Nanking.”
The truth is that his real cousin was still at her father’s home while this young woman who accompanied him
to Nanking was Miss Chang’s huen p’eh.\fn{I.e., her spiritual soul (huen) which had brought with it the p’eh (or body-soul’s
bodily image) of the girl, the actual body still being in the home of her father, bedridden and nearly inanimate. } However, the young
man was convinced by the unmistakable resemblance to his cousin, so he led her to the river-bank where he had
the gang-plank let down and helped her on board. When they were settling themselves in the boat, the boatman
became very suspicious.
“When you went ashore, you were alone,” he said, addressing himself to the young man. “Who is this young
woman you’ve brought into my boat? Is she your sister? Is she your wife?”
“Neither,” replied the young man. “She’s my cousin. I’m making no pretense that she’s my wife.”
The boatman was satisfied that they were close relatives, so he had nothing more to say, and they proceeded
peacefully on their way to Nanking. When they got there, the two cousins looked for a place to stay. The young
woman had carried with her a good supply of money and gold jewelry, so they were able to rent a house. The
young couple lived happily together for the best part of three years during which time young Liu did not look up
his relatives, nor did he seek a job. During this time they had two children, a son and a daughter, but they never
once wrote to give their parents news about themselves. Then, after a time, their affairs began to go badly and
young Liu was forced to go out to find employment. The young couple talked over the situation together and
decided to go home to their parents. Acting upon this decision, they packed up their goods and chattels, settled
their affairs in Nanking and set off for home. When they drew near their home, young Liu left his wife and
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children in the boat and went to call on his mother to tell her all that had happened since he left home. When his
mother heard what her son told her, she could not believe her own ears.
“How can you be speaking the truth?” she said. “Your cousin is still here at home. She has been ill and has
never left her bed since the day you went away. And now you ask me to believe that she had borne you two
children! The very idea! It’s outrageous. I guarantee that this woman you have married isn’t your cousin. It’s
incredible!”
“Mother! Please listen to me,” pleaded the young man. :”I assure you that this young woman I have with me is
none other than my cousin! Come and see for yourself.”
“Very well,” said the mother. “Let me go with you to the boat and look at this young woman. Then I’ll say
what I think.”
Thereupon young Liu led his mother to the boat. When she looked into the boat and saw the young mother and
the two small children and recognized the strong resemblance they bore to their parents, all her doubts dissolved.
“There’s no question about it,” she said. “This young woman is my niece.” Then she told her son to leave the
two children in the boat with their mother and go and tell his uncle that he had returned. When he told his story,
his uncle refused to believe a word he said.
“What!” he exclaimed. “You tell me I have a daughter who ran away from home to join you and that she has
lived with you in the capital! I tell you, my daughter is in my house and has not either risen from her bed or left
her room these three years! How could she have lived elsewhere and have given birth to a son and a daughter!”
Now the personal maid of the daughter of the house stood by and heard what her master said, so she slipped
away to the boat to see for herself how things stood. What a surprise she got!
“There can be no doubt about it,” she exclaimed, “this young woman is the living image of my mistress.”
Muttering these words, she went back to her master and said,
“Master! There’s no mistake about it! My young mistress is there in the boat with her two small children—a
boy and a girl.”
“Are you sure?” asked the master.
“It’s impossible for me to be mistaken in that!” replied the servant. “How could I doubt the evidence of my
own eyes?”
As her master still stood incredulous, the nephew, as a last resort, persuaded his mother to call on her brother
and add her persuasions. But the uncle-father-in-law refused to see his sister. So his nephew pleaded with him,
“Uncle, do come and judge for yourself whether my wife is your daughter or not. Everything she says of
herself tallies with what you know to be true of your daughter.”
So the uncle went to see for himself. And what a surprise he got! The young woman who greeted him was
indeed his daughter!
“Father,” she said, “it’s three years now since I left home, but see, I’ve come home again. bringing these two
lovely grandchildren for you. Surely you recognize your own daughter!”
“But my daughter is at home, unable to leave her bed!” exclaimed the uncle.
“Father, if you still don’t believe me,” said the young woman, “take me home with you and take me into your
daughter’s bedroom.” So he yielded to her persuasion, saying,
“Very well! You insist that you are my daughter, while I think my daughter lies bedridden at home. I’ll take
you into her bedroom and you can see for yourself.”
With no more words, he led the way to his daughter’s bedroom and there, in a trice, the two young women
became one! The invalid daughter was no longer an invalid for she and the young mother were one and the same
girl!
3
In the Hsiang-hsiang district of Hunan, by the side of. the river, In a village called Mountain Stream, there
lived a family of the surname Chü. The father’s name was Chü Hua-chao.
Chü Hua-chao was a very wealthy man who had an only child, a daughter, to whom he and his wife had given
the name Hsiang-lien. While Hsiang-lien was still a very small child, her father formed a strong bond of
friendship with a neighbor named Ch’en T’ien-seng, who held a high official position in the capital. As both
families were both well-off and influential, Chü Hua-chao fulfilled his parental duty by betrothing his daughter to
his friend’s small son, Ch’en Yü. Although there was no written contract, the arrangement was fully understood
and accepted by both parties on behalf of their children.
A few years after this, the Ch’en family fell on evil days. Ch’en T’ien-seng, in the course of his duties as a
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magistrate, broke the law and, as a result, the Emperor had him arrested, brought to trial, and cast into prison in
the capital. His wife did all she could to effect his release. She used up all their savings and sold most of their
belongings to raise money to have her husband’s case reopened, but all her efforts were in vain: Ch’en T’ien-seng
died in prison, and his wife soon followed him to an early grave.
In this way, Ch’en Yü was left an orphan and almost destitute. Fortunately, he had an aunt, his father’s sister,
who had pity on him and took over responsibility for his upbringing. Ch’en Yü’s aunt sold most of the remaining
property of the Ch’en family and used it to pay for the boy’s education. He studied well and wanted to go on to
higher studies in the capital. He would have liked to have prepared for the imperial examinations, but he didn’t
have enough money to cover the considerable cost of the journey, by hired cart, to Peking.
At this juncture, his kind aunt and her husband fell ill and both of them died. When this happened, Ch’en Yü
had less means of support than ever and no means of getting enough money for the journey to Peking to sit for the
examinations. He had no choice but to abandon his plans for a scholarly or official career, and look around for
some other means of earning his living.
When Chü Hua-chao became aware of Ch’en Yü’s impoverished condition, he hardened his heart and
completely changed his attitude to the young man. He was afraid that, if he allowed Hsiang-lien to marry Ch’en
Yü she would be exchanging her comfortable home for a poor one in which she would not have enough to eat or
enough clothes to wear. So he decided to go back on his word. With this intention, he sat down and wrote a letter
demanding, not requesting, Ch’en Yü to come and state exactly what his circumstances and prospects were. Then
he called a servant and told him to deliver the letter, personally, into Ch’en Yü’s hands. Ch’en Yü received the
letter. When he saw that the envelope was addressed in his prospective father-in-law’s handwriting, he was very
happy indeed.
“My prospective father-in-law is inviting me to call on him!” he said to himself as he broke the seals.
Then he unfolded the letter and read what was written there. In the past, Chü Hua-chao had often invited Ch’en
Yü to the house as a favored visitor—but this was an invitation with a difference. Ch’en Yü was astonished to
read:
When you come to the house this time, don’t come in by the main entrance; come by the side door. You are still in
mourning and, as a consequence, your garments are not of the fashionable kind. So be sure you come in by the side
door.

Even as he read the letter, Ch’en Yü grew pale. He was well enough versed in letters to be able to read between
the lines that his hopes were being dashed to the ground. With a heart full of forebodings he went across to the
Chü’s home. After he had been admitted at the side door, Chü Hua-chao received him in his study and
immediately came to the point,
“I’ve asked you to come to see me on one matter only. I know that you are now in reduced and difficult
circumstances. You’ve hardly any family possessions and, under the circumstances in which you now find
yourself, I can no longer consent to my daughter’s betrothal to you. For that reason, I have asked you to come
here today to insist upon your writing a letter in which you break off the engagement. When you’ve done that, I’ll
give you a sum of money, in silver ingots, to help you set up a proper home for yourself.”
When Ch’en Yü heard Mr. Chü utter these words he filled with rage, but he managed to say in a very
controlled voice,
“Prospective father-in-law, you are asking me to write a formal letter renouncing my betrothal to your
daughter, Very well—I will write it. And you are offering me a sum of money to help me establish myself. Very
well too—but I don’t want your money. I refuse to touch it. I may be poor, but I’m not a spineless creature. You
may deprive me of my promised bride, but you can’t compensate me with money!”
Chü Hua-chao stood silent for a moment, then he called a servant to bring out the four treasures\fn{ Pens, a block
of ink, paper, and the smooth grindstone for making the ink. } of his study and place them before Ch’en Yü. When these were
placed before him, Ch’en Yü, in silence, wrote the letter in which he formally broke off his engagement to
Hsiang-lien. Then he solemnly, with both hands, placed it in Chü Hua-chao’s hands. Having done this, he turned
and left the room without even a backward glance. The servant who brought out the four treasures overheard the
business of the letter revoking the betrothal. He told Hsiang-lien’s personal maid who, in turn, broke the news to
her young mistress in this way,
“Mistress,” she said, “your fiancé has been here today.” Hsiang-lien’s hopes ran high.
“I wonder what business he came on,” she said. The maid-servant then broke the news.
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“Your father is forcing him to write a formal renunciation of your betrothal contract.”
Upon hearing this, Hsiang-lien broke down weeping, for she knew she was powerless against a father’s
decision in the matter of his daughter’s marriage. All she could do, under the circumstances, was to remain silent
and heart-broken. She quickly recovered her composure and then turned to her maid-servant and said,
“Go quickly to my father’s study and wait outside. When Mr. Ch’en Yü leaves, follow after him softly and,
when you are out of sight of this house, speak to him and say, ‘I have a message from my young mistress.
Tonight, when the night watchman is going his rounds beating the third watch of the night, you must come to
meet her in the garden. There is a moon tonight, so you can find your way without a torch.’”
The maid-servant sped to do her young mistress’ bidding. As Ch’en Yü left Chü Hua-chao’s study, she
followed him until he was about half-way home to his lodgings. Then she whispered,
“Sir! Stop awhile! I’ve a message for you!” Ch;’en Yü stopped and, when the maid-servant had caught up with
him, she continued breathlessly,
“My mistress wants you to meet her tonight—in the garden of her father’s house—when the night watchman is
beating his gong for the third watch of the night. There’s a moon tonight—so don’t bring a flare. Be there without
fail!” Having delivered her message, she sped away.
Ch’en Yü realized that this was a very unusual request, for he knew that the accepted custom was that a
betrothed couple seldom or never met one another, unchaperoned, once childhood days were past. Also, in those
days, it was also considered a shameful disgrace to a young lady if her parents broke off an engagement to a
young man of good character. As the proverb says,
A good maiden should not be wed to an old husband;
A good horse never turns to eat the grass in its rear.

In spite of this tradition, when the moon was up and the night watchman was making his third round, Ch’en Yü
went to keep the assignation with Hsiang-lien. Hsiang-lien had wrapped up a large number of silver taels in a
cloth bundle and was waiting for him in the garden. She thrust the bundle into his hands.
“Take this,” she whispered hurriedly. “It is my wish. Use it to cover the cost of your studies and the expenses
of your journey to Peking. Go and make a name for yourself as a scholar.” With these words, she turned and sped
back to the house where he dared not follow.
Ch’en Yü stood there gazing after her, deeply moved. Then he took the cloth bundle home with him to his
lodgings. When he opened it, he saw the silver taels and with them a note in Hsiang-lien’s handwriting:
If in this life we have no hope of marriage, we shall wed in the life to come.

Ch’en Yü’s heart was exceedingly heavy as he read this note but, because of his love for Hsiang-lien, he took
fresh heart. With the money she had given him he continued his course of studies, sat for the local, provincial
examinations and passed with good success. Then he managed to get a note to Hsiang-lien in which he said,
I shall be off shortly to Peking to sit for the imperial examinations.

When Hsiang-lien received this note, she collected together all her remaining money, wrapped it in a cloth and
sent it to Ch’en Yü with good wishes for the successful attainment of his high hopes as a scholar. When Ch’en Yü
received the gift and the note he bent all his powers to succeeding for her sake. He therefore hired a cart, gathered
together his books and other belongings and set out for the capital on his quest for fame.
After Ch’en Yü had been compelled to renounce his engagement to Hsiang-lien, and while the two lovers were
secretly sustaining their mutual affection and hopes, Chü Hua-chao and his wife set about arranging a suitable
marriage for their daughter by negotiating for her betrothal to an influential family of the surname Hsiao who
lived near Mountain Stream Village. When Hsiang-lien was told of this plan, she was very upset. She had no wish
at all to be married into the Hsiao family for she had set her heart on marrying Ch’en Yü. Her father, on the other
hand, had set his heart on the marriage alliance with the Hsiao family, and arrangements were soon well advanced
through the services of a good middleman. Thus Hsiang-lien had no way of escape from a marriage against which
her heart and mind rebelled.
At last, the auspicious day for the wedding arrived. Strings of fire crackers were let off, and the procession of
wedding gifts, the bride’s trousseau and her family’s contribution of furniture and household furnishings, red
boxes of wedding gifts and scarlet trays of festive foods, preceded by gaily-dressed musicians and bearers of
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floating banners inscribed with lucky words, set off for the Hsiao family home. The red curtained sedan chair for
the bride waited for its occupant in the courtyard of the Chü family home. The bride, arrayed in her jeweled
wedding gown and wearing her bridal head-dress and veil, sat ready but, when her father and mother came to lead
her to the door, she refused to be led to take her seat in the bridal chair. Her parents exhorted her and pleaded with
her, but she did not move. Finally, they said to her,
“Daughter, what’s wrong? Have we omitted to give you anything? Whatever you ask of us we will give you, if
only you will consent to take your seat in the bridal chair.”
“The only thing I lack,” replied the bride, “is a small razor for trimming my hair.”
Hsiang-lien's parents were only too glad to grant this request. It seemed such a small thing to give her; but they
little realized what was in their daughter’s mind.
The bride then took her seat, the red, bower-embroidered curtains were closed, strings of fire crackers were let
off, the eight chair-bearers lifted the chair shoulder-high and, preceded by musicians, set off for the home of the
Hsiao family. On the way there, Hsiang-lien spoke to the leading chair-bearers,
“When you first come in sight of the Hsiao family home, or as soon as you can hear the music coming from
there, let me know.”
“There’s no need for us to tell you that!” the chair-bearers replied. “They’ll be letting off fire crackers as soon
as we reach the borders of the Hsiao family estate—a big cannonade of them—as a sign of welcome to you.”
Hsiang-lien waited until she heard the noise of the welcoming cannonade of fire crackers—long strings of
them in a continuous burst of explosions—then she took out the small razor and severed her veins.
The chair-bearers jog-trotted along until they set down the bridal chair at the door of the Hsiao family home.
When the red curtains were drawn open, there sat the bride, dead—with the red blood still flowing from her veins.
Thus the wedding day changed swiftly to a day of mourning. As Hsiang-lien had already been conveyed to the
Hsiao family home, she was considered as a member of that family, and so the funeral arrangements were the
Hsiao family’s responsibility.
Meanwhile, Ch’en Yü had passed the imperial examinations with the highest possible honors and was awarded
the title of Chuang Yüan—no small achievement at any time. He then set out from the capital and, three days
later, reached Mountain Stream Village at the very moment when the news of Hsiang-lien’s death reached the Chü
family. No sooner did Ch’en Yü hear the sad news than he set off to the Hsiao’s home to discuss the funeral
arrangements with them.
“The funeral arrangements,” he said, “are not the responsibility of the Hsiao family. Hsiang-lien has been
betrothed to me for many years, so she belongs to my family—the Ch’en’s. I’ve just arrived back from the capital
expecting to marry her—so I wish to have Hsiang-lien’s body conveyed to my home and to have the funeral take
place from there.”
After considerable discussion, the Hsiao family gave consent and arranged for Hsiang-lien’s body to be
conveyed to Ch’en Yü’s home and for the funeral to take place from his home three days later. Naturally, because
Hsiang-lien had killed herself because of her devotion to him, Ch’en Yü was overcome with unbearable grief and
sorrow. His heart and thoughts were constantly with his beloved fiancee. Then, on the night after the funeral he
had a dream in which he saw Hsiang-lien, who spoke to him and said,
“Now that I am dead I cannot, in the eyes of the world, ever be your wife; but in reality we are truly man and
wife. Remember my vow to you—if in this life we have no hope of marriage, we shall wed in the life to come.
Therefore, I ask you to build an extension to your house—just a small room with a door leading from your room,
but with no windows. When you long for my company, be it day or night, seek me in that little room.”
Ch’en Yü woke with a start and felt that the command was only a dream inspired by his grief and longing for
Hsiang-lien.
The next night he dreamt again, exactly the same dream, with exactly the same command. He then began to
feel that there was something mysterious or even supernatural about it. For a whole week, day and night, he
carried the thought of it in his mind and at the end of this time he once more had the same dream in which
Hsiang-lien concluded with these words:
“You must do as I have commanded you. Farewell. I must now return to the place from which I have come.”
Ch’en Yü awoke thinking,
“This is amazing! It is much more than a mere dream. This is the third time I’ve had that dream, and each time
it has been the same!”
For the next three days he went around in a daze, turning the dream over and over confusedly in his mind.
Then he had the same dream again. This time he was certain that it was no dream so, the next day, he fulfilled
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Hsiang-lien’s command and built the extension to his house—a small room without windows but with a door
communicating with his own room and furnished it with a bed and a dressing table with drawers.
In a very few days the room was ready. That night, Hsiang-lien came to him in the form of her huen p’eh and
remained with him. Day and night after that, they lived together as husband and wife. In the course of time
Hsiang-lien conceived and in due time gave birth to a son.
“Now what shall we do!” said Ch’en Yü. “I am not truly married and yet I have a baby son in my home!
What’s to be done next!”
“You must make it known,” replied Hsiang-lien, “that I have returned from the next world to your home. But
now that I have borne you a son, I have no means of staying here any longer. I have to return to my place in the
other world.”
Having spoken thus, she disappeared.
192.67 Excerpts from A Son Of China: 1. “My Childhood” 2. “How I Amused Myself”\fn{by Sheng Cheng (1899)} Ichang [Yizheng] nr. Nanking, Jiangsu Province, China (M) 6
1
My father was dead. Relatives, friends, and neighbors no longer came to see us, or only on rare occasions. My
mother, ill and alone, was housekeeper, teacher, mother, and mother-in-law all at the same time. She moved
toward the future with her four children.
My brother Lien and I played together in a sort of sad peace. Wood, the youngest, began to make words and to
crawl about. My deaf-mute sister was with us, working. She mended our stockings; made us satin robes and
shoes; embroidered and knitted.
In the family cemetery, under the pines, the cypresses, the magnolias, the grass, the moss, and the lichen, slept
our ancestors—our grandfather, the delightful opium-smoker; our uncle and our aunt; finally, our father. There
was no man left in our family. A family without a master; a mother without a son; a woman without a husband:
this is a weak, defenseless nation!
*
My mother was always ill. She spent three years in bed. She dreamed of joining her husband while she fought
on alone. The doctors were in agreement in saying that nothing could be done. We awaited the fatal moment. My
mother still ran the household. She fought the devils who surrounded her. It used to be only the Grandmother
whom she had to watch. Now there were intrigues and gossip all about. The invalid went from bad to worse.
We wept. One day it seemed as if the end had come. We no longer knew what to do. Our Grandmother,
weeping as if she were younger than we, kept praying to Heaven. The lighted candles and the smoking incense
only made us weep more loudly. Out of the silence, deep, melancholy, wide, absolute, came a voice:
“I will not die! No, I will not die! For I ought not, cannot die! My mother-in-law has no son, and she needs me!
My children have no father, and they need me! I will not die! I will not die! I will not die!”
My mother got well again.
*
We wept. My sister wept noiselessly. My brother Lien wept loudly and earnestly. I wept abruptly, almost
without realizing it. Wood wailed, without realizing it at all. The Grandmother wept because she could not help it.
My mother, who had had enough of tears during her lifetime, was now bathed again in the tears of her family.
Death has so widely laid waste young Humanity; Death continued to prey upon our family. But at last Death
retired from before my mother.
*
My feelings bubbled to the surface. My emotions became more specific. I loved with a great love. I hated with
a great hatred. I could feel pity. Together with my family, I wept for my mother. I wept for our home, our pleasant
home so often darkened with sorrow. We reflected. We thought:
“If our mother died, what would we do?”
While I was still a child I learned to think, to reflect, to understand, and to will. I did not merely wish: I willed.
I had one capacity, and one only—to be and to possess. To be Emperor? No, I did not want to be Emperor. He was
too small for me. I wanted to be something greater than he. To possess an Empire? No, I did not want to possess
an Empire. I wanted something greater than that.
*
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Above all I did not want to learn how to read. I had to go to school when I was five. I was made to go. My
mother and kind Mama Wan made me. As she spoke words of wisdom to me, Mama Wan said:
“If you are a good boy and will go to school, I will give you candy!”
For the first time in my life I gravely weighed the pro and the con of a matter in the little scales within me.
“Candy, or school?”
I gave in to the attractions of the candy and went to school.
*
I had to arise early. I remember how ruddy was the distant sky in the dawn. The Pagoda was our faithful alarm
clock. Thousands of birds gathered there to make a concert of sound: the crow, solemn; the sparrow, sharp; the
rooster, sonorous. The pigeons would begin to coo, the chicks to peep, the dogs to bark, the nightingales to sing.
Finally came the wailing of the waking children in the house. I cried.
My mother came and went, through the court, the kitchen, the garden. She came to dress us. Hot water was
ready. Breakfast was prepared. I cried. Weeping was my music!
“No, Mother! No! Let me stay just a minute longer in bed! Just a minute longer!”
“It’s terribly cold out, isn’t it, Mother?”
“Time to go to school, my child!”
“Oo, Mother! It’s awfully … awfully … awfully cold!”
*
“Come, my child, it is no longer winter. I have put your clothes under the covers in my bed. They are nice and
warm. They will be warm when you put them on.”
“Oh! Oh! Oh!” I screamed in protest. I closed my eyes tight. I wrinkled up my forehead. I stuck out my lips.
My brother made fun of me.
“Cry-baby!” he called.
My mother rebuked him and called on me to get up. Meanwhile, she rocked little Wood in her arms and
motioned my sister to get my best shoes ready. I got out of bed. I washed myself in hot water. My mother combed
my hair. Every morning she undid my braids and did them up again. After the coarse comb came a fine one. Then
my mother braided my heavy black hair.
“Now aren’t you pretty, my Happy?”
“No! No! I want to have my hair short, like the revolutionists!”
The Chinese wore their hair up before the Manchus came. The pigtail is a sign of the submission of the
Chinese to the Manchus.
“Be still! You’ll get your head chopped off, my child!”
The girls arranged their hair with little rosettes over the ears, while the women wore theirs after the fashion of
the Ming Dynasty.
“The men were subjugated by the barbarians,” says an old proverb. “But the women did not submit.”
*
Next our mother took us into the Grandmother’s room. We made our morning bow to her. It was at this
moment that we learned whether her humor that day would be bad or good. Sometimes she laughed and teased us.
She talked and talked, and cackled as if her sides would burst. Sometimes she was peevish and silent. Often we
left her, thinking:
“Today will not be pleasant.”
Almost always, after she was up, the Grandmother was solemn and stern, and tried to find fault with us.
*
After the morning visit to the Grandmother, I had to go over my lesson for the day. My deaf-mute sister sat
with her embroidery, watching us say our lessons. She smiled. Finally my mother let us go.
“That’s enough,” she said. “Go get your breakfast, children.” Confucius says:
“One should not talk while eating; one should not talk while preparing for bed.”
My mother sat watching us. I did not eat enough breakfast to satisfy her; I was waiting for the candy-seller to
pass. My mother ordered me to eat more. She was afraid that I would be thin and weak, and die young.
“Mother, I’ll eat a lot more at noon!” I promised her.
Then it was time to go to school.
*
I used to make fun of the teacher, as well as of the teacher of teachers, Confucius. My brother Lien went ahead
of me. He walked boldly up to the table where the teacher sat. My first teacher was an old man of fifty, with a
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bachelor’s degree. He had a yellow beard. With our arms folded across our breasts, we bowed up and down, up
and down before him.
“Tradition,” I would say, under my breath. “Confucius and Yellow. Beard, Amen.”
“You can recite your lesson first, young mischief. Maker!”
“It’s begun already,” I would say to myself.
The ruler whacked down on the table. That dismal instrument of discipline was two feet long, four inches
wide, and an inch and a half thick. That dismal instrument of discipline was heavy. It was still heavier when the
representative of Confucius and of the Tradition of the Scholars raised his arm and brought it down with the full
weight of his body behind it. Willy-nilly, I would recite the maxims of the Sage of Sages. But I was not a good
parrot. My brush was always bad. My Chinese ink was always too thick. My paper was always either too thick or
too thin. My jade inkwell—handed down from generation to generation—was broken. It was time for my writing
lesson.
“Teacher, may I leave the room a moment?”
“Provided that you come straight back. If you don’t, the ruler awaits you.”
*
The candy-seller was on his way past. I went out and stopped him. I began to gamble with the candy-seller.
Once. Twice. Three times. By cheating, I won all kinds of candy men and dogs and cats and flowers. My brother
came out to look for me. I went back with him. Yellow Beard would not listen to my explanations. Down came
the ruler with a crash on the desk. Weeping and asking his pardon and promising never to do it again, I held out
my right hand to him like an obedient student. Twelve strokes!
“And the left hand?”
“My left hand didn’t do anything, teacher!”
“Oh, yes it—!”
“Here it is, teacher!”
Twelve more strokes! My streaming eyes blamed my hands; my hands blamed my feet; my feet blamed my
head; my head blamed my heart. But my heart blamed no one. It merely said what it thought of that imbecile
Confucius and the unworthy teacher who represented him.
I did my ideographic writing.\fn{I.e., the writing of Chinese characters } I trembled as I wrote. I drew a horse with a
horn coming out of its head. Confucius would have enjoyed seeing an animal like that one.
“Come here, Happy!” called the teacher.
“What?” I said.
“Hurry up. Teacher is calling you,” said my brother.
“All is not well. O Heaven! What’s the matter?”
I went up to the teacher’s table. Oh, my ear, my poor earl How it burns! It has been twisted into the shape of a
snail shell in the teacher’s right hand. Finally it straightens out again.
“When and where did you ever see a horned horse?”
“In Tibet, teacher! In Tibet!”
“Little liar! You are not old enough to have been to Tibet!”
“I saw it in the Dictionary of Kang-hy, teacher!”
“Liar!”
“Teacher!”
“Little liar, the ruler is waiting for your answer.”
“Well, it isn’t a horse at all!”
“Then what is it?”
“It is the ancestor of the horse, the horse’s angel, the chief horse of the Western Heaven and of the Emperor’s
Palace, which you have never seen!”
“Little wretch I Now you’ll get it!”
Smack! Smack! Smack! The ruler spoke. No more argument. I said I was sorry. I promised never to do it again.
*
“The Duty of the Child.”
This was the subject for a literary composition. I was tired of school, so I wrote little poems instead. Old
Yellow-Beard was watching me like a sentinel, and I saw him silently approaching. He read the poem. He was
hurt. His beard stiffened. I felt a cuff in the back of the neck, and I tore the poem into a thousand pieces. Ten more
strokes of the ruler! When noon came, I went out, flushed, holding my left hand in my right.

1261

“The Duty of the Child.”
The duty, not the right. The must, not the can. I would have liked to write on “The Strength of the Enfant
Terrible.” I fell to dreaming.
Suddenly I was the leader of the army. I was giving orders right and left. I was just about to burn the image of
Confucius and to crush the teacher’s head.
Suddenly I was the leader of my country. I was destroying Tradition. I was driving back foreign invaders.
The end of the lesson came. The teacher’s head was still on his shoulders. He came down to me, kindly. On my
paper there was nothing but meaningless marks and birds’ feet. He was very angry! I said that I was very, very
sorry, and promised never to do it again.
*
Five minutes later my essay was finished. The teacher smiled at me and said:
“Good. You are a good boy. You will have a red button on your cap.”\fn{ A button of red jade was the sign that the
wearer had successfully passed the Imperial Examination }
“Never,” I said to myself. But I answered aloud:
“Yes, teacher, so I will!” When there is a ruler hanging over one, diplomacy is necessary.
Next came the commentary on the canonical works of the Confucian School. The Ta Hio, or the Great Study!
“The law of the Great Study consists in developing and making clear the luminous principle of reason which
we have received from Heaven …”
I did not understand. I went on wIth my commentary just the same. But inside me I kept saying:
“Confucius! Imbecile!”
*
History! “The Reign of Kao Tsung of the T’ang Dynasty (627-650 A.D.)” Twenty-three busy years packed
with facts, the Golden Age of Chinese history! I had to learn them by heart.
But I much preferred that other, mythological kind of history which our Grandmother, all kindness and
amiability, told us as we sat around the glowing stove.
“The first man was P’an Ku, born by chance out of chaos. He was the great architect of the Universe. With a
chisel in one hand and a hammer in the other, he gave the earth its form. This task required eighteen centuries of
work. When it was over and the earth was ready to receive its inhabitants, he died. His breath became the wind
and the clouds. His voice became the thunder. His blood became the rivers, his right eye the sun, his left eye the
moon, his hair the plants and the trees. His flesh became the soil and his bones the mountains and the minerals.
And the parasitic insects which crawled over his body were the beginning of the human race.
“After this creator came three giants. They were the heads of three great families, and each ruled for six
thousand years: The Heavenly Family, the Animal Family, and the Human Family.”
*
Geography. History may be boring. The annals of twenty-four dynasties follow each upon the other; each
dynasty has from twenty to thirty Emperors; each Emperor has his legitimate wife, two secondary wives, and
from thirty-six to seventy-two concubines.
But Geography is no easier. History covers forty-seven hundred years; Geography covers more than thirty-six
million square miles.
It is not pleasant to be a little girl born under azure skies, for little girls’ feet must be bound and mutilated. It is
no more pleasant to be a small boy in the Flowery Middle Kingdom, because small boys are forced to learn so
many things in so short a time—to read and to write in an ideographic system that involves several thousand
characters—merely so that they can tell foreigners that they are descended from the most civilized people in the
world. Name after name must be learned. This wise man comes from that region. Often historians disagree. A
province has eight departments; a department has eight districts or hsiens, a hsien has from twenty to thirty
cantons; a canton contains from a hundred to a thousand families. And each family has its archives and its
genealogy … This battle took place in that canton.
I am crucified upon History and Geography. Time and Space! What a cross upon the back of a young Chinese
schoolboy who runs eagerly after pleasure when he can avoid the teacher’s ruler!
I composed poems with the names of cities and of the dead.
I learned Chinese prosody.
I had to recite poetic accents.
Ping ping chi chi chi ping ping
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Chi chi ping ping chi chi ping
Chi chi ping ping ping chi chi
Ping ping chi chi chi ping ping

Can one become a great poet like Tu Fu or Li T’ai-po by learning poetic accents and the technique of prosody
by rote? No. I do not think so. Chinese words, with their five intonations, are divided into two big groups: Ping
and Chi. The ping group consists of ping acute and ping grave. The chi group consists of chi rising, chi forced,
and chi held. Two pings and three chi form the five intonations of the Chinese language. It has a unique
musicality. Each of the five intonations includes a score of groups of rhymes. European music is only now
beginning to achieve the chromatic intonations which our verse possesses. The rhythm of our poetry is unforced.
I did not understand all this. I wrote poems willy-nilly.
Crow, my friend, come to me.
I shall go to you.
You call your mother.
And I call mine.

2
When a whole day of cramping study was at an end, I had to do something to loosen my nerves, use up my
energy, give me a feeling of freedom.
Quickly I threw down my green bag.
Quickly I ran out of doors.
Quickly I ran to the Temple of Peace, which was my headquarters. Captains, lieutenants, second-lieutenants,
corporals, and privates were waiting there for their Commander~-n-Chief. I came in with an Imperial manner. I
mounted my throne. They saluted me! I gave my orders:
“Attack the rebels of the South Gate.”
*
How did it happen that, although I was younger than most of my comrades, I was chosen Commander-in-Chief
of their army? Three of us—Ko the Bonze, my mother’s nephew; Sun the Monkey; and I—were nominated by
our comrades as candidates for chief of our army.
“Only by the performance of some extraordinary feat can we decide which of us is to be chief,” we said, and
our comrades howled their approval.
One night I broke into the Hunan Club. Only a child, I climbed up on thc cupola of the theatre and started to
make away with a beautiful vase surmounted by three triple-pointed lances which symbolized the Trinity of
Peace, Exaltation, and Happiness.
But the precious vase was firmly attached to the cupola. My strength was almost gone. The silver waves of the
Blue River laughed up at me mockingly. I perspired. It was almost daylight. My long-sought symbol would not
budge. What an idiot was the mason who had fixed it there!
I pulled with all my weight on the Eternal Trinity. I was angry. I pulled harder, and became furious. I rained
curses and maledictions upon the vase, upon the lances, upon their points, upon its base, upon its solidity, upon
the work of all masons, and upon Peace, Exaltation, and Happiness. The cursed dogs in the courtyard began to
bark. I, the thief, was paralyzed with fright in the starlight.
I untied my red sash. I attached it to the vase. I tugged with all my strength. At last the vase began to move.
Gradually it came loose from the cupola. How happy I was! For the vase with its three lances was to be my
insignia as Commander-in-Chief.
Content, I climbed down again with the precious vase and the symbolic lances under my arm. I fled amid a
terrifying roar of barking dogs which gave away only too clearly the fact that a thief was about. The door of the
Club opened. Out came a man. He ran after me like a tiger. He gained on me. I was at the end of my strength. As I
ran over the bridge, I pitched the vase into the river. But I ran on with the lances. I had cast away the symbol of
Peace, but 1 had kept the symbol of War.
The Hunan Club mobilized a score of its members to fish the vase of Peace and Happiness out of the river, but
they did not find the triple-pointed lances. Three symbolic parts—less one. Exaltation had fallen. But I was raised
to the rank of Commander-in-Chief.
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That evening came. We three who were candidates for the command of the army each told the assembled
warriors the story of his feat of daring. My cousin Ko spoke first.
“I have stolen the wooden drum from the Temple of Peace! Here it is!”
“Bravo!” My friend Sun the Monkey said to him:
“You are not only nicknamed the Bonze, but you really are one, for you now have the wooden drum from the
temple. A bonze in command of a temple is well enough. But a bonze in command of an army? No!”
“Then what have you accomplished, Monkey?” asked Ko the Bonze.
“I have stolen the night watchman’s wooden rattle.”
“Bravo!”
“What is the rattle used for, Sun the Monkey?” asked Ko the Bonze.
“The night watchman uses it to frighten off evil-doers.”
“Then you are fit only to be a night watchman, and nothing more exalted!” Everyone shouted to me:
“What have you done?” I told my story and showed them the three triple-pointed lances.
“I threw Peace into the river,” I said, “and I honor War before you all!”
“Bravo! Bravo! You are alone worthy to be our leader and to stand at the head of our army!”
*
In the beginning we had only about a hundred and twenty children in our army. The oldest were thirteen or
fourteen; the youngest were six. I appointed chiefs of Brigades of Five, of Ten, of Twenty, and two chiefs of
Brigades of Forty: Ko the Bonze and Sun the Monkey. In case of defeat Ko was to beat on his wooden Drum of
Mercy to ask peace and an armistice. Sun was to signal the approach of enemies with his rattle. As councillor I
chose Shon the Prudent, a silent child who had a good head and could lay plans that would bring victory. I named
my dog Red Rabbit, the name of the horse of the God of War, and decorated him with a pink ribbon. With a cap
for helmet and firecrackers for bombs, I gave my orders by signalling with a bamboo sword.
“Forward to attack the South Gate!”
The children of this suburb of the city were wild and vicious, and had defeated us many times. The
Commander-in-Chief of their army was the son of a constable who was leader of a powerful secret society. There
were more than four hundred of them. We had been beaten by them—we, residents of the center of the city, beaten
by residents of the suburbs. We had suffered a good many casualties.
The day after I became Commander-in-Chief of the army, I decided to attack them, in spite of our weakness.
Numbers did not count in my eyes. I knew that our enemies were not well organized.
But the boy who had stolen the vase from the cupola of the Hunan Club Theatre was to suffer a bitter defeat. I
left my Commander’s helmet in the hands of the enemy.
*
Afterward, I prepared my revenge.
I went alone many times to study strategic positions. I set up guide marks in the thickets, on the hillsides, on
the river bank. In order to remind myself of the shameful defeat I had suffered, I imitated the King of Wu (495477 B.C.). I lay down upon a pile of elm branches and ate fish gall. The bitterness of defeat! Furthermore my
adviser, instead of greeting me as usual, would say to me gravely:
“Have you forgotten your helmet?”
Night and day I devoted to the instruction of my officers and their troops. For unless I could regain my honor, I
could no longer be their chief!
*
Finally the day arrived. The ultimatum was sent. That evening the offensive began. All the orders had been
given the day before. I put two leaders of Five in command of the advance guard. I sent out two Brigades of Five
as ambushers: one on the right side of the Mandarin Road, the other on the left. I armed another Brigade of Five
with firecrackers and sent them to the top of the hill under cover of the woods. Four Brigades of Five,
commanded by Sun the Monkey, were to attack the enemy in the rear. I led the remainder of our army. The
artillery officer and the medical officer were at my side.
“The enemy is advancing,” announced one of my three spies.
Our advance guard took up the first shock. It consisted of four Brigades of five soldiers each, all big. But they
were pitifully few in number.
The enemy laughed. They pursued our routed advance guard, chanting a song of victory. They approached the
city. They began to encircle us to beat us out of the woods.
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We threw out our left wing and our right and spread with them. Four Brigades of strong boys advanced on their
flank. Our main army, composed of big boys, dove into the enemy.
A firecracker! Everything went off at once. From the North, from the South, from the East, from the West,
from the sky and from the earth, things began to happen. Firecrackers boomed. The Commander~in-Chief’s horse
barked. Flags appeared on the hillsides.
The enemy, numerous as they were, were routed, and were too frightened to fight further. They had let
themselves be taken in. Now all they wanted to do was to flee.
We captured the chief of the enemy army.
*
Ko the Bonze beat on his wooden drum. It was the signal for our victorious troops to retire. We illuminated the
Temple of Peace to celebrate our victory. The rebel chief was brought before me. I began to show the vanquished
how to conduct himself. Fong—his family name—was supposed to kneel before me in sign of allegiance. But he
remained standing and demanded his immediate release. No one wanted to let him go without punishing him. But
I wanted to show my power over my followers. I came down from my throne and undid his bonds and handcuffs
of rope and vines. I said to him:
“Brother, till we meet again!”
“Don’t let him go!”
“He who breaks discipline,” I cried, “will be punished more severely than he who refuses allegiance.”
They all fell silent. Fong left. I went with him to the gate in the moonlit wall.
*
A few days later I received a note from Fong.
“Let us fight again!” I answered:
“Fortify your courage still more. We shall meet agaIn.”
Meanwhile, the children of the East Gate, the West Gate, and the North Gate joined forces with us. One day,
after a terrible combat, we took possession of the headquarters of the children of the South Gate—the Temple of
the God of War. The enemy’s officers were captured.
Fong was among them.
I mounted my throne, my head cut and bleeding.
“Now what do you say?” I asked him.
“Nothing!” he replied stubbornly.
“Will you submit to my sole command?”
“No. Never!”
“You are as much the Constable as your father!”
He said nothing. I came down from my throne to remove from his head the green hat that had been given him
for shame.
“Come to me, dear brother! I salute you!” I said.
“Take back your helmet,” he replied. “And be our chief.”
195.62 An Autobiographical Statement\fn{by Lo Ping-hui (1899- )} Yi-liang County, Yunnan Province, China (M)
10
My family home is in Yi-liang County, Yünnan, where I was born in 1899.
My father belonged to the middle peasant class but later became poor because of bad economic conditions. In
my home were my parents, my brother and I, and my wife and child.
When I was very young I helped with the work on the farm. My life was hard and bitter under our harsh
landlord, and I ran away to join the army when I was twelve. I walked for two days, then turned off the main road
to hide in a peasant’s house and rest. My family had sent some men to bring me back. This group had searched for
five days when I accidentally met them on their way back, after they had given up hope. I was obliged to return
home, and after that my family had a very bad feeling toward me.
Finally they divided the house and gave me a wife so that I could live apart from them. Though I was only
twelve when I became an independent householder, I was grown-up at that age. My parents thought that I was
always anxious to run away and that a wife would tie me down. I didn’t like this marriage but didn’t know how to
escape it. The family liked the new arrangement because I had embarrassed them by fighting against the landlord
and insulting and cursing him.
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Although I was the eldest son, I was a “bad boy,” while on the contrary my younger brother was a “good boy.”
He was a kind of ally of the landlord against me and I hated him for his obedient, kowtowing attitude as if he were
a worm.
In that part of Yünnan we did not count by mu of land but by the quantity of the crops. We had a good harvest,
and my share of our crop was seven thousand chin. This was enough for me and my wife.
My relations with my family and with the landlord were never good. I was always anxious to leave. At sixteen
I ran away again and joined the army in Yünnanfu. At that time the army held a high position in society in
Yiinnan, taking the place of the old scholar-officials. When the old scholastic examination system was abolished,
a new military examination was instituted. It was very strict and required perfect health, eyesight, and the like.
My personal reason for wanting to join the army, however, was mostly in order to have freedom to revenge myself
upon the landlords. I got this idea from seeing two soldiers (who had returned to my county) beating up a landlord
with impunity.
Three years after I ran away I heard that all my family’s property had been confiscated by the landlord because
they were accused of “stealing” from him. I have never heard a word about any of my family since then. Recently
I wrote a letter to inquire about them but I have received no reply as yet.
Lo Ping-hui is not my real name but a “fighting name” which I took when I left Canton to join the Northern
Campaign.
*
I joined the artillery—we had only six cannon—in the Yünnanfu garrison, T’ang Chi-yao being garrison
commander. This was in 1915.
I never went to school. When I joined the artillery I learned a little, and later I received my education in the
Red Army. Though communications were bad and the people in my county were ignorant of outside affairs, I
knew about the 1911 Revolution when it happened and of the formation of the new modern army. It was my
ambition to be a soldier in this new army.
After two years of common soldiering I became a sergeant. Next I was put in charge of the company
commissariat. 1 was promoted from the ranks because I learned my studies well and enthusiastically. In the
garrison I was nicknamed “the Model Soldier.” Every day we had lectures on military training. I passed all
examinations well and had no bad personal habits, and so made a good impression on the higher officers. After a
while I became a member of T’ang Chi-yao’s staff and went with him to Hong Kong in 1920 when he was
defeated by other militarists. I lived there in T'ang’s house for eight months.
T’ang Chi-yao was an old feudal militarist war lord, not at all revolutionary. He considered me honest and
reliable, and trusted me very much, and so made me his purchasing agent. Much money passed through my hands
and I could have made a good deal of “squeeze” but somehow I didn’t care about money. My regular salary was
forty dollars a month and I considered that enough. My life with T’ang was luxurious but I didn’t like it. I was
revolted by an easy life and have always enjoyed hard soldiering.
T’ang Chi-yao had been governor-general of four or five provinces. He had a fortune of ten to twenty millions
at least. He opened his main account in the Sino-French bank in Yünnan and Shanghai, and when this concern
went bankrupt, T’ang fainted! This bankruptcy cost him ten million dollars. Later he lost another portion of his
fortune in a Japanese bank.
Because I didn’t like either the life or the society of Hong Kong, I left T’ang and returned to Yünnanfu. Hong
Kong had made a deep impression on me. I saw what imperialism meant to China and I realized the extent of the
corruption in the Chinese ruling class when I saw the way the militarists went to the treaty ports and wasted the
tens of millions they had squeezed from the hard-working people. I had seen French imperialism in operation in
Yünnan and I understood the meaning of it still better when I passed through French Indochina on the way to
Hong Kong. On the Yünnan border, if you take one piece of silver or one needle into Indochina the French fine
you, but coming in the other way they themselves bring in anything they like free of duty. I remember seeing a
typical incident when I went through customs in Indochina. A Chinese had bought a water pipe for four dollars
and the customs demanded a tax of six dollars. He threw the pipe into the sea and refused to pay. For this he was
boxed on the ear by the customs officer and was fined twelve dollars.
*
When I arrived in Yünnan I was arrested because of my connection with T’ang Chi-yao but after a week two
officers got me released. Seeing that the old feudal forces still dominated in Yünnan, I went to Kweichow for a
while. Then I heard that Sun Yat-sen’s group were in Kwangsi. I went there and joined Chu p’ei-te’s army as a
staff officer.
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I hadn’t read any of Sun Yat-sen’s books, but I had heard all about him in Hong Kong in 1920, and I was
especially impressed with his ideas of destroying the reactionary militarists and fighting against imperialism. As
soon as I heard about him, I wanted to go to Canton to join him but could not make connections with any of his
group at that time.
Sun Yat-sen’s group were then planning the first Northern Campaign in Kwangsi. In 1922 Chu p’ei-te’s army
attacked Kwangtung and occupied it, and continued on to the attack of Kiangsi. When we arrived in Wan-an
County (the home of the wife of Chu Te), we learned that Ch’en Ch’iung-ming (Sun’s general in Canton) had
revolted and that Sun was surrounded. Chu p’ei-te had to return to save Sun in Canton, and he sent me to another
army, the Kwangtung provincial forces under Li Fu-lin and Hsu T’ung-chih, in order to control those troops—Chu
suspected they had some connection with Ch’en’s revolt. I was commissioned as an intelligence officer of Chu
p’ei-te to observe operations.
These Kwangtung provincial forces were defeated, and they withdrew into Fukien.
We had no telegraph or radio then; and I traveled night and day for 190 li in order to tell Chu p’ei-te of the
defeat—this act of mine saved him from being surrounded by the enemy. After I made my report, Chu retreated
because one flank was exposed. The enemy had already attacked his rear. We retreated from Hunan to Kwangsi.
When I was sick on the road, Chu p’ei-te gave me his own horse to ride, and he always invited me for tea and
meals with him. He had a good deal of respect for me, and after my recovery he gave me a captain’s commission.
Chu was a good commander, compared with others of that time. He was a believer in moderation, did not want
bad relations with anybody, and tried not to displease people. But he was not a good revolutionary.
From Kwangsi we again launched an attack on the renegade Ch’en in Kwangtung, and succeeded in capturing
the province. Chu p’ei-te’s troops became Sun Yat-sen’s special bodyguard. Chu then had only one weak brigade
of two thousand men, two other brigades having revolted.
Incidentally, this bodyguard brigade was recently sent\fn{ C.1936} to the Northwest under Wang Chün to fight
the Red Army. When Wang Chün was reported killed in an airplane accident a short time ago in Kansu. Chiang
Kai-shek issued an order to arrest him thinking he had joined the Red Army.
I was made commander of the arsenal guards in Canton. With my company as a nucleus I organized two more
companies to guard the arsenal. Soon the Northern war lord, Fan Pen-jen, a follower of Wu P’ei-fu, attacked
Canton. Because the forces in Canton were weak, I was made acting battalion commander and was sent to the
front of the attack with my companies from the arsenal. I was wounded in this battle but did not go to the rear to
recover. After a while the enemy put up the white flag and wanted to surrender to us. I ordered my troops to cease
fighting, took another man with me, and went to their camp to negotiate the surrender.
While I was in the enemy camp, they received an order not to surrender but to retreat. They took me along with
them as hostage, afterward putting me into prison in Kanchow, Kiangsi, for nine months. This was in 1923.
At first the enemy battalion commander wanted to shoot me, but others objected. It was decided merely to
imprison me for the time being. As I had two wounds in bad condition, one in the neck and one in the hand, it was
difficult for me even to think of escaping. When I had been in prison about nine months, a number of our
Kwangtung troops who had betrayed to the North were stationed in Kanchow. The Kwangtung commander,
named Yang, knew me and when he heard I was in prison there, he secured my release because he admired me for
my bravery in battle.
*
We used to think we had big battles in the time of the Northern Campaign, but they were nothing compared to
the fighting between the Kuomintang and the Red Army. Those were militarist wars, and the soldiers didn’t know
what they were fighting for. Even so, all the one hundred thirty men in my own company had been killed except
twenty.
But this was unusual. I was noted for leading my company to attack. I have always had friendly, intimate
relations with the men under me, and I am careful to make all my ideas clear and to give just reward and
punishment; therefore I have always kept good order and discipline among my troops. In the days of the Northern
Campaign there were many mutinies among the Northern soldiers, but not among the Southern. These mutinies
were partly based on provincialism and partly on the antagonism between soldiers and officers. In Kanchow,
Northern soldiers mutinied against their officers who were Southern, killing many Kwangtung division
commanders. A second uprising that occurred there involved about one thousand troops. The main reason for the
mutinies was that the soldiers hated the Southern officers—most of them were from Yünnan and Kwangtung—
because they were corrupt and squeezed the money meant for the soldiers’ food and clothing. After some fighting,
the mutinies were put down.
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I escaped from Kanchow by changing my name and disguising myself as a peasant. The day I arrived in
Canton I had no money even to buy my supper when night arrived. 1 went out to find my old general, Chu p’ei-te,
but was unable to locate him that afternoon. Next morning 1 met some Kwangtung officers for whom 1 had done
favors in other days and asked them to take me to see Chu P’ei-te. They refused, despising me because of my poor
clothes—they being all dressed like fine gentlemen indeed. Finally a policeman told me where Chu P’ei-te was
staying. I went to the house but was not permitted to enter. When the sentry tried to shut the door in my face, I
said to him authoritatively:
“I have a special message for General Chu. He sent me to Kiangsi on a mission and if I cannot see him now, I
must write this to him. You will be held responsible for any delay.”
The sentry decided to take me to a guest room and give me paper on which to write a message. Just then a
motorcar drove up, bringing the commander of the Kweichow troops for an appointment with Chu P’ei-te. The
sentry tried to drive me out of the compound but when Chu came down the steps to greet the Kweichow
commander, he saw me and was very much surprised and very cordial.
“We all thought you were dead!” he exclaimed.
Needless to say, the sentry became very polite to me after that.
After Chu P’ei-te finished with his appointment, he talked with me and told me to find a hotel and let him
know the address. I said that this was impossible, as I had no luggage and could not register without luggage or
money. Chu gave me one hundred dollars and told me to go to a hotel.
*
I had stayed in the hotel for several days when one night I heard fighting in the streets. I didn’t know the
reason for this but I heard that Chiang Kai-shek was driving out Hsü Ch’ung-chih, a local militarist. I was hesitant
to go outside on the street because I was a stranger. As soon as the fighting began, the Cantonese people said to
each other, “Why should we be controlled by these strangers?” and became very hostile to outsiders.
Next morning I went to Chu’s headquarters to stay, as it was not safe for me in the hotel. Investigation was
very strict, and I had no guaranty.
While I was talking with Chu, a report was received that Liao Chung-k’ai had been assassinated. This was in
1925. Chu appointed me as staff officer in his headquarters.
Then a war broke out between Kwangtung and General Shun K’o-wu, of Szechuan. After fighting in this war, I
returned to Canton. The Northern Expedition began and I was appointed commander of a battalion.
I fought in the Northern Expedition from Kwangtung to Hunan and from there to Nanchang, Kiangsi, through
many serious battles. I was wounded twice, and of my battalion of four hundred only eighty remained when we
reached Nanchang.
We left Nanchang to attack Nanking. At a conference there, my troops were ordered back to Kiangsi as part of
Chu p’ei-te’s forces. This was the time of the split between Wuhan and Nanking.
We were stationed in Nanchang when the uprising occurred there on August 1, 1927. My men were disarmed
by Yeh T’ing, Ho Lung, and Chu Te. All of Chu P’ei-te’s troops were disarmed then. After the uprising I met Chu
Te. He asked me to join with the Communists but I refused, as I was not clear on the political situation then. I had
been acquainted with Chu Te before the uprising, when he was pacification commissioner of Nanchang under Chu
P’ei-te, and we had had several meals together. Formerly Chu Te had been a brigade commander in Yünnanfu and
I recognized him on sight but he did not know me in the Yünnan days.
Although he was a native of Szechuan, Chu Te was even then famous throughout the Yünnan army for his
bravery and his ability to command troops, and was already known for his special tactics. In the war against Yüan
Shih-k’ai’s forces in Szechuan, Chu Te’s crack brigade became famous for its fighting ability. Later he was
commander of the Yünnan Gendarmes but had to leave Yünnan because he was not liked by the Governor. He
went to Shanghai and afterward to Germany, where he became a Communist. At the time of the Nanchang
Uprising I did not have any Communist personal friends, but I had heard of the Red leaders—Chou En-lai, Mao
Tse-tung, Ho Lung, and Ch’en Tu-hsiu. I knew Kuo Mo-jo, having met him in two memorial meetings.
I stayed on in Nanchang for a while until Chu P’ei-te came and appointed me battalion commander of his
remaining troops, ordering me to go to Foochow to do “bandit suppression.” In Foochow I won a victory over the
Red forces and then marched into Kiangsi to the Kian, Yunghsing, Ningkang, and Tai-ho regions. I fought against
Chu Te himself during this time. I then believed in the San Min Chu\fn{Three People’s Principles of Dr. Sun Yat-sen} and
did not know about the Kuomintang reaction against it. I was on the outside of the political movement and did not
know much about the internal struggles and the dark side of the Kuomintang.
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In this locality I had the support of the people because, though I fought against the Communists, I opposed the
landlords and punished them according to the original Kuomintang program. I also enforced strict discipline over
my troops, and when two other officers came to my district and raped and robbed, I had them executed. The
battalion commanders of these two sent to me to ask for their return, but they were already dead. Because of this
action of mine, many high officers signed a petition to Chu P’ei-te asking him to punish me.
Then they tricked me. One day I had an appointment to visit a friend on a small steamer at Changhsu. As soon
as I stepped aboard, the boat moved off. I knew something was wrong. I was taken to Nanchang and the officers
again petitioned Chu p’ei-te to punish me. In the meantime, to tell the people what had happened, I wrote
manifestos to be distributed throughout the county in which I had been stationed in Kiangsi. My troops had
already been reorganized and dispersed, and only the civilians remained, but the county magistrates petitioned to
save me.
While I was in Nanchang many students and townspeople from my old county sent money to support me, but I
refused it. Some old reactionaries, even, came to see me and were so disgusted with the actions of the
Kuomintang troops that they said that the revolutionary period had been better and that China still needed another
revolution. Everyone saw that the Kuomintang had turned into an organ for mere personal gain and self-interest.
In Nanchang I went to see Chu P’ei-te. I told him,
“I don’t want anything from you at all, neither a job nor money. I want only to exchange greetings as old
friends. I intend to return to my village.” Chu said to me:
“You have done nothing wrong, but too many men are against you. I will arrange something for you, anyway.”
Chu p’ei-te gave me a letter of introduction. I went to Shanghai, then to Canton where I met Ch’en Ming-shu. I
stayed with Ch’en until he was hurt during a fire in his hotel in Hong Kong. Then I went back to Shanghai and
Kiangsi.
*
By this time the reaction of the Kuomintang against the revolution was clear to me. I returned to live with my
family in Kaoan for a time and there I had .trouble with the local gentry. The county magistrate at Kaoan had
formerly been a Kuomintang political director under me during the Northern Expedition. I went to call on him in
a friendly way, but when this new-made magistrate saw that I had no army and no money he openly despised me.
I left his house feeling very angry.
Then I wanted to start a sulphur business there, but one of the local gentry had a monopoly on the sulphur trade
and threatened me. This made me angry and I beat the man thoroughly. I had not much money, but over ten years
had saved about two thousand dollars. This I had already invested in Kaoan. It was all lost when the gentry forced
me to leave. They destroyed my office and threatened to kill me. I had to return to Nanchang.
After that I hated the gentry and wished I had force in my hands to destroy them.
In the meantime, many of my old officers and soldiers came to me for help and I had twenty or thirty people
staying with me:We were all angry at the change in the Kuomintang, which had joined forces with the corrupt
gentry instead of opposing them. This was part of the cause of my conflict with the gentry of Kaoan.
When I returned to Nanchang, I met some old officer-friends like Wang Chun, but I didn’t want to join the
army because many of my old friends had received high promotions and I would have been their subordinate and
would have lost face. Soon, however, a conference was held to organize a “Peace Preservation Corps.” I was
given command of this in Kian, Kiangsi, to fight against the Red Army.
As soon as I arrived in Kian I began reorganizing the garrison force there. This Ching Wei Tui, or “Peace
Preservation Corps”—which is the same as the min t’uan—had originally had one thousand men. I cut the force
down to five hundred because a big force was only a waste of money. The gentry were very much opposed to the
change because I left out most of the representatives of their class. They said to me:
“This reorganization may be all right while you are in command, but what if a new commander turns out bad?”
These min t’uan in China are organized on a basis of loyalty to certain gentry and their discipline depends on their
loyalty.
At this time the Communist areas were very close to Kian, and every day some of my soldiers deserted to
them. I knew that the local poor people supported the Reds and I soon realized that the Communist slogans on the
walls could not be washed off with gunfire. I could see that the high taxation and the oppressive rule of the gentry
forced people to join the Communists, and my mind became much clearer about the cause of the antagonism
between the people and the Kuomintang-gentry combination.
While fighting the Red troops, I captured many soldiers. These Red soldiers said to me:
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“We are sentenced to death under the Kuomintang regime anyway. We cannot keep alive. It was to solve the
problem of livelihood that we joined the Red Army.”
I was sympathetic with what they said, because I knew it was all true. The peasants had no way to live except
by fighting together in the Red Army.
Because I was sympatnetic with these Reds, I released several hundred that I captured at different times. The
gentry were infuriated at this, and groups of them followed my troops to check up on me. Whenever I captured
some “bandits,” the gentry promptly published the news and tried to force me to pass the death sentence, but I
paid no attention to them. When they protested to me, I said:
“In Kian County there are three hundred thousand peasants and only twenty thousand of you gentry. You say
that all except you are bandits. If I kill all of these three hundred thousand, how will you be able to live on their
labor as you now do? These Reds are just peasants trying to solve the problem of living.” And when they talked
about “the people” opposing the Reds, I asked:
“If ‘the people’ are menaced by the Reds, why do they all want to join with the Reds instead of the
Kuomintang? Surely nobody joins with his enemy. If you gentry would solve the livelihood problem of the
peasants, nobody would join the Reds.”
In Nanchang I had met a student from Peking National University. He wrote to me in Kian and explained the
character of Chinese society as semi-feudal. He told me of the example of Tseng Kuo-fan, who organized the min
t’uan in the Ch’ing Dynasty and destroyed the people’s movement. This student, whose name was Chao Hsin-wu,
wrote several letters to me. I wondered what he wanted to do with me. Then he came in person to see me. When
Chao visited Kian, I didn’t want to see him at first, but finally I did. We talked about the international situation,
then about the militarist conflict in Kiangsi, and then about the reaction of the Kuomintang. Gradually Chao
began talking about the relative forces of the Communist Party and the Kuomintang—which was stronger? I said,
“Of course the Kuomintang is stronger. It controls more area, it controls the finances, and it has a huge army.
The Communist Party is not even in power.” But Chao said,
“No, that is not true, because the majority of the Chinese people are poor, not rich. The Communist party
represents the poor and stands for the liberation of the people and the solution of the problem of their livelihood,
while the Kuomintang is only an armchair supported by the poor. Once the poor decide to throw down this
armchair, the Kuomintang can do nothing but sit in the mud. It is like building a wall. The Kuomintang is the
decoration on the top, but the people are the base. If the people at the bottom don’t want to support the top, the
upper layer will collapse, won’t it?” On the third afternoon of our conversations, Chao said to me,
“I came here at the risk of my life. You can get a great deal of money for me if you like.”
“I never betray a friend, or I could have been rich long ago,” 1 replied. “I guess you are a Communist Party
member—aren’t you?” Chao turned pale and said,
“Yes, it’s a question of life or death. What will you do about me?”
“Of course 1 must do my duty and kill you,” I said, joking with him.
Then we discussed the Communist theory and general policies. Chao told me that the Communist Party had
investigated my past and that the provincial committee of Kiangsi had ordered him to come to see me to establish
personal relations.
“I thought the Communists hated me worse than anybody else,” I said. “I have fought against them so long and
have won many victories over them.”
But Chao replied that the Communist Party knew my history well, and admired my bravery, honesty, and
straightforwardness. He told me that another of their members would call on me soon.
Chao remained several days more; then a member of the Kiangsi Communist committee came to see me and
continued the discussions. He asked my opinion of the Kuomintang, the Communist Party, imperialism, and all
such matters. Later the Party gave me a list of questions to answer. I was introduced to the Party by Chao, Liu,
and Ts’ai Shen-hsi (later Commander of the Fourth Red Army). All three of these were later killed. The student
Chao was captured by the Kian troops not long after the Kian uprising and was executed. Ts’ai was killed in battle
in the Hunan Anhwei district. I don’t know exactly how Liu was killed.
I have always kept a picture of Chao. He was very brilliant, also tall and good-looking. He was only twentyeight when he was executed.
*
I began to do Communist Party work in Kian, in my capacity as commander of the Peace Preservation Corps.
The comrades told me to keep “gray” in color, to be clever, and not to talk openly or show that I was “red.”
Because Kian was under my command, the Party organization developed quickly, but the Party workers became
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careless and put documents under tables,. beneath beds, around the ceiling, and everywhere. I became a Party
member in July 1929.
One afternoon a brigade commander of regular Kuomintang troops stationed in Kian called a conference with
the county magistrate. This was secret, with locked doors. I was one of those present. In the conference this
commander said,
“The Communists in Kian are very active and we must clear them all out.”
He then disclosed the plan to investigate every single room in the city, including all the Peace Preservation
Corps quarters. We were all sworn not to reveal anything of what had been said.
The conference finished at eight o’clock in the evening, and two t’uan—two or three thousand men—were
already moving out to guard every house during the search. I was extremely worried and could not find the party
secretary until ten o’clock. The “clearing out” was to begin at midnight, so the secretary rushed away to prepare
for the search. During the conference, the brigade commander had said:
“We should arrest ten innocent people, rather than let a single Communist escape.”
That night one thousand people were arrested and put in the local temple for detention. Then the order was
given that those guaranteed by the gentry not to be Communist members could be released. A comrade came to
me and said:
“Only two of our comrades have been caught, but they know you and if they make confessions it will be ve,ry
dangerous.” I managed to get their release. Of the one thousand arrested only one hundred got guaranties. The
others were imprisoned a long time. Many must have been killed later, after my uprising. I don’t know what
happened to them. No guaranty was acceptable except one from the gentry—naturally, the poor people could not
easily get this.
About this time the min t’uan of several counties near by, including Kian, Chishui, T'aiho, Yunghsin, and Anfu,
agitated for a united garrison force and wanted me as commander because I was a well-known fighter. I sent my
old officers and also some Communists to these counties to work among the min t’uan and win their confidence.
Once when I sent a force of three battalions to fight the Red Army, some gentry who knew the local
topography were leading the troops. Some of these gentry led the troops away from the line which I had directed,
in order to have protection to reach their homes—it was a Red partisan area and they dared not return home
individually. I found this out, and it was a good chance to get rid of such reactionaries, so I had them executed
“for having connections with the bandits.”
Other gentry then raised a cry that I was “suppressing the gentry, not the bandits,” and the local landlords
petitioned the brigade commander against me, saying that I had connections with the Reds. I went to the
commander and said:
“How can a man who has fought faithfully for the Kuomintang ten years have connections with Red bandits?
These people who have sent you the petition are undoubtedly trying to get rid of me so that they can dare to send
Communist Party members into the city for an uprising. Why else do they want to get rid of the min t’uan
commander? Don’t be cheated by their lies!”
This accusation scared the gentry, who promptly stopped making trouble for me.
I had the confidence of the local people because of my past military record. The rumor among the gentry about
my connections with the Communists developed because a Party organization had been discovered and some
information about my activities had been unearthed at that time. Some of the gentry didn’t believe this rumor
about me, but asked that I pay special attention to my lower officers.
It was possible at that time to concentrate all the important gentry in one big meeting and clean them up with
one stroke, and to disarm all other troops, concentrate the Red troops near by, and capture the city of Kian without
much trouble. This was my plan, but the Party disagreed with it and called it a “military plot,” and I gave it up.
Then my connection with the Communist Party was discovered by my wife.
I had a falling-out with her but was able to send her back to her own family without further trouble. But, once
again, a local Party organ was discovered and my connection became more and more apparent. It was necessary
for me to act.
I led my min t’uan to Chih-hsia, a place outside the city, and stayed there, fearing that there would be a coup
against me and that I would be bottled up within the city walls if I stayed inside. The brigade commander and the
gentry wrote to me saying,
“You must come inside the city. We guarantee to give you so many new machine-guns, to raise your salary, and
to organize a new company for you.” I knew all this was a trick, for I received not one but several different letters,
all unnecessarily urgent.
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I was in control of the main road and the post office and the mails. I ordered investigation of all mail and
military punishment for smuggling. One night we found a letter from a landlord to one of my lower officers
saying that I already had the Communist “idea,” and that if necessary the officers should at any opportunity try to
“fix” me—that is, arrest and disarm me.
I made my plan. Most of the soldiers and officers were under my personal influence. That same night, the
officer to whom the landlord’s letter had been addressed disappeared before I could stop him. I estimated that
within three hours the Kuomintang troops would arrive to disarm my forces. Early in the morning I gave my men
the order to concentrate—without arms, because one of my detachments was not reliable and was under the
influence of the gentry. At this meeting I told my men:
“We have been fighting the Reds a long time. We lead a bitter life with no salary, and now the local gentry
accuse us of being Communists! To clear up this suspicion and to get our pay I want to take you back to Kian.”
Just as I expected, the soldiers began arguing among themselves. Many said that they wanted to join with the
Reds and not go back to the city. We then put it to a vote. Those who wanted to join with the Reds were separated
from the others and were armed; and those who did not want to join the Reds received no arms. At that meeting
four hundred joined the Red uprising and only ten chose to continue with the Kuomintang! Later about twenty
men deserted with their arms. Altogether only thirty or so rejoined the Kuomintang. None of the remaining
original participants in the uprising deserted me afterward.
We left camp and began marching to meet with the Red troops. Soon a new agitation began among my min
t’uan and some began to waver. They sent spies back, however, and found that the Kuomintang troops had already
arrived at our camp to disarm us. Then others said,
“We dare not try to join the Communists because we have fought the Reds so long they will surely take
revenge and kill us.”
I said to them that I had fought the Reds longer than anyone else—yet I knew the Communists were sincere;
that they did not hate the White troops—only the gentry and the Kuomintang; and that I had complete trust in
them. We sent a messenger to the Red Army with a letter.
This region was all White and far away from the Reds, but I took the men to a place where the Party had a
strong secret organization. When we arrived, we gathered together, and the Party delegate and I made speeches.
The men all tore off their Kuomintang insignia and said,
“Let these things go to the devil! We will wear the Red Star!” Everyone was jubilant and enthusiastic.
Three days latet, we marched back to our original camp at Chih-hsia carrying the Red Flag high.
Kian was in chaos. The city gates were closed, and everybody suspected everybody else of planning an
uprising. People said,
“If even the commander of the Peace Preservation Corps is a Communist, how many others must there be?”
The whole min t’uan of the region was reorganized directly under control of the gentry. The Kuomintang
troops had fled inside the city walls already.
We called a meeting under the direction of the Party delegate. Three thousand peasants came. The delegate
made a speech and then I made mine. I said to the people:
“Three days ago I was a commander of the anti-Red Peace Preservation Corps. Now I come back with the Red
Flag. I regret with all my heart that in the past I was utilized by the Kuomintang to fight against you poor people. I
am glad to declare that now I have turned to your side to fight for you instead.” The peasants who were listening
were very happy and shouted:
“Now you are the Red Army! Now you are our own troops! Let us forget the past!”
When I heard this, I began to cry and could not speak. I felt that I owed the people my life to pay for my past
misdeeds.
Later on, two or three hundred other min t’uan and regular soldiers deserted the Kuomintang and joined with
me. The min t’uan are poor mercenaries paid by the landlords, but the Red Army in general doesn’t want min
t’uan because they have lost their class consciousness in the service of the landlords, and not many of them want
to join the Reds, either. If you become a min t’uan, a great number of people are held responsible for your actions.
Not only your own family and relatives but also three other families must guarantee for you, and the landlords
usually have a perfect system of investigating their min t’uan.
Now only a few of my min t’uan of the Kian uprising are still alive. Later, over twenty became regimental,
company, or battalion commanders in the Red Army, and all fought very bravely on the front during the most
violent engagements.
*
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After this we fought partisan warfare for a while, and my troops soon increased to over a thousand. We had no
connection with the regular Red Army then—they were far away—but we carried the Red Star and the hammerand-sickle Red Flag. Some of the min t’uan wavered for a time, and a rumor went around that there were
counterrevolutionary elements among us and that I had received money from the Reds and from Moscow. I made
the men search my room. Finally all were convinced that I hadn’t a copper and was as poor as they, and their
confidence was restored.
There were two Kuomintang battalions near by but they dared not come anywhere near our region. At this time
we confiscated the property of the landlords and arrested them, but few were killed and those only on demand of
the local people by formal vote in a mass meeting.
In January 1930, after we had had several months of independent partisan fighting, P’eng Te-huai and Huang
Kung-liu came to meet me. One month later, Chu Te’s troops also came to the T’aiho region in Kian to unite
forces. My command was then enlarged to two thousand men. After our three forces united, we had a meeting and
decided to fight against the garrison brigade at Chih-hsia—where I had led the uprising. In this engagement we
destroyed two regiments; a third one escaped.
Then we went to southwest Kiangsi and to Tingchow, Fukien. In Tingchow we took a new Party oath and then
set out for Nanchang. This was the “Li Li-san Oath,” which ran:
In order to co-operate with the Communist revolution all over China, we must struggle to win the support of the
masses in Hunan and to capture Changsha and Nanchang and then Hankow and Wuchang, and finally carry on down
the Yangtze River to Shanghai!

I was not very clear about the political situation then, but I saw that Li Li-san was too optimistic. Li Li-san
said,
“The White army will collapse soon, anyway. If we fight hard this will occur all the sooner—work quickly!”
In the fighting at Nanchang I was made commander of the Twelfth Red Army. As this battle was not
successful, we left Nanchang and went to Changsha, destroying one division of Hunanese White troops. We
wanted to capture Changsha on August 1, to commemorate the Nanchang Uprising. I was with P’eng Te-huai,
Chu Te, and Mao Tse-tung (who was political commissar). In the attack on Changsha we experienced our first
airplane bombing. A squadron of six airplanes came.
At first the Red soldiers didn’t know what the planes were and looked up with much interest when they saw
something being dropped into the air. Our antiaircraft then was certainly very poor! All the soldiers innocently ran
out to have a look. Fortunately the planes flew very high and did little damage.
Five gunboats fired on us in the city. We had one cannon to return their fire. We thought that all these boats
were British then, as we always expect the British to fire, but maybe some of the gunboats were American—I
don’t know. Anyway, there were ten gunboats in all at Changsha then, as I remember.
After leaving Changsha under the command of Chu and Mao, we captured Kian, though it was strongly
defended. My old min t’uan were active in the capture of their home base. Kian was the economic center of
Kiangsi Province. Its main commercial street was over twenty li in length, and there were many rich merchants
and capitalists there. The capture of Kian thus roused the whole province, and the mass movement developed
rapidly. The Red Army gained twenty to thirty thousand new troops. This was at the end of September 1930.
*
Then Nanking became alarmed and sent many troops to attack the Red Army in the First Campaign. We
captured Chang Hui-chang and his whole division on December 30.\fn{ 1930} Chang was the commander in chief
of the “Bandit Suppression Forces” of Kiangsi. In the fight with Chang, I was on the left wing. The battle was
very hard, and part of the right wing wavered. Therefore, I advanced to the rear of the Whites and defeated them.
Being at their rear, I was able to capture a thousand rifles for my own troops. From Chang we also captured radios
and telephones—for the first time—and began to train people to use them. In the fight against T’ang T’ao-yüan, I
was in command of the vanguard and P’eng Te-huai was behind me. T’ang was division commander and had two
brigades of six regiments. We destroyed two regiments and captured one. My own troops alone captured a
thousand rifles from T’ang. This was the finish of the First Campaign.
This victory caused great jubilation in the whole Red Army. The determination and fighting ability of the
soldiers rose tremendously. From then on until 1934 everyone thought the Red Army could never be defeated, and
the high spirit of the troops never failed. We were more and more intoxicated with our successes, and I was the
happiest of all. Everyone enjoyed fighting the reactionary enemy.
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I never counted how many battles I engaged in during those years, but sometimes there were three a day. I
think I fought in at least two hundred major engagements.
During the Second Campaign, in 1931, I fought against many Kuomintang commanders, including K’ung
Ping-fan, Ho Meng-liu, Hsiang Kuan-yün, Sun Lien-chung, Liu Ho-ting, and Fu Tso-yi. The enemy line was
about eight hundred li in length and stretched from Kian to Chienling in Fukien. We maneuvered in the enemy’s
rear and by two weeks of fast marching covered this entire line and broke it. The Red Army pushed onward in a
wide front and swept over the whole area without stopping. My sector captured about ten thousand rifles, and the
army also captured radios, automatic rifles, machine guns, ammunition, and many good uniforms.
During the Third Campaign the important cities of the soviet districts were occupied by the enemy. Since we
could not maneuver easily in the soviet areas, I was sent eastward to divert the enemy and entice them into
following me in order that our main forces could leave the soviet areas and go west to attack the enemy rear. At
night I led my troops eastward in several columns, carrying many torches to deceive the enemy into thinking we
were a big force. Four divisions of the Kuomintang followed me, including those of Ch’eng Ch’ien and Wei Lihuang. I then surrounded and captured a village called Loan, and the enemy troops arrived near by at Nantuan. I
was surrounded by four enemy divisions within a circumference of only ten li, but, because of the mountains and
forest and because we made not a sound, they didn’t know exactly where my army was located. I was in greatest
danger of complete annihilation, of course, as I had taken only two thousand of my men for this maneuver, the
others remaining with the main Red Army. The forces against us were first-class Kuomintang divisions of about
nine regiments, or fifteen thousand men, each. The enemy strength was over forty thousand troops.
In the meantime, as planned, the main Red forces left the soviet regions and marched to the rear of the enemy
in the opposite direction, where they gained a big victory.
One night my troops slipped through the enemy lines, attacked their rear, and defeated one division, capturing
great quantities of arms. After that we made a quick march back to the soviet districts and met the main forces
after their big victory. The enemy troops, defeated in their Third Campaign, were already retreating from the
soviet districts. I lost only three hundred men in this whole maneuver.
*
In the spring of 1933 the Fourth Campaign began. I was on our right wing. The Red Army destroyed two
enemy divisions, taking one commander prisoner and killing the other. All the equipment we captured was new
and modern, just bought from Germany for the campaign. Some of the automatic rifles, however, were not
German but American.
Several other divisions were defeated or partially destroyed in the Fourth Campaign. I fought in all these
battles, as I was on the main front then. By the end of the campaign, we had captured several tens of thousands of
rifles, and for the first time the Red Army began to use machine guns and automatic rifles.
Because they often had foreign pilots, enemy airplanes were more effective during the Fourth Campaign than
before. Lin Piao captured one German adviser from a blockhouse. I don’t know what happened to him.
My troops are nicknamed the “Biped Cavalry” because we have specialized in swift, secret infantry
movements. When the main forces are in a tight spot, I am always sent out to decoy the enemy by a fast
maneuver. Liu Po-ch’eng first called us biped cavalry after a maneuver in which we attacked one brigade and
captured a city in the morning and retreated that same day to another city one hundred twenty li away and
captured it, too, the enemy being taken by surprise.
They never expected my troops to attack twice in one day. My troops are famous for their ability to capture
towns easily. Our method is this: if we want to capture a certain town, we make a false attack on it and then
pretend to withdraw. The enemy thinks the danger is over and becomes careless for a few hours. Then we return
like lightning and take the place easily by surprise. As a commander, I am always in the front line because I like to
be where I can look over the terrain and judge the course of the battle correctly. I am usually no more than one
hundred to two hundred meters from the enemy line. My troops are generally placed on the flank or in the rear
because they are so fast. They are specially trained to make quick secret movements and to attack the enemy’s
rear in order to throw it into confusion. They are all selected, strong, healthy men.
*
In the Fifth Campaign, in 1934, I fought in the Nantuan region again. I fought against more than ten enemy
divisions. Then I was ordered to escort the “Anti-Japanese Vanguards” across the Min River into Fukien. When I
returned, I was sent to the Eastern Front to fight Li Yen-yen’s column of six divisions of Fukien troops. Every day
the planes bombed us. They came in squadrons of ten every two hours during battles. Great numbers of Whites
were killed or wounded, and also many of our men. Bombing, however, killed few of our troops. Our losses came
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mostly from the artillery—we had good fortifications but the enemy had very heavy guns and we had none at all,
so we could not defend ourselves in that way. The worst kind of shells were those that penetrated several feet into
a mountain, exploding later.
At the great battle of Kwanch’ang, both the Red Army and the Kuomintang concentrated their forces. The
Kuomintang had over one hundred thousand troops in this valley and the Reds almost the same number. The
enemy attacked constantly, like waves over a wheat field. This battle continued two days without any decisive
victory. We finally withdrew.
At the beginning of the battle I was ordered to make the first attack and afterward was put in command of the
right wing. At the battle of Chienying over twenty planes in squadrons of three bombed my sector of the front
alone. I was then covering the left wing. After Chienying, we went to Kaofulao, near Juikin, where P’eng Tehuai’s troops fought positional warfare for seven days. The Kuomintang troops numbered eleven divisions. The
Red Army had good defenses which neither the planes nor the artillery could destroy. Our slogan then was,
We live or die in these trenches! Never retreat!

During those seven days the enemy lost seven thousand soldiers on the field of battle. They attacked us again
and again, in recurrent waves. The Red soldiers stayed hidden and shot them down as they came forward. The
enemy’s method was that of “personal attack.” The Red Army retreated, as we could not use this method
ourselves.
After this came the battle of Wen Hua. During this battle I destroyed Li Mei-an’s brigade—he was a divisional
commander under Chiang Kai-shek.
After this fighting the main Red forces concentrated in ]uikin, the capital, preparing for the Long March. I was
placed on the outside in order to distract an enemy column which was marching to attack Tingchow. When the
enemy arrived near Tingchow, I slipped away and went to ]uikin to begin the Long March with the main forces.
*
When we first left Kiangsi on the Long March, I was commander of the Ninth Army Corps. I was later with
the First Army Corps under Lin Piao. I was always on the flank or rear for protection of the marching column.
This was very difficult work, and sometimes my troops were left in the rear.
In Hunan we had to capture Yungming and Chianghua County, so that the main Red Army could pass. My
troops were left behind at this time and had to hurry to catch up again with the fast march.
The most dangerous position I personally was in during the Long March was at Yen-shouhsü in Hunan. The
road led into a very narrow pass between two mountains. I was at the rear with four regiments. The rest of the
army had passed, but just as my troops came up to the pass, the Kuomintang troops caught up with us, occupied
one mountain, and staged a surprise attack, cutting the road.
We were in a very bad position but fought like tigers until we recaptured the mountain. Six comrades and I had
to fight with our Mausers. We barely escaped capture.
During the Long March, several guard regiments were cut off in the rear and surrounded by the enemy.
Although my troops were almost constantly engaged in this dangerous duty, either in the rear or on the flank, I
was always successful in these maneuvers.
After passing through Hunan, we reached Kweichow. I was with the force which blocked Wu Ch’i-wei’s
column of five enemy divisions when the Red Army captured Chenyüan. At Chenyüan I guarded the front for
three days. The enemy had a big attacking force and the fighting was severe. I placed one battalion on two sides
of a round mountain. When the enemy advanced on one side, we pretended to retreat and then swiftly attacked
from both sides at once and routed them. I then occupied two counties.
Some of our hardest maneuvering of the Long March was done in Kweichow. Once, at Tungtzu, I was in the
rear. As I came to the city the enemy was already closing in from three sides. I placed two battalions in position
and ordered the main forces to retreat. A few minutes after the retreat had succeeded, the enemy came up from the
west and attacked the city. I fought, and one of my regiments was cut off but it escaped later. I was nearly
captured and ten men in my escort company were lost before the rest of us succeeded in escaping while the enemy
was eating dinner. Had it not been for skillful maneuvering at that time, my whole force would have been cut off.
The Red Army’s experience in tactics and strategy was utilized to the utmost during the Long March. In
Kweichow, particularly, we were in a tight spot and had to do a great deal of maneuvering. Our strategy is always
to decoy and confuse the enemy. When we are surrounded on three sides, we make a frontal attack and then leave
one small heroic force to hold the position while the main body of troops retreats quickly and goes around to the
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enemy rear. Then when the White lines converge they have nothing in the bag except a small force and stand
looking foolishly at each other. Of course, this requires the greatest spirit of sacrifice from the small Red force
which has to hold the position in the meantime.
At Liupanch’ang, in Kweichow, the main Red forces planned to destroy the enemy there. I was sent with five
companies to Feng-shan-pa, seventy li from Liupanch’ang, where three enemy divisions were marching as
reinforcements. My task was to stop this enemy force.
I put a company on each of two mountains, where they were clearly visible to the enemy. These companies I
ordered to walk all over the mountains in circles in order to look like a big force and distract the enemy while my
other three com- panies attacked in the rear. We held this position for two days—long enough to save our main
forces elsewhere—and the foolish Kuomintang officers sent messages, which we intercepted, saying that they had
“bottled up the main Red Army!”
The mountain was thickly wooded. As all my men stayed in the open spaces in order to be visible, the
reconnoitering airplanes thought we were a force too huge to hide under the trees to avoid their notice.
My most critical experience during the Long March was in crossing the Wu River in Kweichow, and at that
time the morale of the troops was bad—just after the Fifth Campaign. At six o’clock one day I received a
radiogram stating that at nine in the morning the bridge over the river would be destroyed. I was then one hundred
ninety li from the Wu-kiang! My troops rushed to the river, but at twelve noon next day, we were still forty li
distant. Everyone else thought we should try crossing without delay, even without a bridge, but I opposed this
because I thought the enemy would concentrate on us immediately. So we retreated without trying to cross, since
the Military Council had sent another radiogram saying I could plan my strategy according to the immediate
situation. The bridge had already been destroyed and the main Red forces had already crossed over.
I decided that the enemy would come from a certain side where they had a blockade in two lines. I had one
regiment of eight companies—fifteen hundred men—of the Ninth Red Army Corps. The Kweichow provincial
troops were on two sides, the Szechuan troops on the third, and Chiang Kai-shek’s troops on the other. Altogether,
the enemy numbered about four or five divisions, or about fifty thousand men. My eight companies were on the
bank of a small tributary of the Wu-kiang.
We crossed the small river and met the enemy. Then I retreated quickly to the opposite bank again and inflicted
a big loss on the enemy troops. We again crossed the river in another place, as I thought that the enemy had also
crossed and was following us. The enemy had not crossed, however, and we came upon them again. Quickly, we
went around a mountain for protection. One enemy division followed. I ordered my eight companies to break
ranks and attack in individual guerrilla units in order to disperse the enemy. One hundred of my men were killed
—and many Whites.
Since we couldn’t continue this desperate fighting, I led my men to another mountain. On the other side of this
mountain was another enemy division, but I didn’t know of it, and they didn’t know we were coming, either. We
made a surprise attack and got a hundred rifles. By this time, about eighty thousand enemy troops must have been
concentrated near the tributary, thinking they were going to get a big prize. I maneuvered out of this difficult
position, but couldn’t cross the Wu River, so we went around in a circle, disarming three hundred min t’uan whom
we met on the way. Then we set out to cross the river. Before we could make the crossing, four enemy regiments
caught up with us—two from Tating and two from Pichieh. We fought one whole day, and three hundred more of
my men were killed or wounded, but the enemy lost eight hundred.
Finally, the remainder of my troops succeeded in crossing the river. There was no bridge, of course, but the
peasants helped us to bind boards together and put them across the stones. The river was shallow, but most of the
Red Army men cannot swim, as they are from inland regions.
During all this time, my regiment was like a rat trying to cross a river, scampering here and there and stealing
around to have a look at the situation.
The enemy was chasing the main Red forces ahead of us, so after crossing the river we came upon the rear of
the Kuomintang pursuers. They were terrified and thought they had been outmaneuvered. The enemy officers
made a big campaign to capture me, and offered one hundred thousand dollars for me alive and eighty thousand
dollars dead. Nevertheless, I followed along behind the enemy, which was pursuing the main Red forces.
When I began this maneuver at the Wu-kiang, I had only fifteen hundred men. Soon, however, my regiment
had increased to over three thousand men from volunteers along the way—in spite of my heavy losses in fighting.
These were local people. No White soldiers joined the Red Army on the Long March—the life was too hard and
the situation too critical for them to stomach.
During those days at the Wu-kiang I used to make speeches to my men, telling them,
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“We are like a monkey playing with a cow in a narrow alley. The big stupid enemy can’t move fast, and we
make him look silly with our clever tricks. We are fighting a glorious war for liberty, and we cannot be stopped by
a stupid cow in the path.”
*
Morale was good during the rest of the Long March. The main Red column sang all the time. My men,
however, were too busy and tired for singing, being constantly on maneuver. My political commissar at that time
was Ho Ch’ang-kung, a returned student from France. His body was weak and one of his legs was crippled—but
he never faltered under any of our most trying circumstances.
Nearly every day during the Long March I fought in either one or two battles, and we moved constantly—
sometimes all night long. I was always sleepy and often fell asleep over my food. I rode a mule in order to get
rest, sometimes, but lost the animal on the way.
Chiang Kai-shek tried every possible measure to block off and annihilate the Red Army during the Long
March. It is simply nonsense to say, as you say some foreign journalists do, that he tried to divert us into certain
provinces. It is true that we weakened the provincial forces and that he could get control of the provinces by
following in our rear and reaping the benefits, but he was terrified of our reaching the Northwest because of the
possible anti-Japanese political consequences once we arrived.
Our troops rested for a while and then passed on to Yünnan, my home province. I was sent to attack Hsishui,
marched fast for two hundred seventy li, and arrived there within two days. The enemy arrived the next morning,
but I was in the strategic positions and was able to defeat them. Then we returned to join our main forces.
After the battle of T’uch’eng, which was not very successful, I escorted the First and Third Army Corps and
the Military Council across the Ch’ihshui River. I put one regiment in the first line and was myself in the second
line. The officer in command of the first line made a mistake. He was told to stand guard until twelve o’clock but
retreated too soon. I had to put up a terrific fight in order to save the main forces from losses.
When we arrived near Tung-chuan-fu, Yünnan, in April, I was sent out as vanguard to capture the city. As soon
as we had the city under siege, I received a letter from the county magistrate and the local min t’uan commander.
This commander had been my old friend in Yünnan long before. As soon as he learned that the troops surrounding
his city were mine, he decided to renew the acquaintance. I sent a reply to their letter, asking the county
magistrate to come out and negotiate with me. He agreed to this and the result of our negotiations was that the
Red Army was permitted to enter the city.
Our first act was to confiscate the magistrate’s official seal and use it to write a letter to the boat owners at the
River of Golden Sand telling them to concentrate all boats at a certain place so that they could be guarded against
the Reds, who might want to use them to cross. The boat owners concentrated a hundred big boats as directed. In
the meantime we had another trick prepared: I disguised my men in min t’uan uniforms and took them down to
the river, pretending to be guarding against the Reds. My men got into the boats and crossed the river without any
difficulties at all. Next we occupied the opposite side with four companies in order to guard it for the main Red
column, and waited for them.
Our comrades, however, did not know about my trick of changing uniforms, and when their scouts reported
that “four companies of enemy troops are on the Szechuan side,” they began crossing the river at another place.
Finally, however, they discovered the correct situation and part of the troops arrived. My men guarded all of these
troops across. When this was finished, we paid five thousand dollars to the boat owners and destroyed all the
boats on the river, so that when the enemy Kuomintang troops arrived they had no way of crossing at all.
At Lukou, on the other side of the river, I was again given the duty of protecting the rear, and several enemy
divisions caught up with me. I wanted to make a secret attack and destroy one route before the other enemy
column was aware of it, but the enemy attacked first. Six of my companies immediately counterattacked these two
divisions and inflicted heavy losses on them.
Then we entered the region of the Lolo tribesmen. Five or six thousand Lolos were concentrated, intending to
fight, and had already captured about six or seven hundred rifles from the Red Army. However, when they saw
my column battling so successfully with the Kuomintang troops neat by, they dared not attack, even though we
were a small force. The vanguard and the rear of my column were very compact as we passed the Lolos. Thus we
had no fighting and no losses.
The Lolos hated the Central government troops. After making an arrangement with the Lolos, we gave them
rifles and they protected us on the march. They captured many rifles from the White troops—just as they had from
us—and fought the Whites along the way. The Miao and Mantzu also attacked the White outposts.
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At the time of crossing the Tatu River, Comrade Ho Ch’ang-kung had charge of guarding the rear. I was very
sick with dysentery and had to be carried on a stretcher. Then, because it took too many valuable men to carry me,
I tried riding a mule. There were six regiments on one side of the river and twenty regiments on the other. The
enemy attacked on both sides, and our forces were in a very difficult position, one part being isolated in the
mountains without food or water.
I received a radiogram from Chu Te and Chou En-lai telling me to divert the enemy by capturing T'iench’üan
city at any sacrifice, in order to save the main column. I called my men together and told them what was expected
of us. We crossed the river farther down and attacked the city as ordered. Although the enemy had three regiments
of Yang Shen’s troops in the city, we made a surprise attack in the rear and captured it, losing only a few tens of
our number. As soon as we occupied the city, I fell unconscious for two hours. This dysentery, however, was my
only illness during the Long March.
When the main Red Army left Szechuan on the march to the Northwest, my troops were five or six days
behind them. I was also four or five days’ march distant from the Fourth Front Red Army. I was surrounded by the
Mantzu tribesmen and had severe fighting with them. We defeated the Mantzu by climbing a mountain and going
around to their rear. Being so far behind by that time, I joined the Fourth Front Army under Hsü Hsiang-ch’ien as
his rear guard. Together with Chu Te and Hsü Hsiang-ch’ien, I spent a year in this region, from October 1935 to
August 1936. We lived about six months in Sikang.
In the meantime I was sent to escort Ho Lung’s Second Front Red Army on its arrival in Szechuan, and later
traveled with Ho Lung through the Great Grasslands into southern Kansu. In the Grasslands we were constantly
attacked by the Mantzu cavalry. They can shoot on horseback and are crack marksmen. The Mantzu are very
high-spirited and hard to fight. They fight better than the Kuomintang troops because they are expert at ambush
and mountain warfare, and their morale is invincible. I had severe fighting with Wang Chiin’s troops in
Ch’enghsien and later had difficult engagements with the cavalry troops in that region also.
Before the Sian Incident in December.\fn{1936} I was stationed at Huan-hsien and fought General Hu Tsungnan. Afterward I went to the town of Yu Wang Pao. During the Sian Incident, my troops chased Hu Tsung-nan,
and afterward my army—the Thirty-second Red Army—together with two other armies, formed the first column
of the Western Expedition originally planned to go westward.
204.194 Excerpt from Speech At The Aliarcham Academy Of Social Sciences In Indonesia\fn{by Peng Chen
(1899- )} Shansi Province, China (M) 6
… The great Lenin taught us that “a struggle against imperialism that is not closely linked up with the struggle
against opportunism is an idle phrase, or a fraud.”
In endeavouring to bolster up the tottering edifice of imperialism, in addition to the direct use of violence, the
monopoly capitalists of the imperialist countries invariably rely upon the labour aristocracy as a social prop and
life-saver to sap the revolutionary will of the proletariat, to fool and divide the revolutionary people and to resist
the proletarian revolutionary storm.
Before World War II, monopoly capital, with its superprofits exacted from the people of the colonies and semicolonies, pursued a policy of bribery and corruption with regard to the working class in its own country, nurturing
the labour aristocracy and making social democracy its social prop. Since World War II, with the deepening of the
general crisis of capitalism, monopoly capital needs such a social prop more than ever in order to maintain its
rule. It is aware that it is not enough merely to use the Right-wing social-democratic parties as its tool for
undermining the working-class movement. While continuing its policy of bribery and corruption with regard to
the working class in the capitalist countries, fostering new labour aristocracy and causing the Communist Parties
of some capitalist countries to degenerate into new bourgeois labour parties and new social-democratic parties, it
is practising the policy of “peaceful evolution” towards the socialist countries and is causing the leadership of the
Communist Parties in some socialist countries to degenerate into its flunkeys and agents.
In the postwar years, U.S. imperialism has spent thousands of millions of dollars in fostering the Tito\fn{ After
Marshal Tito, of the former state of Yugoslavia which disolved in civil war upon his death in the late 20 th century:H} clique, the
“bellwether” that betrays socialism and the proletariat. But the Tito clique can play only a limited role. Therefore
U. S. imperialism has looked around for something new and employed the counter-revolutionary dual tactics of
threats and blandishments, using the stick and the carrot. Khrushchov\fn{ Nikita Khruschev (1894-1971) First Secretary of
the Communist Party of the Soviet Union (1953-1964)} revisionism is the product of this U. S. imperialist policy.

1278

Khrushchov first put forward his counter-revolutionary revisionist line at the 20 th Congress of the
CPSU.\fn{Communist Party of the Soviet Union } It was systematized and officially embodied in the Programme of the
CPSU, which was adopted at the 22nd Congress of the CPSU with Khrushchov’s hallmark.
The Khrushchov revisionists have made a wholesale revision of the fundamental theories of MarxismLeninism and emasculated its revolutionary soul. They have replaced dialectical materialism by subjective
idealism, revolutionary dialectics by the philistine theory of evolution, and they have become faithful followers of
bourgeois pragmatism. They have substituted the theories of class conciliation, class collaboration and class
capitulation for the teachings of class struggle, proletarian revolution and the dictatorship of the proletariat. They
spread the view that the nature of imperialism has changed, and they try to cover up the contradictions inherent in
the imperialist system, openly proclaiming that the Leninist thesis on imperialism is outmoded.
The Khrushchov revisionists serve the counter-revolutionary global strategy of U. S. imperialism by advancing
the general line of “peaceful coexistence”, “peaceful competition” and “peaceful transition” and practising
policies of appeasement towards imperialism, which are in effect capitulationism. In advancing the fallacies of
“the state of the whole people” and “the party of the entire people”, they have abandoned the dictatorship of the
proletariat and changed the character of the Communist Party as the vanguard of the proletariat. They have
replaced proletarian internationalism with great-power chauvinism and national egoism, and worked to split the
socialist camp and the international communist movement and undermine the great unity of the revolutionary
people of the world.
Khrushchov revisionism is disintegrating the socialist camp, splitting the international communist movement,
sabotaging the national-liberation movement and the people’s revolutionary movement in all countries, lulling the
vigilance of the people of the world and playing the role of a special detachment of the U. S. imperialists and all
reactionaries; it is doing all these things which the U. S. imperialists, all reactionaries and the old-line revisionist
renegades are not in the position to do. By all this, the Khrushchov revisionists have set themselves against the
masses of the people who comprise more than 90 per cent of the world’s population, and cannot but arouse the
resolute opposition of all genuine Marxist-Leninists and all revolutionary people. Khrushchov revisionism is
doomed to failure, and in fact has rapidly been discredited.
Khrushchov, the founder of Khrushchov revisionism, has already been driven off the stage of world history.
This is a major event. It marks a victory for the Marxist-Leninist line and a failure for Khrushchov revisionism. It
testifies to the necessity and correctness of the struggle waged by the Chinese Communist Party, the Indonesian
Communist Party and the other Marxist-Leninist parties and Marxist-Leninists against Khrushchov revisionism.
All Marxist-Leninists and revolutionary people understand that the rise and growth of Khrushchov revisionism
is by no means a matter involving a few individuals, or an accidental phenomenon. It has deep social and
historical roots. As the 1957 Declaration has pointed out,
“The existence of bourgeois influence is an internal source of revisionism, while surrender to imperialist
pressure is its external source.”
Khrushchov revisionism is the creation of the capitalist forces in the Soviet Union. With Khrushchov’s coming
to power, a bourgeois privileged stratum gradually came into being in the Soviet Union as a result of his
erroneous policies. This stratum has completely divorced itself from the Soviet people and thoroughly betrayed
the cause of proletarian world revolution. It is the main social base of Khrushchov revisionism. Khrushchov and
his like are the political representatives of this bourgeois privileged stratum whose interests all their lines and
policies seek to serve. They have usurped the leadership of the CPSU and the Soviet state. Catering to the needs
of imperialists, they have led the CPSU founded by Lenin on to the dangerous road of degeneration and have led
the first socialist country, the Soviet Union, on to the dangerous road of capitalist restoration. This in itself is the
greatest betrayal of the Soviet people and the revolutionary people of the world.
The facts are crystal clear. What Lenin said about the old-line revisionists applies equally to Khrushchov and
his like: “… objectively, they are a political detachment of the bourgeoisie, … transmitters of its influence, its
agents in the labour movement.”
Is it conceivable that opposing imperialism alone without opposing revisionism is enough?
Lenin repeatedly taught us that “it is useless talking about the struggle against imperialism, about Marxism, or
about the socialist labour movement”, unless a determined and ruthless struggle all along the line is conducted
against the bourgeois labour parties. There can be no doubt that Lenin’s teaching remains the guide to action for
Marxist-Leninists. For the victory of the struggle against imperialism, for the liberation of all oppressed people
and nations and for the realization of a new world without imperialism, without capitalism and without the
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exploitation of man by man, we must resolutely go on thoroughly exposing the true features of Khrushchov
revisionism and carry the struggle against it through to the end.
*
More than six months have elapsed since the new leaders of the CPSU came to power. We had hoped that they
would correct their mistakes and return to the path of Marxism-Leninism, or at least prove a little better than
Khrushchov.. But all their actions have turned out contrary to our hopes: Khrushchov’s successors understood that
Khrushchov had become too unpopular and that if they were to put on exactly the same appearance as
Khrushchov, they would be unable to explain why they should have taken his place. That is why they have to
redecorate themselves as best they may and try by all means to appear different from Khrushchov.
They have made “revolutionary” gestures, used a lot of “anti-imperialist” phrases, and uttered a gieat many
fine words about “unity”. They have also carried out a number of minor manoeuvres and played some political
sleight of hand. They think that in so doing they will be able to delude people by their false appearance and
prevent them from grasping their essence.
What are the things that express their essence?
They are still stubbornly clinging to the whole of Khrushchov’s revisionist line as laid down at the 20 th and 22nd
Congresses of the CPSU and embodied in the Programme of the CPSU and opposing the revolutionary struggles
of the people of all countries.
They are still stubbornly clinging to the line of “Soviet-U. S. co-operation for the domination of the world”,
declaring that there are “sufficiently broad areas for co-operation” between the Soviet Union and the United
States, and moreover they are quickening their pace in pursuit of “co-operation” with U. S. imperialism.
They are still stubbornly clinging to the divisive line. They openly and faithfully carried out Khrushchov’s
orders by convening the schismatic Moscow meeting last March.
So long as they cling to these fundamental lines, all their gestures of “revolution”, “opposition to imperialism”
and “unity” are mere subterfuge and camouflage and can in no way change the essence of the matter. If they had
really changed Khrushchov’s revisionist line, why should they continue to collaborate with U. S. imperialism as
international gendarmes suppressing the oppressed people and nations? Why should have they retabled at the
United Nations the proposal which Khrushchov put forward last July for the organization of a U. N. armed force?
Why should have they joined the United States in voting in the U. N. Security Council for a resolution calling for
“ceasefire” and “national reconciliation” in the Congo (Leopoldville\fn{ [now Kinshasa; the former Belgian Congo, as
opposed to the former French Congo and its capital (Libreville):H] }) and supported U. S. imperialism in its attempt to put
down the patriotic armed struggle of the Congolese people?
If they had really changed Khrushchov’s revisionist line, why should they continue to pursue Khrushchov’s
policy of selling out the German Democratic Republic? When the West German militarists shamelessly convened
their Bundestag in West Berlin and thus made a wild provocation against the German Democratic Republic\fn
{East Germany:H} and the whole socialist camp, why did they lack the courage to take any action to rebuff it? Why
have they pigeonholed the proposals for a speedy German peace treaty and the settlement of the West Berlin
problem, without so much as daring to mention them again?
If they had really changed Khrushchov’s revisionist line, why should they brutally suppress the anti-U.S.
demonstrations by students of Viet Nam and other Asian and African countries studying in the Soviet Union?
Again, why did they and the U. S. imperialists install hot lines and cold lines, exchange information, hold secret
talks and give each other open support? Why did they set their minds on abetting the U. S. imperialist plot of
“peace negotiations”, and try to subordinate the Viet Nam question to their general line of “peaceful coexistence”
and “Soviet-U.S. co-operation for the settlement of world problems” and to extinguish the Vietnamese people’s
revolutionary struggle?
From a host of facts we cannot but draw the conclusion that Khrushchov’s successors are still carrying out
Khrushchov revisionism, the only difference being that in their tactics they are more crafty than Khrushchov.
Khrushchov was rather naïve. In order to curry favour with the chieftains of the U. S. gangsters, he was often too
outspoken because he could not refrain from airing what was on his mind.
His successors have drawn the lesson. They know that their stuff cannot stand scrutiny and can be refuted at
any time by Marxist-Leninists and all revolutionary people. That is why they must disguise themselves. At the
same time, they know that they are in a much weaker position than Khrushchov. They think that acting stealthily
may be better for them. They resort to flat denials and brazenly say: I am not what I am, a horse is not a horse, a
horse-driver is not a horse-driver, and a revisionist is not a revisionist, as if there were no difference at all between
revisionism and Marxism-Leninism.
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Precisely because the Khrushchov revisionists are putting on more subtle camouflage and are more deceptive,
it is all the more incumbent on the Marxist-Leninists to expose the essence behind their false appearance and the
deeds of betrayal concealed by their fine words. Otherwise, to allow them to deceive people would bring more
serious harm to the revolutionary cause of. the people of the world. As Lenin said about Kautsky’s\fn{ Karl Johann
Kausky (1854-1938) German Marxist, but one of the early leaders of the German Social Democratic Party and one who rejected the
Russian Revolution of October, 1917} tricks,

“We would cease to be Marxists, we would cease to be Socialists generally, if we … refrained from exposing
their real political significance.”
In the past, all kinds of opportunists and revisionists invariably used dual tactics to deceive the revolutionary
people, and they invariably put on some false appearance to conceal the essence of their betrayal of the
revolution. Marx, Engels, Lenin and Stalin always firmly grasped the essence of the opportunists and revisionists
by penetrating the complicated appearance and clearing away the fog they spread, and thoroughly exposed the
true features of these renegades to the revolutionary people. It was through such struggles that the opportunist and
revisionist factions were defeated one after another, the revolutionary theories of Marxism-Leninism constantly
developed and great victories constantly won for the cause of the proletarian revolution.
Today, the Marxist-Leninists not only have the lessons of dealing with Bakunin,\fn{ Mikhail Bakunin (1814-1876)
Russian revolutionary and anarchist} with Bernstein\fn{Eduared Bernstein (1850-1932) German Social Democratic leader and writer }
and Kautsky, with Trotsky\fn{Leon Trotsky (1879-1940) Russian Marxist who was accused of revisionism by Stalin } and with
Tito, but, what is more important, they have the experience of dealing with Khrushchov. Thus we can more easily
see through the various disguises of the Khrushchov revisionists, more easily grasp the essence behind the
appearance. Marxism-Leninism is a mirror to show up monsters. Facts are also such mirrors. However numerous
the metamorphoses of the Khrushchov revisionists, they will eventually reveal their true features as monsters.
*
Recently, the Khrushchov revisionists have been particularly vociferous in calling for “unity against the
enemy” and for “united action”. What do they really mean by the “unity against the enemy” and the “united
action” which they are talking about? Do they really want to unite with us against the enemy?
No! Not at all! The so-called unity the Khrushchov revisionists want is not based on Marxism-Leninism, on
the revolutionary principles of the 1957 Declaration and the 1960 Statement, but on the revisionist general line
laid down at the 20th and 22nd Congresses and embodied in the Programme of the CPSU, the general line of
“peaceful coexistence”, the general line of “Soviet-U.S. co-operation for the domination of the world”. Following
this line can only mean unity with the U. S. imperialists, with the reactionaries and the modern revisionists, and
cannot possibly mean unity with the Marxist-Leninists or unity with the people who constitute over 90 per cent of
the world’s population.
These people who are shouting “unity” have long since degenerated into the greatest splitters of modern times.
Ever since the 20th Congress of the CPSU, they have kept on splitting away from Marxism-Leninism, from Stalin,
from the Soviet people, from revolution and from all the Marxist-Leninist parties. Today, they are still pursuing
Khrushchov’s policy of “four alignments with and four alignments against”, that is, alignment with imperialism
against socialism, alignment with the United States against China and the other revolutionary countries, alignment
with the reactionaries everywhere against the national-liberation movements and the people’s revolutions, and
alignment with the Tito clique and renegades of all descriptions against all the fraternal Marxist-Leninist parties
and all revolutionaries fighting imperialism.
The Khrushchov revisionists are now more active than anyone else in crying for the “unity” of the
international communist movement, the aim being to stop the Marxist-Leninists from making a further exposure
of their revisionist essence and their dirty tricks and to attack those who oppose their revisionism and splittism.
They are putting up a show of crying for “unity” while they themselves are disrupting unity and of shouting,
“Down with splittism!” while they themselves are creating a split.
Without an elementary class analysis, the slogan “unity against the enemy” is meaningless. We must make
clear whom they want “unity” with and which enemy they want to deal with.
Since 1959, we have repeatediy advised the Khrushchov revisionists not to regard enemies as friends and vice
versa. They categorically refused to listen. After the fall of Khrushchov, we advised them to discard his legacy
and to put right their perverse attitude towards enemies and friends. They again refused to listen. They declared to
our delegation’s face that there was not a shade of difference between them and Khrushchov in their attitude
towards enemies and friends. They still refuse to treat U. S. imperialism as the main enemy, but insist on treating
it as the main friend. They are still “uniting with” U. S, imperialism against the people of the world. Under these
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circumstances, how is it possible to speak of unity with the Marxist-Leninists and the revolutionary people against
the enemy?
Recently, the Khrushchov revisionists have also cried for the necessity of “united action” on the part of the
socialist countries. Again, we must make clear what this “united action” is for. Is it “united action” to fit in with
the U. S. imperialist plot of “peace negotiations”, to betray the interests of the Vietnamese people and put down
their revolution? Is it “united action” to surrender to U. S. imperialism and oppose the national-liberation
movement and the people’s revolutionary struggle in every country? Or is it “united action” to implement the
revisionist general line of “Soviet-U.S. cooperation for the settlement of world problems”?
Truth to tell, such “united action” can only be sought with U. S. imperialism and its lackeys, with the Indian
reactionaries and with the Tito clique. To seek such “united action” with Marxist-Leninists is to knock at the
wrong door. Lenin ridiculed such people as follows:
“In the marketplace it often happens that the vendor who shouts loudest and calls God to witness is the one
with the shoddiest goods for sale.”
We must expose the very shoddy goods they are peddling to the light of the sun.
Some have asked: Haven’t you Marxist-Leninists established very good united front relations with many nonMarxist-Leninists and non-Communists? Why can’t you enter into united action with the modern revisionists?
But this does not depend on our wishes. From the point of view of our wishes, the best thing would be for them
to abandon revisionism, or at least refrain from siding with U. S. imperialism, the common enemy of the people of
the world.
Indeed we were actuated by this wish when we repeatedly advised and criticized them, hoping that they might
turn from their erroneous ways. Unfortunately, they have turned a deaf ear to all this. What can one do if they are
happy in their own degeneration? They have insisted on staying outside the united front of the people of the world
against U. S. imperialism and conducting an ardent flirtation with it so that they are like a pair of lovebirds that
even clubbing cannot separate.
In these circumstances, of course it is impossible for them to really join, the Marxist-Leninists and the people
of the world in any “united action”. In this sense, they really cannot be compared with the anti-imperialist and
revolutionary representatives of the national bourgeoisie in Asia, Africa and Latin America, nor even with the
anti-imperialist and patriotic representatives of royal families and the nobility. As Stalin said in The Foundations
of Leninism, some so-called socialists were reactionary while certain kings and some merchants, who fought for
national independence, were objectively revolutionary. This is the fact and the truth.
In attacking the Marxist-Leninists, the Khrushchov revisionists have said that refusal to take “united action”
with them constitutes “encouragement” to imperialist adventures and renders “invaluable service to the
aggressors”.
This label can never be pinned on us, but it well fits the Khrushchov revisionists. It is not we, but they with
their revisionist and capitulationist line, who have encouraged the U. S. aggressor and served U. S. imperialism.
Who voted in the U. N. Security Council for U. S. armed aggression in the Congo (Leopoldville)? Who bowed
and surrendered before Kennedy’s blackmail in the Caribbean crisis? Who plotted the swindle of the U.S.-BritishSoviet partial nuclear test ban treaty to consolidate the position of the United States as a nuclear overlord? Who
has been planning to organize a permanent U. N. armed force in collusion with U. S. imperialism in order to
suppress the national-liberation movement?
Is it not the fallen Khrushchov and his successors who have done all these things which encourage the U. S.
aggressor and serve U. S. imperialism? Aren’t these things the products of the revisionist line of “Soviet-U.S. cooperation for the domination of the world”? Aren’t such things being repeated today on the question of Viet Nam?
In contrast to the Khrushchov revisionist line, the line pursued by the Chinese Communist Party, the
Indonesian Communist Party and the other Marxist-Leninist parties is a thoroughly revolutionary line, which
persists in opposing imperialism, resolutely supports the revolutionary struggles of the oppressed people and
nations and defends world peace. Practice has proved that this is the only correct line. Only by following this line
is it possible to puncture the arrogance of the U. S. imperialist aggressor, thwart its plans for aggression and war,
and thereby both promote the people’s revolution of all countries and win world peace.
The Chinese Communist Party, the Indonesian Communist Party and other Marxist-Leninist parties have
always stood for unity against the enemy. To Marxist-Leninists unity against the enemy means unity of the
workers of all lands and unity of the workers and the oppressed people and nations of the world against
imperialism and reaction. At present, it means unity of the international proletariat and the revolutionary people of
all countries,. and unity with all the forces that can be united, in joint action against U. S. imperialism and its
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lackeys. What we mean by unity against the enemy is a slogan which draws a clearcut line of demarcation
between enemies and friends; it is a revolutionary slogan.
The unity of the international communist movement can be achieved only on the basis of adherence to
Marxism-Leninism and opposition to modern revisionism.
The unity between the international proletariat and the oppressed nations can be achieved only on the basis of
firm opposition to imperialism, particularly to U. S. imperialism, and firm support for the revolution of the
oppressed nations.
The unity between the international proletariat and the oppressed people can be achieved only on the basis of
firm opposition to imperialism and reaction and firm support for the revolution of the people of all countries.
It is for revolution that we unite. Unity with revolutionaries is out of the question if one opposes revolution.
Making revolution and opposing imperialism is the demand of the broad masses of the people who comprise more
than 90 per cent of the world’s population and is the irresistible trend of history. Whoever goes against this
aspiration of the people and this trend will inevitably be discarded by history.
The great Soviet people is a people endowed with the glorious tradition of the October Revolution. The great
Communist Party of the Soviet Union is a Party with a long history of revolutionary struggle. In their betrayal of
Marxism-Leninism and of the cause of the proletarian revolution, the Khrushchov revisionists are violating the
fundamental interests of the broad masses of the Soviet people and the Soviet Communists. To fight against
Khrushchov revisionism is the demand of the Soviet people and the broad masses of the members and cadres of
the CPSU as well as of all the Communists and the revolutionary people of the world. The Chinese Communists
and the Chinese people are firmly convinced that the Parties and peoples of China and the Soviet Union will
ultimately disperse the dark clouds spread by Khrushchov revisionism, closely unite on the basis of MarxismLeninism, and combine their efforts to oppose U. S. imperialism and its lackeys and to promote the revolutionary
cause.
We still place some hope in the leadership of the CPSU, and will welcome the day when they admit and rectify
their mistakes, discard Khrushchov revisionism and return to the path of Marxism-Leninism. But it seems that this
day is still far off. We Marxist-Leninists must carry the struggle against Khrushchov revisionism through to the
end and must not in the least slacken our efforts.
*
At no time and in no circumstances must Marxist-Leninists forget the world historical mission of the
proletariat as the creator of socialist society.
At the present stage, the historical task of the parties of the proletariat in all countries is to unite the
revolutionary people of the whole world, unite all the forces that can be united, combat the imperialists and
reactionaries, win world peace, national liberation, people’s democracy and socialism, and strive for the gradual
achievement of complete victory in the proletarian world revolution and for a new world without imperialism,
without capitalism and without the exploitation of man by man.
The revolutionary struggle of the proletariat and people of each country goes through different stages and has
its own characteristics, but none can be independent of the general laws governing the development of world
history. It is of great importance for a proletarian party leading the revolutionary struggle and formulating the
revolutionary line and policies of its own country to adhere to the principle of integrating the universal truth of
Marxism-Leninism with the concrete revolutionary practice of its own country. Only when the universal truth of
Marxism-Leninism is skilfully integrated with the concrete revolutionary practice of one’s own country, can one
make Marxism-Leninism take root, blossom and yield fruit in the country, and lead the revolution to victory.
At all times and in all circumstances Marxist-Leninists are the promoters of revolution.
Marxist-Leninist parties should adhere to the revolutionary line, support and assist each other, and perform
their proletarian internationalist duty in the present international class struggle and in the great struggle of all the
oppressed people and nations for liberation.
Communist Parties of the socialist countries should uphold the dictatorship of the proletariat, consolidate and
expand the positions of socialism, and carry the socialist revolution through to the end in the political, economic,
ideological and cultural fields. Never for a moment must we forget the existence of classes and class struggle, or
forget the struggle between the socialist and the capitalist roads. Only thus can we prevent the restoration of
capitalism and create the conditions for the transition to communism.
At all times and in all circumstances Marxist-Leninists are revolutionary optimists.
Marx and Engels, who were only two individuals, declared to the whole world in a resounding voice: The
doom of the bourgeoisie and the victory of the proletariat are both inevitable!
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In our times, Marxist-Leninists have all the greater confidence to declare to the whole world: The extinction of
imperialism is inevitable, so is the victory of socialism and communism! The future of the international
communist movement is bright, so is the future pf the proletarian world revolution.
The emergence of Khrushchov revisionism is a mere interlude in the course of historical development.
However vociferous they may be for a time, they are merely singing the elegy for the imperialists and themselves.
On this tiny globe
A few flies dash themselves against the wall,
Humming without cease,
Sometimes shrilling,
Sometimes moaning.

Time will reject this handful of wretches. History has witnessed so many renegades from the revolution and so
many notorious opportunists and revisionists who were repudiated by the masses of the people. The fate of the
modern revisionists will be no better than that of their predecessors.
Earth-shaking changes have taken place in the world in the century or more since the emergence of Marxism.
These changes are greater than those of past centuries, of past thousands of years or even tens of thousands of
years. This is the greatest century in human history. It can be fully anticipated that the next hundred years will
witness still greater revolutionary changes in the world.
Marxism has developed rapidly in the last hundred years. In the same way, it can be fully anticipated that
Marxism will develop still more rapidly in the next hundred years.
Consequently, still more arduous struggles and still greater victories lie ahead of contemporary MarxistLeninists and all other revolutionaries.
While entrusting contemporary Marxist-Leninists and all other revolutionaries with arduous missions, history
has at the same time created a wide stage of action for them. On this stage of history all real revolutionary heroes
can perform many a revolutionary drama, full of sound and colour, power and grandeur, provided that they truly
grasp the invincible weapon of Marxism-Leninism, truly rely on the broad masses of the people, and are
courageous and skilful in waging struggles. Innumerable revolutionary forerunners have opened up the road, set
the example and accumulated experience for us. The contemporary Marxist-Leninists and all other revolutionaries
can, and should, make more contributions than their predecessors.
To find men truly great and noble-hearted
We must look here in the present.

Let us hold aloft the revolutionary banner of Marxism-Leninism and boldly advance in the fight against
imperialism, reaction and modern revisionism, for world peace, national liberation, people’s democracy and
socialism, for the gradual achievement of complete victory in the proletarian world revolution and for the building
of a new world without imperialism, without capitalism and without the exploitation of man by man!
192.174 On Confucianism, Daoism, And Banditry\fn{by Wen Yiduo (1899-1946)} Hubei Province, China (M) 2
It is a commonly known fact that doctors cannot accurately diagnose a disease without seeing all of the
symptoms. As a result, they usually put patients through a period of observation before giving a diagnosis and
prescribing a treatment. It is also a commonly known fact that many people attempt to deny serious illnesses. In
fact, many sick people will put off seeing a doctor even after the effects of their illnesses can no longer be
concealed.
The current state of national affairs in China is in many ways comparable to the condition of a sick person who
has denied his illness for too long. In fact, affairs in China are in such a pitiful state that even a conservative and
“doctor-avoiding” person like Professor Qian Mu\fn{ A editorial note reads: This is an abridged translation of the original}
will admit that China is very, very.sick, probably sicker than she has ever been. Based on the foregoing, China
must now find a suitable doctor to diagnose and treat her illness.
As the old saying goes, “an observer can make the best judgement,” and indeed, the best diagnosis for China’s
disease seems to come from a bystander, an Englishman by the name of H.G. Wells. Wells once observed,
“Deep down in the Chinese consciousness are conflicting elements of Confucianism, Daoism, and
banditry.”\fn{The Fate of Homo Sapiens, 1939}
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I truly admire this eighty-year old “doctor’s” diagnosis, and thank him for summing up the source of China’s
problems so well. By doing so, he gives China at least a chance to recover, for it is only with accurate diagnosis
that a patient can get appropriate treatment.
However, I do not totally agree with Mr. Wells’ diagnosis. In my view, changing “Confucianism, Daoism, and
banditry” to Confucianism, Daoism, and Moism”\fn{Named for the teachintgs of Mo Ti (5th century BC) who is called China’s
philosopher of love} or “stealing, cheating, and banditry” would not distort Mr. Wells’ meaning in any way, but
would, on the contrary, strengthen it. In fact, those familiar with Chinese history and culture will probably find the
latter terms more reasonable and logical and thus easier to accept.
Let us first talk about the fundamental difference between thieves and bandits.
While thieves use tricks to get what they want, bandits use force. The proverb “trick and force” can best be
illustrated by applying the famous Legalist philosopher Han Fei’s famous aphorism:
“The Confucianists (or scholars) use words (writing) to abuse the law while knights-errant use force to violate
the law.”
These so-called knights are nothing but fallen Moists.
Although at first I felt that using the term “cheaters” to symbolize the Daoists was improper, upon reflecting, I
came to the conclusion that this is the most appropriate word. The Daoist concept of “do nothing and nothing is
not done” legitimizes the use of the term “cheaters” to describe Daoists because it implies that one can get
everything without doing anything.
Thieves, cheaters, and bandits represent three types of behavior, while Confucianism, Daoism, and Moism
represent three theories of these behaviors. As to whether theory created behavior, or vice versa, I’d like to refer to
the chicken and egg puzzle, in which only one thing is sure: one can neither call a chicken an egg nor an egg a
chicken. By the same token, then, behavior and theory cannot be interchanged. Based on this premise, Mr. Wells
committed a mixed-premise mistake in logic. Other than that, I consider his statements perceptive and essentially
correct.
Historically, the development of Chinese philosophy started with Confucianism, then came Moism, and finally
Daoism. In order to understand why and how these three schools of thought have become the plagues of Chinese
culture, we must first study the evolution of these schools.
Feudalism is the end product of the materialistic development of human culture. It maintains, to a certain
extent, social stability and order. Our cultural development has depended upon this kind of stability and order. It
has created various schools of thought.
However, feudal society and its organization are an expansion of the feudal family system, and the feudal order
is but the male-dominated hierarchical family order system. Power dominates in this family order system, and
justice and reason play but secondary roles. Granted, order is the essence of human existence, and “order based
upon power” is better than no order at all. This is especially important to those in the upper classes who have
power; to those elite few, this order is precious indeed. Confucianism is the theoretical foundation of this kind of
social order—the order of the upper class, the chosen few. Order in a paternalistic feudal society is a forced order;
it is unnatural. Thus it is hypocritical. Since it is hypocritical, it will eventually expose itself. Moists tried to avoid
the mistakes of Confucianism by using maternalistic love to replace the paternalistic order. But since the social
order has been broken and shaken, neither paternalistic nor maternalistic order systems can maintain it any more.
Because neither father nor mother could control their grownup children, it was only natural that the Moist scheme
failed, like its Confucian predecessor.
When Moism failed, its adherents became enraged and often took the law into their own hands, causing the
condition of social order to go from bad to worse. As social order collapsed, some individuals from the group
started to doubt the necessity of the family and began to curse and desert the family organization itself. These
individuals escaped ftom the family system, and the so-called Daoists came into being.
The Golden Age of a family consists of the first few years after marriage, a time when the number of children
is small and the children have not yet grown up. During this period, if the father can maintain a comfortable
income, the family can enjoy happiness. If that is not the case, the family might make do if it has relatively few
small children. But in real life, with the traditional Chinese family having many grown-up offspring, conflicts of
interest are unavoidable. If the patriarch is either very old or has passed away, so that family affairs are in the
hands of an older brother, the distribution of the inheritance is more often than not unfair.
To solve the inheritance problem, the Confucian school invariably advised people to act fairly so as not to
incur the wrath of their ancestors. People were also told that if they obeyed, worked hard, and remembered the
past, the “good old days” would return.
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What they did not know was that the “Golden Age” is but an illusion, a veritable castle built upon sand. The
happiness that past generations apparently enjoyed was built upon special conditions that no longer exist.
The Moists’ spirit of maternal love likewise failed to solve the problems faced by the paternalistic system
because, as previously stated, when children grow up they develop conflicts of interests that cannot be solved by
love or emotion. Thus the mistakes made by the Moists and the Confucianists are essentially the same, the only
difference being that the Moists detected the inequality among its members and went after individual freedom.
The Moists’ ideal society was based upon order and equality for all. Unfortunately, the result was anarchy, an
individualistic selfish society. The Moists therefore destroyed the old social order without presenting a new
principle to replace it.
This scenario is what most people abhor, for as we have already stated, order, even an inequitable one, is
essential to livelihood and stability, especially for us Chinese.
From the above, we can see where the Moists failed, and in their failure lies Confucianism’s success. Unlike
Moism and Confucianism, Daoism totally rejects order and escapes from it at all cost. This removes yet another
obstacle for Confucianism and further promotes Confucianism’s dominance in society. As a result, when
Confucianists attacked Daoists, they only made superficial attacks. The Moists were the ones they hated deep
down in their hearts.
Eventually, the Confucianists got the upper hand in Chinese society. The elite accepted Daoists but refused to
tolerate Moists. That is why Moists became “bandits.” With the troublesome Moists out of the way, only the
Confucianists and Daoists were left in the upper echelons of Chinese society.
Confucianism and Daoism did not contradict one another, and thus wound up collaborating. For example,
whenever a Confucianist had served as an official for several terms, he would receive kickbacks and the like,
which would allow him to retire a rich man. He would then become a “religious devotee,” in other words, a
Daoist.
Actually, the official did not have to physically retire because he could psychologically “retire” while
continuing to serve as an official—following the sayings, “Even though my body is still in court, my spirit is
roaming over the country” and “The best recluse hides in the marketplace.”
This illustrates the highest level of collaboration between Confucianism and Daoism, and in this kind of
collaboration, the official always accepts privileges as a Confucianist, while turning away obligations as a Daoist.
See how clever this kind of collaboration turns out to be! Its merits are truly beyond description. If one calls this
kind of collaboration a pact between thieves and cheaters, then it surely would be a fair charge.
As two proverbs go: “The successful ones become kings, the failed ones bandits” and “The one who steals a
hook becomes a thief and the one who steals a kingdom becomes a king.” The Daoists claim that they do not
“serve the kings and lords” and only cultivate their own lofty goals. The fact that these proverbs do not condemn
Daoists shows how clever they are. If one ranks the trickery among bandits, thieves, and cheaters, bandits would
be ranked lower than thieves, and thieves would probably not be as tricky as cheaters. That is to say, Moists are
not as good as Confucianists, while Confuciansts are not as good as Daoists.
The reason Mr. Wells mentioned bandits but not Moists directly in his list of China’s problems was that
foreigners often travelled in far-off bandit-infested areas of China. Foreigners, including perhaps Mr. Wells,
suffered a lot at the hands of the bandits and totally distrusted them. However, from the Chinese point of view,
among the three types of outlaws, bandits are the most honest, and thus are the easiest to eliminate.
Historically speaking, the forefathers of the bandits were Moists, and their motives were most open. At the
present time, thieves and cheaters, under the protective banners of Confucianism and Daoism, have carried on a
campaign to annihilate the bandits with the foreigners’ enthusiastic support. This persecution is totally unjust. I’m
sure this is not Mr. Wells’ original meaning, and I know which side he would be on.
In conclusion, banditry is without question a disease of Chinese culture.. However, so are cheating and
thievery. We have to thank Mr. Wells for not forgetting Confucianism and Daoism in his diagnosis of China’s
disease. He used his powerful pen as Confucius did in The Spring and Autumn Annals to treat Confucianism and
Daoism on an equal basis with banditry. This is surely a pivotal contribution among his other great contributions
to humanity.
China 1.97 Excerpt from Jiang Biwei Hui Yi Lu (Memoir Of Jiang Biwei)\fn{by Jiang Biwei (1899-1978)} Yixing,
Jiangsu Province, China (F) 21

1286

1287

1288

1289

1290

1291

1292

1293

1294

1295

1296

1297

1298

1299

1300

1301

1302

1303

1304

1305

1306

1307

▲\fn{This completes this portion of Chinese literature used in the Protocol for World Peace. }

▲

1308

