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290.31 Excerpt from Hikayat Perintah Negeri Benggala (Narrative Of The State Of Bengal)\fn{by Ahmad Rijal alDin (c.1770-bet. 1811-1817)} Kedah State, Malaysia (M) 12
This is a narrative of the state of Bengal as it was at the time when I, Ahmad Rijal al-Din, son of Hakim Long
Fakir Kandu, left my homeland to visit it.
I have composed this narrative for the benefit of posterity, committing it to writing in the year 1226 the fifth
year of the cycle, in the month of Ramadan.\fn{ 1810}
In the name of God the merciful and the compassionate; to Him do we turn, to God most high: this is an
account of the time Ahmad Rijal al-Din sailed with Captain Scott’s son called Robert Scott to the country of
Bengal and a very fine story it is that I have to narrate.
My story is of a country to the north, inclined towards the rising sun, a country of great size called
Bengal.\fn{Bengal included in these days what is now Bangladesh, and Bihar and Orissa States of India } The estuary leading to
the capital of the country is of great size, with several shoals and reefs in midstream. In days gone by, the country
belonged to the Nawab Seri Bedola but after he had ruled over the country for some time, God decreed that it
should be conquered by an English nobleman. It has been under English rule for some time now, governed by a
succession of viceroys.
At the present juncture the King of Europe has appointed as viceroy an Englishman called Lord Minto,\fn{ Gilbert Elliot-Murray-Kynynmound, 1st Earl of Minto (1751-1814), Viceroy of India (1807-1813); called “The Lord Minto” from 1897;
nephew of Andrew Elliot, the 41st Colonial Governor of New York:W,H} a most just and generous man, a ruler who governs

according to the laws and customs of the country. Many are the countries Lord Minto has brought under his sway,
first of all important states such as Madras, Bombay, Surat, Gujerat and in the region of Ceylon there is Goa, the
Kafir lands and various other important states. In the Dravidian lands there are states such as Seringapatam,
Mahd, Nagore, Negapatam, Arcot, Tanjore, Masulipatam, together with several thousand states in the […] region
and tens of thousands of smaller states too many to enumerate.
In the Dravidian lands, all the crowned kings send yearly tribute to the Viceroy Lord Minto, presenting him
with all manner of gifts, vast amounts of gold and silver, and from east and west come ships in a continual stream,
bringing all sorts of rare and wonderful offerings for the Viceroy Lord Minto.
Now I shall tell of the Malay lands to the east, such as Penang Island, Malacca, Bencoolen, Amboina, Ternaté
and several other Malay states, all of which are subject to the Viceroy; in all these countries the Viceroy has appointed an Englishman as ruler. But of all the Malay states none is greater than Penang Island which is more
important than all the other states, so that if any case arises which presents difficulties, the Governor of Penang
Island is informed, who thereupon sends an envoy to Bengal, so goes the story. And this is the way Bengal has
been administered for some time now so that its fame has spread to the east and to the west, as far as Constantinople, Egypt, China, Mecca and Medinah, and all the people of these lands come here to trade and make the
round trip home—this is the way the administrative hierarchy functions. United in counsel, the skill and discretion
of the English enables them to rule over huge countries with only a handful of people, such is the way things are
in Bengal.
*
The Viceroy Lord Minto has instituted the custom of maintaining twelve two-masted brigs. Six of them are
stationed in the bay as far out as twelve-fathom water, sailing to and fro looking for merchant ships and Company’s\fn{The British East India Company, which ruled India from 1757-1858 } ships that have lost their way; if they find them,
they bring them into the river.\fn{The Hooghly River} There are another six brigs in the middle of the estuary who
take over from the boats in the bay.
The way the pilot system works is like this: whenever they meet a ship at sea, they supply it with a pilot and a
leadsman who, after handing the ship over to the river-pilot brigs, return to their station as before, while the riverpilot brigs take the ship up-river, this is the way the pilotage system operates.
Ships visit the capital without a break, there is no let-up day or night, thousands of ships arrive and depart, and
from the west to the east, from the north-west to the south-east, however many months the voyage takes, ships sail
here to trade, ships too many to enumerate. The custom of the country is that overseas passengers disembark at
Saugur and hire a river boat. These boats are like the jolong-jolongs, quite small with long thin prows, and they
convey passengers as far as the city, this is the way these hire-boats function. The journey from Saugur to the
capital takes four days and four nights.
At the mouth of the river there are a number of small fishing boats which sell fish to the ships that arrive; there
are hundreds of these boats, too many to count. There are also thousands of boats, big and small, which, every
morning and afternoon, take provisions to sell to the ships, e.g. chickens, ducks, geese, sugar-cane, bananas, taro,
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coconuts, areca nuts and other kinds of produce such as betel-leaf etc., all of which they sell to the people in the
ships. There are also a number of boats which, for a fee, will tow ships up-river, the usual fee being one silver
rupee per day, such is the custom of the country.
The water in the river is remarkably fresh because the source of the river is so far away; you would have to sail
for years to get there. I don’t know how far anyone has gone, but so far nobody has ever reached the source. One
of the features of the country is that almighty God has ordained that the river should be plagued with a tidal bore;
this occurs at high tide when the moon is full and extends right up to the farthest low water mark. This bore tide is
very strong, towering up like an island. When it comes, i.e. when the tide is at the full, the noise made by the
waves is deafening, like the crash of a thunderbolt and the water in the river rushes up-stream as though hurled by
some giant hand. When the bore comes, all the small boats make for the shore, for fear of being swept away by
the tidal wave, and it goes on like this every month, every year, in fact all the time; this tidal bore never stops.
There are thousands of settlements on both banks of the river. At the mouth of the river is a place called
Saugur, situated on the right as you enter the river. This is the place where the big ships load commodities such as
paddy, cloth, cotton, opium and various other kinds of commodities, and there are many sloops and brigs to bring
these commodities down-stream to sell to the ships. When a ship arrives it is very busy here, as though they were
celebrating the end of a war.
*
After Saugur there is a tract of jungle called the Sunderbunds. Here there is a shrine where a certain Pir Ghazi
Sahib is buried by the river side. Near the shrine are two tall trees, far taller than any other trees, their foliage
spreading out like sun-shades; when viewed from the sea it is a very fine sight. The place is swarming with tigers
and crocodiles, countless numbers of them. The tigers here are peculiar in that if anyone uses unseemly language,
a tiger will creep up on him under cover of a cooking pot or a fallen tree trunk. When it gets near to the boat it
will lash out at the offender and claw him to death. In the past several people have been killed by these tigers;
such, I would have you know, is the way things are in the Sunderbunds.
There are also two houses where the mendicants live who look after the shrine. Behind this place, about one
league away, bananas, sugarcane, taro, rice and other crops are cultivated, the plain here extending over a wide
expanse of country.
*
Further up is another locality, a very fine one, called Kalpi where rice and various other crops are cultivated,
such as coconuts, areca nuts, sugar-cane and taro, as well as chickens and ducks. In all there are about a thousand
houses here and everybody has a boat. When a ship arrives, everyone here takes out all manner of foodstuffs to
sell to the ship, such as sugar-cane, bananas, citrus fruit, coconuts, areca nuts, taro, etc. It is very busy when a ship
arives, and it goes on like this every day, there is no let-up even for a moment.
On the landing-stage beside the river some fifty palm trees are planted in a line around a tank. The tank itself is
beautifully made and the palm trees are aligned like so many flowers strung together; it looks very fine when
viewed from the sea, like the moon surrounded by stars, such is the beauty of the Kalpi district.
*
Beyond Kalpi is a locality which is very fine called Kilakachi. Here lines of godowns\fn{ Warehouses} have been
built along the riverside, like a fort, some long, some round, some very high, of all shapes and sizes. This is the
place where they manufacture salt and arrack; a great many people are employed here day and night and the din is
frightening. The landing stage is always full of boats, big and small, arriving and departing, there is never any letup at the landing stage even for a moment. Big ships too, as well as sloops, brigs, penchalangs and semangkas are
continually calling here.
There is also a godown where the Company stores the powder and shot of all the ships that come here to trade.
When a ship arrives, its powder and shot are taken off and stored here after which the ship is allowed to proceed;
unless this is done the ship is not allowed to proceed on its way to the capital. In the district is a market with a
reasonable stock of goods for sale to foreigners on their way to and from the capital.
About one hour’s journey from here on is another place where a great deal of rice is cultivated, wet and dry,
and a great many other crops grown, i.e. various kinds of trees such as coconuts, areca nuts, palmyra palms, datepalms, mangoes, jack fruit, sugar-cane, bananas and taro; a great deal of produce is obtained here and taken to the
small towns down-river. Hundreds of boats, big and small, call here to gather firewood which they take to sell in
the capital while there is a continual stream of boats—hundreds of them—taking hay to sell in the capital. No one
could even attempt to count how many boats, big and small, are involved and in all the cases the boatmen are
Hindus. Every settlement along the river has its boats taking chickens, ducks and geese. It is about three days and
three nights voyage from here to the capital and there are always boats in the river making the journey.
*
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Now I shall tell you of a region called Falta. Further on from Kilakachi is a most attractive-looking place
called Falta. Here there is a Portuguese gentleman of advanced age who sells foodstuffs to ships which are short
of provisions—e.g. bread, chickens, ducks, cows, goats and all sorts of vegetables. This Portuguese leases the
place from the Governor-General, in return for an annual payment of some thousands of rupees and the Portuguese acts as the Superintendent of the place.
As to the number of houses here, there are three stone buildings, each about a hundred yards long. One of these
buildings contains chickens, ducks and geese—tens of thousands of them; another building contains hundreds of
cows and goats, and the third building, which is about fifty yards long, is the bakery which bakes various sorts of
bread, using wheaten flour.
There is another very long building close to the shore, several storeys high, with glass in each of the windows.
This is the place where the captains and mates of the English and Portuguese ships stay, along with the officers of
the ships of many nations. It is their custom to dine with the Superintendent, after which they give him a few rupees. Surrounding the Superintendent’s grounds are some twenty or thirty small stalls, looking like so many
pigeon coops with posts made of “thorn” bamboo and with a thatched roof. This is where they sell curry stuffs,
brinjals,\fn{Eggplant} chillies, taro, coconuts, bananas, etc., and this is where the sailors buy their food.
About one league distant is a place where the Hindus make great quantities of cooking utensils, piled up as
high as an island so it seems. On Fridays and Mondays they take their wares and sell them in the capital, this is
the normal way of life for the people of this district. In every village settlement along every reach of the river are
hamlets and allotments where countless numbers of Bengalis and Hindus live.
*
Now I shall tell you about the way the main river divides, the two estuaries thus formed—which are equally
wide—being directly opposite each other. When it is high tide, the water eddies around like a vortex and several
ships, brigs, sloops and semangkas have been wrecked here. The river on the left is called Tamlun Kari and its
source is very far away; no one has ever reached it. In days gone by, Maula Ghafur sent out several large vessels
to see where the source was, but up to now, nothing has been heard of the ships that went on the expedition and
where they got to, nobody knows. Subsequently the King of England sent tens, nay hundreds of ships to investigate the source of the river but none of them ever came back. That’s how it is with this river—there are too many
jinns and sprites and supernatural creatures playing the devil’s own tricks in the river, and no human being has
ever reached the source.
*
So much for Tamlun Kari. I shall now tell you about the place where the river branches to the right, which is
called Calcutta.
This is a city of immense size with a huge fort, several leagues long and several leagues wide, built in tiers
several storeys high, as pretty as a picture. Around the fort they have dug a ditch several parasangs\fn{Leagues; certainly an exaggeration:H} deep, lined with jet-black stone, one slab upon another, several cubits thick. The river that
encircles the fort is as deep as the ocean, and several ferocious crocodiles are kept in the moat, together with all
manner of fish. The fort is immensely strong and looks as though it were made of highly polished wrought iron;
there is nothing to match this fort of Calcutta. There are any number of gates and hundreds of breast-works and
ramparts—every side of the fort has its ramparts. There are also thousands of heavy cannon made of wrought iron
or bronze. In this present age no fort can compare with it; from west to east it has no equal. All around the fort are
cannon in serried ranks, tier upon tier of them, looking like so many pointed stakes. The ditches in the fort have
their level raised every month by letting in water from the main river; a sort of capstan is revolved, letting the wa ter in and filling the ditches in the various quarters.
In the fort are a number of English soldiers and sepoys\fn{Native troops} who are in charge of the Indian sepoys.
These Indians are of differents sects, first of all Shaiks and Saids, then Moguls, Pathans and Hindus—Rajputs and
Brahmans—in all, some hundreds of thousands, all of whom are on guard, patrolling day and night, an awesome
spectacle. Viewed from the sea, the fort looks like a savage tiger about to spring.
Inside the fort an armoury has been built in which weapons are stored; it is a very long building, several hundred yards long, and here are kept all the muskets, matchlocks, cannon, swivel guns, spears, swords, shields, ar rows and war-quoits, piled up like an island rising out of the sea. Sepoys are on guard day and night, never sleeping, with a number of Englishmen in command of the black people. There are several thousand Jemedars, Commandants, Adjutants, even Captains and Colonels and a full complement of councillors and gentlemen-at-arms,
far too many to enumerate.
The are also several Indian warriors such as Wazir Ali and Raja Kitar Hindu and various Nawabs who have
fought against the Viceroy Lord Minto who has taken them prisoner and lodged them within the fort. They are
given food and clothing and khansamas to wait upon them but they can never get out; there they are, locked up
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like caged tigers. They are terrible to behold, so fearsome that you feel like a stork looking up at an eagle, so imposing is their bearing, every single one of them—quite unique.
Calcutta Fort is like a fair young maiden: the rulers of many races are deeply smitten when they behold it, but
although they would like to attack it, they realise that it is beyond their resources, because the guards and sentries
are always on the alert and because of the skill with which the English organise their guards and patrols, never re laxing for a moment.
*
So much for Calcutta Fort. Now I shall tell you of the beauty of the city of Calcutta.
It is said that there are thousands of market districts, far too many to enumerate, with a vast number of wellconstructed streets, all of which are perfectly level, as though someone had gone around grinding them down.
Each street is several leagues long and there are thousands of such streets crossing and intersecting. Each street
has its policemen and inspectors on duty and no one can enter or leave without written authorisation from the
Chief of Police, without this they will not let you pass, they will arrest you and take you before the magistrate,
this is how the police force functions. There are also gendarmes and watchmen on patrol to see that people behave
themselves, as well as lots of chokidars.\fn{Night-watchmen}
Now I shall tell you how splendid the residence of the Viceroy Lord Minto is.
The surrounding wall, which looks most impressive, is made of multicoloured stone, on top of which is set a
wooden lattice-work—the interstices of which are polygon-shaped—surmounted by what looks like Chinese caskets, painted in vermilion—a most handsome sight—which shines like the sun breaking through the clouds. The
Viceroy’s palace occupies a square about three acres in extent and attached to the lattice-work are wrought-iron
chains like so many coiled snakes.
There is a wall several courses high with trellis-work fencing [on top] within which has been constructed a
very handsome palace, as high as a mountain, built in seven tiers. The lowest tier is made of jet-black stone, several cubits thick, the next tier of white stone, several cubits thick, the next tier of large bricks, the fourth tier of
small bricks, the fifth tier of blood-red bricks, the sixth tier of ornamental bricks with a semi-circular design and
the seventh tier of European stone, as white as paper and as smooth as a polished mirror which sparkles whenever
the sun catches it. Each side of the palace has [projecting] corners and all doors and windows have coloured glass
fixed in them, red, white, yellow, green and purple, and when the sun or moon shine on them they glitter in such a
way as to dazzle the eye.
The palace is so high, that if you try to look up at it, your turban falls off.
There are four splendid gates of great size and every gate is guarded by a number of Englishmen and Indians
patrolling up and down. At the gate facing the sea are two huge cannon with their muzzles planted deep in the
ground, only the breech being visible—such is the power of the Viceroy. The dome on top of the roof has all man ner of decoration on it—the place is most imposing, there is nothing in the region to rival it; it glitters like a
highly-polished diamond.
By the side of the palace is a fine pavilion in which a great deal of glass has been fitted, just like a wedding
pavilion. It is here that the English officers, councillors, and the rulers of the neighbouring countries, i.e. all the
Nawabs, Wazirs and Amirs, come every day to wait upon the Viceroy, presenting him with all manner of fruit,
while several watchmen and guards with swords drawn pace up and down like tigers, their eyes as big as hen’s
eggs, their moustaches thick enough for birds to nest in. There are also any number of hookah-burdars, soontahburdars, asa-burdars, bala-burdars and scores of chobdars, khansamas and kitmulgars employed in the Viceroy’s
palace.
Inside the wall with the trellis-work fence is a beautiful tank in which the water is as clear as teardrops, and
around the tank are planted various sorts of trees bearing flowers and ripe fruits; the blossoms give off a most fra grant scent. In the afternoon the Viceroy leaves the palace and visits the tank to amuse himself by walking about,
picking flowers and plucking the fruit, and sometimes catching the fish in the tank.
*
So much for the splendour of the Viceroy's palace.
Now I shall tell you of the splendour of the Company’s park, a magnificent sight, several leagues long and sev eral leagues wide. In the grounds of the park are planted all manner of fruit trees, natives of various countries;
there are several dozen varieties of mango, several varieties of jujube, several varieties of pomegranate, hundreds
of thousands of varieties of fruits and thousands of varieties of flowering plants—too many and too varied to enumerate. There are also several tanks there containing many species of fish. At weekends all the Englishmen of
rank go there to amuse themselves by catching the fish in the tanks, using a casting-net, a drift-net or rod and line.
There are also numbers of deer and mouse-deer in the park. Hundreds of hunting-dogs are used; the dignitaries
are mounted on their thoroughbreds and the dog-boy unleashes the hounds who fly off in pursuit of the deer, mak6

ing a baying noise that sounds like a storm rising. The hounds run faster than the horses, hunting the deer or the
mouse-deer and catching a number of them. The dignitaries divide up the game between them and several deer
and mouse-deer—the biggest—are presented to the Viceroy—this is what usually goes on in the park.
*
So much for the park. Now I shall tell you of the splendour of the city of Calcutta.
Some distance from the fort is a very large market called Badi Bazar, extremely large. All sorts of commo-di ties are sold here and the market is divided into two sections: the shops selling cloth are in a section where only
cloth is sold—cloth of all types, in thousands of different colours—great mounds of cloth—fine cloth, coarse
cloth, cloth of all types.
There is also an alley in the market where bright red coral beads are sold, the stalls of the traders being ranged
in rows, like so many flowers strung together.
There is another alley where the Banyans and South Indians sell pearls, nothing else but pearls, and yet another
alley where the traders sell beads, all sorts of beads, which are found only in this part of the market.
There is also another alley where the traders sell brass and copper ware, which is found only in this part of the
market. Near this section of the market work the tinsmiths who apply layers of tin to the pots and pans people buy.
Behind these stalls is the place where they sell ironmongery—locks, knives, clippers, axes, scissors and so on. Be hind this place is an alley where the Hindus manufacture iron utensils such as locks and axes—all sorts of ironmongery is piled up here. In the same part of the market are the stalls where they make various sorts of hookahs
of brass or tin in a variety of shapes, some with designs on them, some perfectly smooth. Just opposite these stalls
are Indians making hookah pipes and bowls and a full range of hookah accessories are available here.
There is another alley where tobacco-boxes and caskets are sold together with all manner of wooden toys.
Now I shall tell you about the section of the market were the wealthy Banyans have built big shops. Some of
them sell various types of silverwork and there are also shops selling various sorts of gold and gilt work. There is
also a row of big stores belonging to rich merchants such as the sons of Namasli Babu and the sons of Kashinat
Babu and several […] Babu Ram Sunudur. All [of these] are very rich and deal in cloth and a wide range of valuable commodities—all types of merchandise can be found here.
Behind this area are the stores of the English, Dutch, Portuguese, French and Armenian merchants, all of
whom dispose of vast quantities of rupees and pile upon pile of mohurs; into the stores they have built they pour
out an unending stream of rupees.
Now I shall tell you about the market called China Bazar, which is in the form of a very long building. Here,
all the wealthy Banyans sell commodities from China, such as gold thread, mirrors, silk, lamps and lanterns, teapots, dishes, cups and saucers; all sorts of tableware is to be found here, including some very unusual items, together with an unlimited supply of pictures and flowering plants.
Near this market is the place were they dye cloth in various patterns, crimson, purple, aquamarine, green and
yellow; they also produce fabrics printed with speckled patterns. The various races of Northern India dress all in
red, hibiscus-red.
There is also an alley leading on to the side of the maidan where there is a very long market, and it is here that
the English and Indian merchants sell horses by the thousand, with carriages and various types of palkees;\fn{Sedan chairs} every day they auction off carriage horses and thoroughbreds, together with harness of various kinds.
Past this market, going down towards the east, is a market called Chandni Chauk and here are stalls selling all
sorts of cloth and “marbled” beads made of pearl—all manner of things are to be found here.
There is another row of stalls where they sell all sorts of silverware and gold and precious stones, and another
row of stalls where they sell all sorts of knives, and another alley where they sell thread and tape; white, red, vio let, green and yellow thread—all sorts of thread may be bought here.
There is another place where they sell all sorts of brass utensils such as pots, pans, trays, bowls, candlesticks,
lamps, salvers, sireh-sets\fn{Various recepticals and accoutrements having to do with the mastication of betel-nut }—everything
is there. Nearby is a place where the tin-smiths work, using a lathe to polish brass-ware of various sorts. There are
other stalls where they sell artificial flowers made from the pith of the plant called sola; it is like snowy-white paper, on which are printed various designs such as trees, or it is made into aigrettes\fn{“A headdress consisting of a white
egret's feather or other decoration such as a spray of gems.”:W } or fine decorative garlands.
Each type of commodity is sold only in one particular section of the market and all the stalls selling this commodity stand side by side. In the centre of the market is a very long stone building and this is where the Banyans
and Bengalis sell rice and paddy, wheat, pulse and ghee, various other sorts of fats and all sorts of curry stuffs
may be obtained here too. Nearby are people selling fish and prawns; all sorts of fish including fresh-water fish
are banked up here in great quantities. The people who sell fish are all Hindu women and near this alley is a place
where they sell beef and mutton, great piles of which are heaped up there. There is another alley where they sell
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betel leaf, areca nut, tobacco, gambir,\fn{“An astringent extract of a tropical Asiatic plant, used in tanning.”W } different sorts
of fruit, coconuts, bananas, sugar-cane, brinjals, pulse, taro and all sorts of vegetables.
On the other side of the main road is a market called Daramtala and this is where they sell chickens, ducks,
Bengali geese and various species of birds.
Behind this place is a small brothel area; in the afternoon people visit it to drink toddy and smoke a hookah
and it becomes very lively, what with all the dancing and hand-clapping. The people who get drunk stagger to
their feet and begin to dance, their hands waving uncertainly. This is how it goes on all the time, every day of the
week, there is never a dull moment.
Behind this area are hundreds and thousands of small markets, too numerous to mention, where all sorts of
sights may be seen.
Behind Daramtala are the houses of the English officials and the English, Portuguese, Armenian, Dutch and
French merchants. There are a great many of these houses here, splendidly built, some three storeys high, some
two storeys high, all of them with glass in the windows. When the sun comes out, the reflection of its rays shining
and glittering on the glass dazzles you the whole length of the street because every house has glass in the windows.
*
In every street you will find different sorts of street entertainers; some of them carry dozens of snakes about
with them which they call upon to dance; there are conjurers who perform all sorts of baffling tricks; there are
puppeteers with puppets representing human beings riding on horseback or on elephants or camels and various
other sorts of puppets which, as a result of the sleight of hand practised by these Bengali Hindus, seem as though
they can dance by themselves.
There is also a woman who dances on a long bamboo pole: she balances on her belly in the middle of the pole
and spins around at great speed, like a windmill, arching her body over as easily as if it were made of cardboard,
bending forwards and backwards in a most graceful and lissom fashion; she also walks on her hands and performs
various other feats, astonishing her audience with her performance.
There is also a fakir who has a tame goat, a monkey and two bears; he calls upon the goat to climb up on to a
bit of wood no bigger than the lid of a small saucepan, telling it to put all four of its feet on the bit of wood; in this
fashion he puts it through its paces and it appears to understand all he says, just like a human being. As for the
monkey, the fakir has a rope with a noose and tells the monkey to jump into the noose, which it promptly does.
The fakir orders the bears to wrestle him, and wrestle with him they do, but they never hurt their keeper; they per form various other tricks too. Although living several days’ journey from the city, he visits it every month to perform before all the Banyan merchants in the quarter and obtains a great deal of money from them; this is how he
makes a living.
*
Dozens of people get married every day in the city, there is never any let-up. There are too a number of very
fine houses in the city belonging to Hindus and in the gardens are planted various sorts of fruit trees. In the bigger
houses they build large and elegant tanks lined with veined marble in which the water is as clear as crystal and
very cold. In the tanks are kept different kinds of fish and around the tanks are planted fan palms and wild datepalms with luxuriant foliage, as shady as a large, fringed sunshade.
Near the tank are all sorts of flowering plants, giving off a most fragrant scent, and when the gentle breezes
blow, the fragrance of the flowers is wafted everywhere. Towards the east are planted rows of trees of different
species forming a hedge, a pleasure to behold.
To the north of the road is a market called Botol Khana, quite a small one although all sorts of commodities are
sold there such as rice, fish, clothes and various other things. They also sell different kinds of wheat flour, coarse
and fine, and a fair amount of meat—beef and mutton—may also be found there.
To the right of the highway is a market called Munshi Bazar. There are all sorts of things here, people selling
fish, a fair amount of chickens and ducks, and a fair amount of rice and paddy. There is also an alley where they
sell different sorts of cloth. In the next alley they sell metawi and in another alley is a market where they sell vegetables, betel leaf, areca nuts, tobacco and gambir. In this Botol Khana market, near the main road, they have dug
a deep canal and people come from upstream and downstream bringing for sale such things as chickens, ducks,
geese and various kinds of pigeons.
There is a species called lakka: it has a fan-like tail and a snowy-white body and it keeps jerking its head—a
very fine bird. The second type is called mukki: it has a black body and a white head which it keeps nodding. The
third type is called parpam, with red or sometimes black feathers, it is crested and has tufts of feathers on its legs.
The fourth type is the siraju: it has a red or sometimes black body with a white chest and is quite a big bird. The
fifth sort is the kalapula with its neck distended like a partially opened sunshade. The sixth sort is the girabal: it
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looks like any other bird but if it is released, it flies straight up into the air like a hawk about to pounce. The sev enth sort, the lotan, is a white crested bird; if you release it on the ground, it flaps around as though it just has had
its throat cut. It will go on like this until you take hold of it and blow on it when it will revive and act normally.
When it is market time all these birds are brought here to be sold. People of all races—English, Dutch, Portuguese, French, Bengalis, Indians—gather there making such a din you would think there was a war on—there are
so many people there buying and selling that the noise is deafening.
Usually it’s the women who do the selling. The Hindu women in Bengal wear dresses that are as transparent as
a sieve, worn to a length just above the knee; when the wind blows the robes part, well I am sure my readers know
how it is with these Bengali Hindu women. If a newcomer should pass by their house, they coquettishly loosen
their dress to show off their “ivory coconuts”, turning to face the man in order to inflame his passions.
There is another market behind Botol Khana called Tilani Bazar. This market is a very busy one where all sorts
of commodities are sold such as various kinds of wheaten bread, and there is a vegetable market with a line of
stalls selling vegetables of all kinds; they also sell meat here. In another alley is a very long building where they
sell different sorts of fish—there are piles of fish and prawns here. Nearby are the Banyans selling rice and paddy,
wheat, pulse, curry stuffs, betel leaf, areca nuts, gambir, tobacco, brinjals, chillies, bananas, sugar-cane, taro as
well as pots and pans, piled up high on every stall.
There is also a government-licensed shop where they sell all kinds of poultry—capons, fighting-cocks, ducks,
Bengali geese and various other types of birds, far too many to enumerate. There are numerous watchmen, gendarmes and officers of the peace on duty patrolling the place to prevent any quarrel or dispute, this is the way the
market is organized. Going towards the south there is a market close to the road called Lal Bazar, and here too all
kinds of commodities are offered for sale.
*
Now I shall tell you about Machua Bazar, which is a most attractive place. There is a market nearby where
they sell articles made of stone; ranged along the road are hundreds of stalls selling corn grinders, rollers and
grindstones, sandalwood grinders, stone ovens, plates, dishes—all made of stone, great numbers of them piled up
as high as a house. Most people here buy these stone dishes.
Near this area is another district where they sell all manner of cloth: fine white cloth, cloth with flowered patterns on a white background such as doria, jamdani, charkhana and so on. There are also stalls where they sell all
sorts of thread: white, red, green and aquamarine—all sorts are available.
There are also ship-chandlers selling ropes and pulleys, masts and nails and various other sorts of ships’ tackle.
And there is another market close by where the English sell small boats and dinghies, which they make for anyone who commissions them. There are several places where they build ships, brigs, sloops, penchalangs and semangkas;\fn{Pilot ships} they work day and night without stopping, making a devil of noise there with their hammer and chisels. On the beach side of the road they have made a sort of barrel cradle where the big ships, sloops
and semangkas are repaired. A great deal of money is paid to the owners of the cradle and they repair a lot of
ships here in the course of their work.
*
There is a winding lane near the shipyards and this is where the whores live, thousands of them. The brothels
are in neat rows, some of them three storeys high, some two storeys high, some of only one storey. On the ground
floor live the poor and ugly whores; on the second floor live the whores who are not bad-looking, and on the third
floor live the very pick of the whores, really lovely creatures, like angels from heaven.
Now I shall tell you about the different kinds of whores—Pathans, Indians, Mughals and Bengalis, the latter
both Muslim and Hindu. The Mughals are very fair-skinned but lacking in appeal. The Indians are average-look ing while the Pathans are not particularly beautiful, merely average, nothing out of the ordinary. As for the Bengalis, although some of them are quite good-looking, they wear clothes that […].
The Hindu Brahmin women are extremely good-looking, really delicious, like the nymph Sekerba, wearing
clothes which go very well with their creamy-white complexions, the colour of the Wijaya Mala flower, so that
anyone who sees them falls madly in love with them.
The Kayat girls are average-looking and there are some from a place called Oudh who dress very badly, the
dresses, which only come down as far as the knee, are made of material so fine as to be practically transparent.
When the sepoys or foreigners or any of the young lads pass along the lane, the whores open their wraps and
reveal their “ivory coconuts”, which are a beautiful sight, perfectly rounded, driving the visitors mad with pas sion.
In the afternoon, the most celebrated whores come out and sit on the top-floor balcony, dressed in robes shot
with gold, like long veils—white, green, red, yellow, crimson or purple fabrics printed with silver and gold designs. They are glittering figures, beautiful to see, each and every one of them like so many tigresses, awaiting a
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challenge.
When the Englishmen of rank and wealth have had their high tea, their khansamas and kitmutgars go off in
droves to the brothels in Machua Bazar. On their way, they look for something nice to eat and take along sweets,
different kinds of nougat, tobacco for smoking in a hookah, bhang, toddy or palm-wine made from coconuts,
palmyras or dates which they offer to the whores, and they drink together, round after round. When they get tipsy,
desire begins to stir in them, and the whores start singing to the accompaniment of the sitar and the violin, making
music as melodious as an aeolian harp, as soft and sweet as an ocean of honey.
Some of the whores get up and start dancing, whereupon the kitmutgars also get up to dance, staggering
around waving their hands, clutching the air, dancing and giggling, or hopping around like idiots, their eyes as red
as saga berries, so drunk are they. Some of them fall down, or run around, or seize hold of the whores, saying:
“This is an angel come down from heaven.” One will say: “She’s mine,” while another will say: “She’s not for
you, she’s mine,” and so they start quarreling, hitting each other and punching, fighting and wrestling; some of
them get knocked down, or bruised, or cut themselves, but are too drunk to realise it, and all hell breaks loose in
Machua Bazar.
The officers of justice, the police and gendarmes arrive on the scene and lock them up in a building near the
police station. The next morning the Police Inspector lets them out in case their masters kick up a fuss about not
getting their breakfast, and besides, they have committed no crime other than getting drunk.
This is how it goes on every day with never a dull moment. People of the different races—English, Portuguese,
French, Dutch, Chinese, Bengalis, Burmese, Tamils and Malays—visit the place morning, noon and night, and so
it is always terribly crowded and as noisy as if they were celebrating the end of a war.
There are a number of Bengali tavern-keepers who live in this quarter.
*
Now I shall tell you about the sailors who man the ships belonging to the English and the other foreign merchants.
When the topmast is finally lowered, the sailors go ashore to their respective lodgings. Those who have no pay
forthcoming are obliged to borrow money from the boatswain’s mate at a rate of twenty-five per cent and go off to
visit the whores, each sailor doing the best he can for himself.
Some of the more stupid ones who are penniless go for a stroll through the tavern quarter, and when the tavernkeeper catches sight of them he calls them over, saying:
“Come here Sir, my dear old friend. When did you arrive and where from?” The sailor answers:
“I’ve just arrived from the Malay lands. I’m a sailor on an English merchant ship. Unfortunately it’ll be quite
some time before we sail again, because we have to make a few repairs.”
The tavern-keeper says to his assistant: “Go and fetch a hookah and bring it to our friend here,” and his assistant fetches the long hookah and gives it to the sailor, who starts to smoke it, resting on a cushion supplied by the
tavern-keeper. After the sailor has had a smoke, the tavern-keeper says to his assistant:
“Bring some food for our friend, I can see he’s obviously hungry.” The sailor says:
“Don’t bother, I’ve had something to eat on board.” The tavern-keeper says:
“Come on, don’t be shy, make yourself at home.”
So the sailor eats the food and has another smoke of the hookah, and the tavern-keeper’s assistant brings several bottles of toddy and palm-wine which the sailor drinks. He drinks away until he’s blind drunk, like someone
who has been drugged. When the tavern-keeper sees that the sailor is hopelessly drunk, he takes him by the hand
and leads him to the brothel, locking the door on him.
Some time after midnight the sailor comes to and sits up. The whore says to him: “Have something to eat, darling,” whereupon the tavern-keeper’s assistant brings the sailor some food and a hookah. After he has eaten the
food, he smokes the hookah, not knowing that the tobacco in the hookah has had Indian hemp mixed with it.
When the hemp has taken effect, the sailor says: “Where has this heavenly nymph come from who’s standing in
front of me?” whereupon the whore climbs on his lap and cuddles and kisses him, carrying out his every desire.
After the sailor has been shut up in the brothel for about ten days and nights, he remembers that he has to get
back to the ship, so he says:
“Good-bye darling, I have to get back to the ship.” But the tavern-keeper says:
“You can’t go off like that, it’s not right. Pay me the money for what you’ve had to eat and for the whore
you’ve taken up with.” The sailor says:
“The reason I’ve spent ten days eating and drinking in this brothel is because you brought me here.” The tav ern-keeper says:
“I’ve spent a lot of money on your account, you must pay me back.” The sailor says:
“Come along with me to the ship, and I’ll find you a few rupees.”
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When he hears this, the tavern-keeper has two or three men take hold of the sailor and bring him before the
boatswain. He is handed over and the tavern-keeper says:
“This man owes me money; take him on board and give me thirty rupees.” The tavern-keeper takes ten of the
rupees, gives ten to the whore and the remaining ten to the sailor. Just as the sailor is about to go aboard, the
whore comes up to him crying as though she’s heart-broken, although in fact she’s only pretending. The sailor
asks: “Why are you crying, darling?,” and the whore says:
“I’m so sad because you’re going away. I love you so much I can never get enough of you darling—I can’t
bear to let you go.” She makes as if to throw herself on the ground and beats her breast, saying to the boatswain:
“O bosun! I don’t want to let my darling go away, let him stay with me for a few months, I’m still so much in
love with him,” but despite her words she winks at the boatswain to tell him to take the sailor away. The boatswain says:
“How can I let this fellow go, he’s taken thirty rupees from me to give to the tavern-keeper.” He then takes
hold of the sailor by the hand and starts to lead him away. The whore, still keeping up the pretence, says: “Don’t
take my darling away,” and throws her arms around the sailor’s neck. The sailor is in tears himself and says:
“Don’t be so upset darling, my love, my sweetheart, I shan’t be away very long, my dear, I’ll be back even-tu ally, dear heart, to kiss your dainty little feet.” The whore then sings:
Any ten may dye the gown,
the butterfly rests in the bowl;
any ten may come to town
but none can fill your role.

To which the sailor replies:
The stag pursued by the wandering prince
meets death in a gandasuli bush;
do not, my darling, such grief evince
without delay, to you I’ll rush.

The whore goes on:
Swift steed, steed so fleet
Lord Seri Rama’s favourite mount;
come, my dearest, this vow repeat
and show, Sir, death’s of small account.

The sailor goes on:
Loth am I to plant out rice,
I planted ginger which never grew;
loth am I to risk my life,
lest your love should prove untrue.

Whereupon the whore plumps herself down on the ground and sings:
Page boy, dappled steed,
adroitly prancing a magic measure;
these words I speak are words to heed—
sentiments I shall always treasure.

To which the worthy sailor replies:
Should the peria creeper fail to grow,
on kepayang must the Javan feed,
should the words you say be true,
though death ensue I’ll pay no heed.

To which the whore replies:
Below the stairs, the decoy birds
peck at the rice, a handful at a time;
if your heart and mind be as true as your words,
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though death be my lot, your fate is mine.

After this exchange, she takes an onion she has secreted about her and rubs it into her eyes, saying: “O, bosun!
If you are really going to take my darling away on your ship, then take me with you, I won’t be parted from my
sweetheart,” and pretends to cry, at the same time winking at the boatswain to tell him to take away the sailor who
is by now really heartbroken at the way this damned whore is acting. He still has the ten rupees given him by the
tavern-keeper so he reaches into his broadcloth jacket for his money-bag and pulls out five rupees which he gives
to this bitch of a whore saying:
“Here, take this money, it’ll help you with the expenses. When I come back from the next voyage, I’ll give you
some more.”
When the whore hears this, she increases her sobbing, and beats her head, at the same time tipping the boatswain a wink to take the sailor away. Eventually the boatswain takes the poor sailor away and they get into a boat
like a jolong, whereupon the whore, still keeping up the pretence, wades into the water up to her thighs wailing:
“Poor outcast that I am, this makes me a real orphan,” and, crying bitterly, makes as if to climb into the boat, with
the boatswain pretending to stop her.
Our poor sailor says: “Let her go, let her come here, I can’t bear to see her like this, it breaks my heart,” and he
hugs and kisses her. He feels inside his broadcloth coat and gets out the remaining five rupees which he puts into
the whore’s hand saying:
“Go home, my darling.”
By now they are both blubbering, but whereas the whore is only pretending, the sailor is shedding real tears.
The whore wades back to the shore and the sailor goes on board his ship. Once on board, he is required to haul
away at the ropes day and night, day after day without a moment’s rest.
*
To go on with the story, some days later the ship hoists its anchor and is about to sail. The whore hears the
news that the ship is about to sail so she buys ten cents worth of betel and some areca nut and goes on board to
give it to the sailor. The poor sailor says:
“You must really love me to come and see me on board like this.” When the whore hears the sailor talking like
this, she starts to blubber. The sailor says:
“Go home, darling, the ship is sailing today.” The whore says: “Take me along with you,” and the two of them
hug and kiss each other. Now the sailor has a silver ring, weighing a silver rupee; it is a family heirloom, but he
takes the ring off his finger and gives it to the whore.
The whore gets off the ship and goes home; the very same day someone else takes up with her, and there she is
having a good time with this other man, while the poor sailor is getting beaten every day, becoming as thin as a
rake, having squandered all his money on this damned whore. This is what the tavern-keepers get up to here, and
hundreds of sailors and boatswain’s mates have become their victims.
The same thing happened to a Dacca man once and his family came to look for him in a tavern. The family
tried to get in to see him, but the tavern-keeper would not let them, so they went to see all the important ship’s
masters and the captains and told them how the sailors were being tricked in this dastardly fashion.
*
When the masters and captains heard what was going on, they went to see the leading men in the city—Eng lish, Portuguese, Dutch and French—and drew up a petition to Lord Minto which they gave to one of the
Viceroy’s most trusted aides. He presented the petition to the Viceroy who read it and said:
“Right, tell them to go home now and come back on the day of the next Council meeting.” Off the petitioners
went. After they had gone, the Viceroy summoned the leading men in the region, such as the Nawabs of the outlying districts, the rich Babus and merchants and asked them:
“Is this really how the tavern-keepers operate?” They said:
“Yes, this is the way they work, they’ve been doing it for a long time now.” The Viceroy waxed exceeding
wrath; his face turned crimson, the colour of a hibiscus flower, and he said:
“Watchmen, go and summon the Commissioner, tell him to come here.” They went off and summoned the
Commissioner who came dashing up as though chased by a hostile army. As soon as he had arrived, he paid homage to the Viceroy, raising his hat and saluting him in the most respectful manner possible. The Viceroy said:
“Commissioner, hurry off and tell the watchmen to summon the tavern-keeper and the whore and take them
before the Chief Justice in the High Court.” The watchmen went off to the tavern and said:
“Tavern-keeper and whore, His Majesty has commanded us to summon you to the court house without delay.”
The tavern-keeper asked:
“What have I done to be summoned by the Viceroy like this?” The watchmen said:
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“We have heard that someone has complained about you, saying that you trick sailors and use force to get them
aboard the ships. Now you have detained someone from Dacca and locked him up in your tavern, this is why the
Viceroy has summoned you.”
When the tavern-keeper heard this, he became very agitated and trembled all over, like a man stricken with
malaria. He fell at the Inspector’s feet, crying:
“Oh Inspector, do help me! I never thought something terrible like this would happen. If I had known, I would
have tried to get away somewhere, but now what can I do? If you will let me go, I’ll give you any amount of rupees.” The Inspector answered:
“Mr. Tavern-keeper, if I were merely acting on the instructions of the police, I might let you go but this is the
command of His Excellency himself and I dare not disobey. Besides, I have enjoyed his favour for some time, and
I will not be disloyal to him now.”
When the tavern-keeper heard the Inspector’s words, he trembled all over and his limbs refused to function.
The watchmen then hauled him before the Commissioner of Police, who said: “Lodge the tavern-keeper in the
darkest dungeon,” which was duly done.
After he had been detained there for about three or four days, he was brought before the High Court. Said the
Chief Justice:
“Hey tavern-keeper, why have you done such a deed? Who knows how many people in this city of ours you
have tricked in this fashion?” The tavern-keeper was at a loss to answer, because his guilt was obvious to all.
The Chief Justice said: “Watchman, give him twelve lashes,” and the sentence was duly carried out. The judge
then said:
“Extract a fine of three hundred rupees from the tavern-keeper, and ten rupees from the whore; she has committed no crime, she only received the man whom the tavern-keeper brought along.” The Viceroy said:
“Have this vile tavern-keeper fettered and manacled for a period of three years.”
The watchman and gendarmes were sent off to summon all the whores and tavern-keepers. Said the Viceroy:
“Gaze on this example! Whoever commits such a deed will receive a flogging of several hundred lashes and be
fined a vast sum of money,” whereupon the whores and tavern-keepers knelt down and bowed their heads to the
ground.
All the ships boatswains and masters were summoned and told that whenever they engaged a crew, they must
ask the sailors first and unless they obtained their consent, they were not to be signed on. The Harbour-Master
said:
“Your Highness, Ruler of the World, your commands shall be borne on my head, how should I dare to go
against your will?”
After they had talked for a while, the Harbour-Master requested permission to leave, and the Viceroy told the
whores and tavern-keepers to get off home. They raised their clasped hands in homage, and bowed their heads to
the ground, after which they all went home.
From that day on sailors have been able to visit the brothels in perfect safety, without any harm being done to
them; even if a sailor passes their door, no one will call out to him, believe me.
So much for the tavern-keepers.
*
I shall now tell you of a very broad thoroughfare—there is no street in Calcutta to compare with it. It is called
Maulai Ali Rasta, though some call it Karbala Rasta. When the Islamic month of Muharram\fn{ The first month in the
Muslim calendar} comes around, this street is indescribably crowded; for the whole ten days there is no let-up in the
many types of entertainments going on there, and such a din that nothing can be heard because of the tremendous
noise made by the drums, oboes, kettle-drums, trumpets, flutes and fifes and so on—that’s how it is. When the ten
days are up and they are about to cast away the tabuts,\fn{Beirs; the ten days are associated with “a set of rituals associated
with Shia Islam” connected with “the anniversary of the Battle of Karbala when Imam Hussein ibn Ali, the grandson of Muhammad, was
killed by the forces of the second Umayyad caliph Yazid I at Karbala.”} it is even more crowded; there are all manner of enter-

tainments there and thousands of tabuts. The people bearing the tabuts go in procession to Karbala field, as it is
called, a great surge of people.
Now I shall tell of the splendour of this Karbala field; it is very fine, as level as if it had been ground down.
The size of the tank there is incredible, it is really huge. Around the tank are planted rows of trees of all kinds, like
palisades; it is a beautiful sight, like a moon fenced in by stars.
This is where they cast away countless numbers of tabuts, from early in the morning right up to the evening
there is no let-up, tabuts keep on arriving. When the tabuts are borne in procession, every street is crowded with
hundreds of thousands of poor people, men and women, young and old, big and small; they spread a cloth out on
the ground and anyone who feels sorry for them throws them four or five cowrie shells. The young girls and lads
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cover their faces with thin veils; they sit by the road-side and each of them gets a few cowrie shells; all the way up
to the tank the road is packed with poor people.
There are also hundreds of water-carriers to sprinkle water on the road to prevent the dust rising up from such
a great crowd which includes people, elephants, horses, buffaloes and cows. If anyone were to fall down in the
street he would be ground to dust, never to rise again, so huge is the crowd; even if you fired off a cannon it
wouldn’t be heard. Along the way you will find street entertainers and food-stalls.
*
Now I shall tell you about the field. There are hundreds of people cooking rice, chupatties and roast meat, and
others selling sweets and rice crisps—you can buy anything to eat here. Anyone who is hungry can buy rice or
chupatties or rice crisps or bananas or sugar-cane, whatever you fancy; the people are packed together, men and
women, like a swarm of bees; all you can hear are their shouts and cries; it sounds like the roaring of thunder—
you can’t imagine the noise produced by such a great crowd.
There are heaps of broken bricks in the street which get ground to dust, and this dust rises up in clouds, but the
water-carriers come along and pour water on the road to lay the dust. At every stage along the way various Shaiks,
Saids, Mughals, Pathans and rich Hindus, i.e. babus and sircars, have made available sweet drinks laced with
hemp, or curds and good drinking water, to be given to anyone who is thirsty, such is the custom here.
All the men of distinction and affluence bring along buffaloes and cows by the hundred, while the poorer people bring goats or chickens, and they remain here for a few days enjoying themselves watching the entertainments and feasting, such is the custom, after which they return home.
The tank [there] is beautifully made and, surrounded as it is by fruit-trees bearing ripening fruit, such as coconuts, areca nuts, palmyra fruit and wild dates, it looks very splendid, just like the Garden of Banjaran Sari when
Arjuna was brought down from heaven. So splendid is the field that it is a constant delight to the eye, impressive
and even awe-inspiring.
*
Now I shall tell you about the villages and houses in the vicinity, which are very fine. There are all sorts of
fruits here such as pomegranates, quinces, mangoes, jujubes and grapes, in fact all manner of fruit is to be found
here. And in the middle of each village and hamlet you will find a tank, lined with earth of brick or stone, and
very attractive they look too. Beside the tank grow flowers of all different species so that it looks like the Garden
of Jaya Angsoka.
*
Now I shall tell you of the splendour of the houses and homesteads in the city, very handsome indeed. Many of
the wealthy Englishmen have built great houses here with panes of glass in all the windows and doors, so that
when they catch the rays of the sun and moon, they shine and glitter, dazzling the eye. In the gardens they have
built handsome tanks, lined with veined marble and with a flight of steps leading down by stages to the water. The
water in the tank is as clear as teardrops, and it contains all kinds of fish.
The English girls come down to bathe in the tank, parties of them splashing about and frolicking, looking just
like the nymph Sekerba bathing in the tank in Cloudland. Some of them swim down the side of the tank, some
scrub themselves with limes—it is a most animated scene. Around the sides of the garden are neat rows of differ ent sorts of flowers. After they have bathed, they get out of the tank and start picking flowers—roses, chempakas,
frangipani, jasmine, […]. Some of them catch fish from the tank while others pick flowers and stick them in their
hair or wreathe them into tiaras, just as it takes their fancy. Around the sides of the garden there are also various
sort of edible fruit-trees, whose branches are hung with jujubes, pomegranates or grapes; there are scores of girls
frolicking and playing in the garden.
*
Now I shall tell you about the Bengalis who live in the small villages. Some of them plant crops such as sugarcane, bananas, taro, brinjals, chillies, pulse and wheat—the hamlets are spread over an area that seems as vast as
the ocean. The villagers catch birds or set snares to catch deer or set nets to catch mouse-deer, and all the game
caught is taken to the city and sold. They keep buffaloes, cows, goats, chickens, ducks or geese, hundreds of thou sands of them. The people concerned are Hindus and Muslims, living side by side.
*
Now I shall tell you of a very large plain, as vast as an ocean. On this plain live many Shaiks, Saids, Mughals
and Pathans each with his own allotment in which they have planted fruits and vegetables of various kinds. These
men may be cavalry troopers or coachmen or officials or follow some other occupation, according to their ability.
When they are mounted on their tall thoroughbreds, these Mughals and Pathans are superb cavalrymen, absolutely
fearless, and they are highly accomplished at fighting on horseback, using swords, spears, maces, arrows, daggers,
stilettos, broadswords, war-quoits—in fact the whole range of weapons.
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When the command is given by their English officers, they gallop to and fro like so many lions spoiling for a
fight, they have no fear of death and moreover they are like […] in their anger, indeed they are.
So much for Calcutta. …
189.11 Excerpt from Hikayat Abdullah (Narrative of Abdullah)\fn{by Abdullah bin Abdul Kadir (1797-1854)} Malacca,
Strait Settlements Malaysia (M) 11
My great-grandfather was an Arab from Yemen, of the family of Othman\fn{ I.e., he was an orthodox Muslim of the
whose name was Shaikh Abdul Kadir. He was a teacher of religion and language. He left Yemen and
went to the State of Nagur in Kalinga, where he taught the people for a long time. He married there and had four
sons named Mohammed Ibrahim, Mohammed Desa, Nur Mohammed, and Zainal-’abidin. Later he died there, and
after his death his children travelled to the East.
Mohammed Ibrahim came to Malacca and married my grandmother whose name was Peri Achi, the daughter
of Schaikh Mira Lebai. When my father was born he was called Abdul-Kadir so that he might carry the blessing
of his grandfather’s name.
The remaining three sons all travelled to Java. Mohammed Desa then went to Amboina, was married and had
children there. Nur Mohammed went to Sadayau where he had children and grandchildren. Zainal-’abidin settled
for life in Sumatra and his descendants are still there.
My father grew up in Malacca. After finishing his Qur’an studies he learnt the Malay language and arithmetic,
and then became a merchant trading in sundry goods between Malacca and the hinterland. After some time he
began to impart his knowledge of the Qur’an and Muslim prayers to the up-country people, in addition to his
commercial activities, so that the people grew very fond of him. He married and became khatib in a village called
Lobok Kepong. Not long afterwards he and his family moved to Sungei Baham, and he became khatib there.
Later two children where born to him, a son Mohammed Ali and a daughter Sharifah.
My father spoke the Hindu language, i.e. Tamil, well; and he used to write and keep accounts in it. By now he
was expert in Malay from writing compositions and petitions to the Malay rajas. This was how he earned his living at that time. He taught Malay to an Englishman named Mr. Marsden,\fn{ William Marsden (1754-1836), compiler of
an English/Malay dictionary (1811), a standard for the next 80 years } who gave him a letter saying that he had learnt the
language from him. I found that letter in my father’s writing-box and showed it to Mr. Thomsen,\fn{ Claudius Henry
Thomsen, Dutch missionary and teacher } at a time when I could not speak a single world of English let alone read letters
in it. Mr. Thomsen said,
“This letter is what we call in English a ‘Character’\fn{ Character reference:H} given by Mr. Marsden to your father. He was the man who compiled a Malay-English Dictionary. He studied under your father for a year and eight
months in Malacca.”
After my father had been living at Sungei Baharu for sometime all his relations were hoping very much that he
would come to Malacca and marry again. It happened that my father became very ill at Sungei Baham and his
friends came from Malacca to fetch him. So he divorced his wife at Sungei Baharu and returned to Malacca,
where he married my mother in the year 1785. My mother’s father was an Indian from Kedah who had embraced
the Muslim faith, and moved to Malacca where my mother, whose name was Selamah, was born.
Now, at this time my father was performing the duties of habour-master; that was, of course, in the days of the
Dutch in Malacca. Indeed my father might be compared to the mouse that falls into the rice-bin, living as he was
then in the most affluent circumstances. As we say,
“He called to the right and was answered from the left.”
Spending money was for him like washing his hands in water. Perhaps indeed he forgot the changing fortunes
of this world. His eldest child died four months after birth and in a short time all four of his children were dead.
The English came and took Malacca from the Dutch. The Commander of the English force was Major Cook
and his Chief Engineer Mr. Farquhar. Shortly afterwards Major Cook sailed away and in his place Mr. Farquhar
became Resident of Malacca. At that time my father was a merchant and sailed carrying his produce to Siak, for
that country was well populated and rich. Many pikuls of gold used to be exported annually to Malacca. Malacca
was a large port doing a flourishing trade, rich produce being collected there from all parts, for at that time the settlement of Penang had not yet become an English settlement. Malacca harbour was crammed so full of all kinds
of goods that they almost overflowed into the river itself, and many of the townsmen became rich.
Not very long afterwards my father obtained employment with Mr. Adrian Koek, the official deputy to the
Resident of Malacca.\fn{First Resident of Singapore (1819) and Resident of Malacca in 1803 } My father was soon made
captain of a large sailing boat called The Trailing Sail which travelled to and fro between Malacca and Kedah, for
Mr. Koek was very friendly with the Kedah rajas.
Sunni school}
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On one occasion my father brought back an elephant, a present from a Kedah prince Tengku Daud to Mr.
Koek. It was the first time the people of Malacca had set eyes on a live elephant. My father also worked as envoy
for Mr. Farquhar and Mr. Koek in other Malay countries like Lingga, Riau, Pahang, Trengganu, Kelantan and Palembang, even as far afield as Java and neighboring territories. So he became closely acquainted with all the
chiefs of those countries.
One day an instruction from the Secretary to the Government at Batavia was passed through the Malacca
Government to my father ordering him to go to Riau, Lingga, Pahang, Trengganu and Kelantan to look for Malay
manuscripts and to act as an emissary to the Malay chiefs, carrying a letter from Timmerman Thyssen. Mr. Koek
had provided $500 along with a sailing boat flying the Dutch flag. So my father visited all those countries; some
texts he was able to buy, others were given free by the rajas and still others he paid to have copied for him. In this
way he collected some sixty to seventy books of various kinds.
Then he was ordered to go to Riau to become a tolh, that is, a Malay interpreter and writer. He was caught in
Riau till the conclusion of Dutch hostilities against the Bugis and the Malays, returning to Malacca only after
three years’ absence.
It happened that in the year 1816,\fn{ Possibly an error in reading the Arabic for the first printing of the MSS; read 1824
instead, which agrees with the few known facts } by the will of Allah working His purpose among His servants, that my
mother died, and shortly afterwards in the same year my father also died, leaving this transitory world for the
world everlasting. At that time I was in Singapore teaching Malay to English merchants.
At this juncture my birthplace Malacca, may Allah preserve it from all danger and oppression, passed into the
hands of the English. On two occasions there has been warfare with the English in Malacca; once, it is said, about
90 or 100 years ago, when the Dutch were ruling Malacca.
Then suddenly one morning two ships and a ketch came into view sailing off Malacca. Arriving at the anchorage they approached very close in to the shore, and fired several times at the Dutch ships anchored there. Then the
ships turned out to sea again and disappeared from view. All the Dutch in Malacca and the local people were
greatly excited, and when it became known that the ships were English, they redoubled their vigilance, for it was
feared that the ships would very likely return.
But when the time came the English took Malacca without any fighting or trouble, for Mr. Adrian Koek had
already made an agreement with them and capitulated, offering the English a safe landing via his estate at Bandar
Hilir.
*
In the year 1795 on the 7th day of Safar on Sunday morning, when the sun was in the ascendent, that is to say
after the eighth month, the English took Malacca from the Dutch. The English Commander was named Major
Cook and his Chief Engineer Mr. Farquhar.
The village where I was born was called Kampong Pali,. Pali being a Tamil word meaning Mosque. I had four
brothers all older than myself who died when they were young, one aged 3 years, one aged two years, one aged 12
months, and one aged 6 months. Their deaths for a time drove my mother nearly out of her mind. She sat continually weeping and heavy of heart.
Sometime after this there came to Malacca an Arab Sayid named Habib Abdullah, of the Haddad family; he
was a saintly man held in the highest regard by the people of Malacca. All the men and women there became his
pupils, studying the religion of Islam. Only my mother did not attend, her tears still falling at the memory of her
dead children, whom she could not forget.
Our house was opposite this Sayid’s house and every day he would hear her weeping, so he had my father
called and inquired about my mother’s behaviour. When my father told him he said,
“Go and tell your wife not to weep for if it please Allah there will be born to her a son. When he is born call
him Abdullah after me.”
When my father returned home and told her of the Sayid’s words she ceased weeping. Sometime after that, by
the decree of Allah working His purpose on His children, my mother became pregnant. May Allah pardon all her
offences and grant her a place among the elect for the great pain and anguish which she suffered during her confinement, (especially when I was being born). Food gave her no comfort and sleep no respite. It was as though her
life hung by a single hair as she kept fainting and reviving. Beads of perspiration bathed her body like clusters of
pearls dropped from a necklace as she lay tossing in her restlessness. Several times she fainted away, but always
recovered.
*
After her time had come and I was born, great was the anxiety and care with which she cherished me. If I had
an ache in the foot, for example, she would feel it:as it were a pain in her own eyes, so great was her love for me.
If I live to be a hundred, all the devoted service that I can give her will not suffice to recompense her for the pangs
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that only childbirth can bring. If I cried while she was sound asleep she would start up suddenly and with tender
affection caress me, soothing me with all manner of gentle crooning until her weariness left her. Every night she
cradled me in her lap though she was nodding with sleep as she held me to her breast to feed me.
Poverty prevented her keeping servants and there were no brothers or sisters to help her. She would allow nobody else to hold me for fear they might be inattentive. Truly when I look back and think how deep was her love
for me, the responsibility I bear is as the weight of the earth and sky, a debt I can never repay. Only daily I pray
Allah that she may find repose in Heaven forever with the Blessed. Amen. So let it be.
Listen, all you well-disposed and fortunate children.
Is it right that we should betray our parents or disobey them who have treated us, their children, with such understanding and kindness, breaking their hearts and bringing them sadness and tears? Many children there are who
behave dishonourably towards their parents, striking and abusing them.
May Allah preclude me from being numbered among these children of the Devil. The whole story of the love
of parents for their children, were I to write it, would be, I dare say, of more value to men of good character than
this present book. But it is not my intention to write more about it now.
When my mother had come safely through the dangers of her confinement I was given the name of Abdullah,
following the name of Habib Abdullah.
*
For the first four months of my life I enjoyed good health. After that I suffered much discomfort and felt unwell every day. Much money was spent by my parents on the purchase of medicine from Indians, Malays and
Chinese. For two or three days I would feel well, then for four or five days sick again. My mother wore herself
out with anxiety taking me to see men skilled in the art of healing wherever they were to be found. They all said:
“This child cannot recover from his sickness; perhaps his parents are ill-suited to look after him. They would
be well advised to sell him to someone with many children.” For that had frequently been the custom among
people in the past.
Surely this is a foolish custom of our forefathers, who did not understand the ways of Allah the Most High. We
cannot believe for a moment that the lives of their children were lengthened by such means, or shortened when
they were brought up by their own parents. For this custom is not like that of selling slaves. It is a sale in name
only, five or six cents being taken by the parents to buy sweetmeats and other kinds of food. But the children remains in the care of its own parents, who call it by So-and-So’s name, and pretend it is not their own child.
There are also some who suppose that a high-sounding name brings disease or death to the child. But such a
belief is entirely wrong and foolish, and does not come from the teachings of Allah and His Prophet. As for such
parents, so dearly they love their child that they are willing to try anything which may do some good, and are
thankful if at any cost the child lives.
In this way I was sold temporarily to some six or seven different people. Moreover, some fifteen or sixteen
women took me to breast in turn, some for a week, others for a month and others for two months, for my mother
no longer bore milk.
For my parents the trouble of caring for my life was like trying to fan a flame under water. Yet it pleased Allah
to spare me and I live in spite of this handicap for four or five years, in fair health up to the time when I could ask
in child’s language for my daily needs.
Great was my mother’s delight when she saw that I could talk even though it was only baby talk. She treated
me with the care of a woman carrying on the palm of her hand a cup filled to the brim with oil, and she would
allow no one but herself to bathe me and put me to bed.
Truly may Allah pour down His mercy and forgiveness upon her in her grave and number her among those
who will receive His Compassion. Amen.
*
It happened that at that time in Malacca my grandmother on my fathe’s side became a great teacher at
Kampong Pali. Some two hundred boys and girls learnt the Qur’an, and all kinds of people studied under her.
Some learnt to write, others Malay literature and language, each according to his choice. Nearly all the children of
Malacca became her pupils.
My mother had lived in the same house as my grandmother, for by then my father had already sailed as a merchant to Siak. The annual trade between Siak or Pekan Baharu and Malacca was bringing in golden rewards of
ever-inceasing richness.
I mixed freely with a large crowd of other children, although I had not yet learnt to pronounce a single word
except in baby language. I was the darling of my grandmother who used to sit me down next to her while she was
teaching.
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Whatever lesson she was giving to her pupils I just sat and followed for amusement. From early morning until
six o’clock in the evening no sound was heard but the chanting of the Qur’an. So it came about that I learnt to
pronounce words parrot-fashion although I could not recognize written letters.
*
Thus was my life ordered until I was six years old, when I fell sick with chronic dysentery.
Distraught, my mother could not sleep for I used to cry out wanting to relieve myself. She went everywhere
trying to find medicines; one to drink, another to rub on my stomach, another as a hot compress and so on.
This state of affairs lasted for more than a year. Many times my mother wept over me thinking I would die. A
thousand mercies be upon her for the pangs she suffered in cherishing me.
Then by the help of Allah I recovered, and my body regained its former health. My grandmother gave me a
pen, a tablet and some ink to play with, saying
“Go and amuse yourself with these. If you play in the mud or run about in the sun I shall spank you.”
So I was frightened to go out anywhere and started scribbling on the table with the pen and ink. When the
tablet was covered with scrawls she would tell one of the children to wash it and dry it. When it was dry I would
go on scribbling. This was the work my grandmother made me do all day before I had learnt to recognize the form
of the letters.
After practicing in this way for some time my hand became accustomed to holding the pen and I could copy
the form of written letters, albeit roughly. One day when my grandmother saw that my scribbling bore some
resemblance to letters she wrote a few lines of the Qur’an for me on a small tablet and told me to study them.
I did my lessons when I felt in the mood. When not I went out and played.
This continued until I was seven, at which age I still could not read a single section of the Qur’an, for I was
thoroughly spoilt by my grandmother who never scolded or struck me. I did not care much for learning, preferring
just to play about all day.
*
One day my father returned from Siak. As soon as he arrived he asked my grandmother:
“What news of young Abdullah’s Qur’an studies? How many sections of the Qur’an has he learnt and what
skill in reciting has he acquired?” My grandmother replied:
“Do not be annoyed for he is always falling sick; if he is scolded or struck who knows but that he may get ill.”
(My father always called my grandmother Achi, a Tamil word meaning elder sister. His reason for calling her
this was that she was only thirteen years old when she bore my mother and people regarded them as sisters.)
Some days later my father moved to another house very close to Kampong Pali itself. Every day I used to go to
school in the morning, and I was taught by my father at night. Many times I was beaten and slapped. Many writing tablets were smashed in pieces when they were used to hit me on the head. Many canes were broken on my
body.
Time after time my mother used to weep because I suffered such frequent chastisement. Sometimes my fingers
were beaten till they were swollen because I had made mistakes in writing.
Mark well how difficult it is to aspire to knowledge, wisdom, skill and learning.
Soon my heart was filled with hatred, anger and spite against my teacher. Many were the prayers I offered for
his speedy demise, to release me from the pain of study so that I could go out and play wherever I liked. At that
time I was very fond of flying kites.
My father used to beat me frequently and hang the kite round my neck, ordering me back to my studies.
I was highly delighted whenever my teacher was too ill to give me lessons for then I could go out and play;
and if during a lesson he or anyone else ordered me to go anywhere, even to dangerous places, I was thankful to
go just to get away from study. If I had the slightest feeling of bodily discomfort I purposely made myself ill to
avoid my lessons. I would rather look on the face of a tiger than on that of my teacher. For as everybody knows, if
an orchard has fine trees but no fence to protect it, it is bound to be entered by animals and the like that will
destroy it.
*
Knowledge and skill are the ladder to riches, and riches lead to greatness. Of a truth, all things created by Allah
in this world have their value which can be reckoned in terms of money; learning alone commands a price which
no man can determine. Moreover the wealth of this world, its riches and its greatness are ephemeral things, like a
fickle woman changing her affections from one to another, as she pleases.
But knowledge, on the other hand, is steadfast and sincere.
Bright is its countenance, the best of companions for a man of discretion, never forsaking him while life remains in his body. It is the most wonderful of the things created by Allah. It is not devoured by worms, damaged
by rain or sun, or able to be stolen by other men. It does not encumber or weigh heavily upon those who carry it,
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or require room for its accommodation. It requires neither food nor drink to sustain it, yet it is ready to satisfy our
needs at any time. Therefore has a wise man said:
“When you make money buy gold; when you sell gold buy diamonds; when you sell diamonds buy the rarest
gems; and when you sell the rarest gems buy knowledge.”
For this is the measure of the power and the security which knowledge brings to those who acquire it. Let it be
compared to a stone pillar which will bear a very heavy weight placed upon it. Only if the weight is excessive
beyond reason will the pillar crack and be broken in two. It will not yield or bend like a wooden beam.
*
Now when I remember how I was struck, beaten, slapped, and admonished, the many tablets broken over my
head, the stern and angry looks, the nagging and scolding of all my teachers, I realize that each blow of the cane
on my body has now become a lamp to guide me, each slap a pair of spectacles to my eyes. Had there been no
lamp to my hand, no spectacles for me to use, doubtless many times I would have stumbled into the furrows and
channels which lie thick on the highways and byways to knowledge, for without lamps to guide them many men
before me have stumbled hither and thither, falling and jumping up covered in mud and filth, their limbs broken.
I beseech Allah that it may please Him to grant a thousand mercies and the reward of peaceful repose to my
teachers who have made me aware of these pitfalls, and who have provided a touchstone to my hand that I may
avoid false imitations of gold and silver, and diamonds which are but gravel. Many are the men who, having no
touchstone, fall for these deceptions, for they have no guide to point out the good from the bad or the true from
the false.
Now at last do I taste the honey which has flowed from the honeycomb, for which I have waited diligently
from the days of my youth. Many times has my body been stung all over, my face become inflamed. But now I
feel the sweetness more than all the sweetness of the earth. Many other men there are who have not dared to approach the honeycomb for fear of being stung by the bees. They think that only danger awaits them, and do not
realize how rewarding will be the honey produced by the bees.
I commend this advice to all children whose minds Allah has opened. If you were to live even for a thousand
years, do not be afraid to spend money on the pursuit of learning: for assuredly all the servants of Allah the world
over wish for greatness and eminence and riches. There is not a single person who rejects them. Yet learning is the
ladder which leads to all these things. Once you have acquired learning, you can never lose it. You will gain not
the contempt of men but their respect. Perhaps too it may avail you in your journey through this world to the
world hereafter.
*
I persevered in my studies, with the help of Allah and in fulfilment of my promise, until I could recite the
Qur’an and also read and write; not like other children whose teachers used to write on their tablets for them. For
indeed in those days nobody could write the Qur’an. But if people do not learn writing when they are young,
when they are older and the desire to write arises what can they do? A human being is like a twig of wood. While
it’s still young, it yields whichever way we bend it, for it is pliable; when it has grown old, it has become dry and
if we bend it, be it ever so slightly, it will snap.
For a long time I received instruction from my father and my grandmother, and also from two uncles of mine
named Ismail Lebai and Mohammed Latiff. They were both uncles on my mother’s side. To me they looked like
tigers.
The one of whom I was especially frightened was Mohammed Latiff for he it was who often hit me during
recitation and writing lessons. When he first started teaching me he used to scratch on the tablet with pen only,
using no ink, while I would follow above in ink to give my hand practice. Little by little I learnt to form the letters
properly and my handwriting improved.
When my grandmother saw that I could read and write she made me a monitor in charge of the children of my
own age, to hear them read, to teach them and to write on their tablets. I never stopped learning from morning till
night. Whatever words people spoke I could spell and write down for them. Any children who had writing to do
on his tablet would pay me in the classroom. Some gave a few cents, others sweetmeats, fruit and the like. Nobody dared to contradict anything I said in class for I was their teacher in recitation and writing. All reading and
writing was in the Arabic language, for in the days of our forefathers it was unheard of for anyone to start a school
in which Malay was taught.
*
All manner of instruments for inflicting punishment were kept in the school, different kinds for different
offences. First there was the cane and the apit china. The apit china was made from four pieces of rattan, each
about six inches long, fitting together at a point at one end and threaded with a long piece of twine at the other, as
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in the picture. It was used for squeezing the fingers together as a punishment for children who stole or hit their
fellow-pupils.
Another was called the kayu palaeo It was made out of a round piece of wood about the width of a man’s
chest. Three holes were pierced in it, those on the right and left carrying the knotted ends of two pieces of cord
which passed through the centre hole. It was used to punish children who ran away from school, or who climbed
trees, or who gazed at their friends. The child’s feet were put one into each of the two loops of the cord which was
twisted upwards and used to beat his soles.
There was also a chain six feet or more in length, nailed to the end of a beam. The free end was fitted with a
lock-pin and it was used to punish children who regularly played truant or were always quarrelling, or who did
not listen to their parents’ instructions and were late for school. The chain was locked round the offender’s waist
and he was made to carry the wooden beam on his shoulder round the school. Sometimes he was left wearing the
chain and was not allowed home, his rice being sent to him.
There was also the sengkang, a punishment for children who were always squabbling or absconding or thieving. The child was held with his right hand up to his left ear, and was told to stand up and sit down over and over
again, as in the picture.
There was a punishment for pupils who were lazy in their studies. Smoke was generated in a heap of dry coconut fibre and the child made to stand astride it. Sometimes dry pepper was put in the fire. The reek of the smoke
was most irritating and caused a copious discharge from eyes and and nose.
There was a punishment for children who made mistakes in class. A twisted cord was fastened round the
child’s waist and tied to a post. The child was then told to go on with his writing until it was done. Not until it was
finished was he released, his rice being sent to him by his parents.
A punishment for children who were very badly behaved, ones who fought, ran away or stole things was to
hang them up by their two hands with their feet off the ground.
Another punishment for those who misbehaved and stole was to place them face downwards on the floor and
beat them.
Another for children who told lies or used bad language or insulted people consisted in putting pepper into
their mouths.
The teachers had power to inflict any of these punishments in the school. Even if the children were the sons of
rajas and rich men the teachers still did not mind. They could cane them in school even until blood was drawn and
no action would be taken against them, for they taught well. When someone sent his child off to study the Qur’an
it was the custom for the mother or father first to come and pay respects to the teachers, bringing a betel-tray and
a plate of sweetmeat, along with the intending pupil. The parents would say:
“Sir, two things only I ask; first that you do not harm his eyes and second that you do not break his limbs.
Apart from this you may do what you will!”
The child was then ordered to bow to the feet of the teacher who said a blessing, shared out the sweetmeats
among all the children, took his fee and distributed incense. I will not dwell on the customs of this school, for
intelligent men will not want a lengthy account but will accept these illustrations as far as they go.
After some eight or nine months of painstaking recitation and writing of the Qur’an my learning had reached a
high standard and the road to serious study was increasingly opened to me.
*
At midday when work was finished I used to fashion small kites which I sold to the children for the price of
one duit.\fn{An old Dutch coin = c.⅛ stiver; 1 stiver = one twentieth of a guilden; a coin of little value; a trifle:W } The money I
spent in buying sweetmeats and fruit. It was from these kites that I first learnt to draw decorations and pictures,
for at the time I had damaged my hand. I made a mental note wherever I saw Chinese making pictures and
decora-tions, and I drew them on my kites. There were indeed other people making kites for sale. But children
were not fond of buying them because the decorations were bits of red and dark green paper stuck on with paste. I
made all my kites of white paper. But I had ready inks of various colours. When children came to buy kites I
would ask:
“What sort of drawing would you like?”
One might reply “I would like an elephant,” another “a bird,” another “a fish.” Whatever they asked for I drew
on the kites. That is why the children preferred to buy mine. In this way I was able to find money for my expenses, in addition to my earnings for writing on the children’s tablets.
Thus I completed my studies, and for a few days longer my father made me go over my reading again, perhaps
twenty times in all. Then I was almost word perfect in reading the Qur’an. After that my father ordered me:
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“Every day you must go after the evening prayer and recite the Qur’an in the mosque. For in the mosque there
are hundreds of people going in and out, and if they hear you make a mistake they will certainly point it out.” I
did as my father ordered for some time.
Some months afterwards my parents conferred with our relations about finishing off my study of the Qur’an
and having me circumcised. When it had been arranged, my parents invited all our relations in Malacca, men and
women, and a large party of them assembled. I was dressed in a fine raiment of gold and silver, and then brought
before the company and ordered to recite whatever parts of the Qur’an people wished to hear, including my
teacher. Many other learned men asked me questions on the reading of the Qur’an, concerning pronunciation and
so forth. When I had answered, the imam or the khatib said a blessing and I was ordered to bow to my teacher,
followed by my parents.
That was the moment for my teacher to be presented by my parents with a gift of clothing. On a tray was
placed a coat, a handkerchief, a pair of shoes, and a sum of money as much as they could afford, some ten or
twenty dollars. These gifts were brought and placed before the teacher, with a prayer for Allah’s blessing on all his
teaching. Apart from this there were many other ceremonies which I will not mention in this account of my life.
That night I was treated with henna as at a marriage ceremony. My parents were happy because I was their
only child.
The next day hundreds of people were invited to a feast. At night a carriage bore us in procession, followed by
hundreds of people, with music-making round the Settlement. Then we returned home.
The next day there was another feast to which everyone was invited. A prayer was recited and the man was
ready to perform the circumcision.
After seven days had passed I was allowed to bathe, and then I could walk about. Then the man who performed the circumcision was rewarded with gifts of clothing and three or four dollars in money. He paid frequent
visits to see me, only ceasing when I had completely recovered.
*
About a month after I was well my father sent me to a teacher to learn Tamil, an Indian language, because it
had been the custom from the time of our forefathers in Malacca for all the children of good and well-to-do families to learn it. It was useful for doing computations and accounts, and for purposes of conversation because at
that time Malacca was crowded with Indian merchants. Many were the men who had become rich by trading in
Malacca, so much so that the names of Tamil traders had became famous. All of them made their children learn
Tamil.
At that time there were in Malacca four Kapitans, each race having a Kapitan. The custom dated from Dutch
times, when there was an Indian Kapitan, a Malay Kapitan, a Chinese Kapitan, and a Eurasian Kapitan. Anyone
having a matter of judicial import would take it to his Kapitan. If the Kapitan could not settle it, it was taken to
the Fiskall,\fn{Or Piskal, a Dutch officer who had summary powers of jurisdiction in minor criminal cases and the duty of prosecuting
in more serious ones} then to the Feitor,\fn{Or Factor, a Magistrate who presided over a district court in both civil and criminal cases
which could not be decided by the Fiskall} and finally to the Justisa.\fn{The old Portuguese Court of Justice whose jurisdiction was
taken over by the Dutch and which commonly tried political offenders and enemies of the State }
Because of this there was in Malacca among all races a feeling of shame and fear between one man and
another. If for instance a Malay child did a wrongful act or anything bad of that kind a Chinese or a man of any
other race seeing it could correct him or strike him and would receive the approbation of the child’s parents. If
there was some very minor thing it could be settled by the village elders alone, for each village had its elders
appointed by the Kapitan. Whenever there were disputes they were first reported to these elders.
When I had been learning Tamil for two years and six months I felt no small chagrin at the frequent blows and
insults I received. Moreover the tip of my index-finger was chafed from writing in the sand, for this old practice
of using the finger as a pen nobody had the courage to change. If a wooden stilo or the like were used it would
certainly be thought a very bad thing. They considered it much better to let one’s finger be chafed, even if it was
worn to the bone, than to make the least change in the custom of their fathers.
Now by the grace of Allah I made some progress in these studies. Then my teacher was rewarded with clothing
and a present of money.
Although I was learning Tamil my father insisted that I must attend all the five hours of daily prayer in the
mosque. If he did not see me going on some occasion he would cane me. Indeed at that time I felt I would far rather meet a tiger than my father, and from one year to the next I had not the courage to speak to him. Any wishes
and instructions he had to give he told to my mother who let me know. Only with my mother did I remain on the
most intimate terms. With her I could sit chatting and playing and so on. At meal time however I had to eat with
my father. If I absented myself he would search everywhere until he found me. Only then would he start his meal.
*
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One day my father told me:
“Take a piece of paper, an ink-well and a pen and go and stand every day in the mosque. Write down the names
of all those who go in and come out. Every evening show me what you have written.” When my mother told me
this I thought it odd and said,
“What is the good of writing just their names?”
“I do not know. I do not understand your father’s instructions,” my mother replied. “But do what he says, because there must be some good in it for him to have told you to do it.” I thought to myself, “This seems a heavy
burden. Every day I have to work without respite,” and I burst into tears. But my mother said:
“You foolish child, is it not better to study than to go about without benefiting yourself?”
It was my duty every evening to go and show the names to my father. Yet I was many times slapped and
cursed, whenever I formed the outline of the letters in a name wrongly he would clutch me round the neck. Nevertheless at the end of a month or so of this I was writing correctly everyone’s name. One morning my father said
abruptly to me:
“Go and fetch a pen and ink and a piece of paper, and bring them here.” When I had brought them he continued:
“Write down everything I say.”
When I heard this my heart beat fast for I had never done it before. However I had no choice but to sit down
and write any word that he uttered. After I had been writing thus for some two hours he asked for my work. He
looked at it with a frown on his face, saying:
“Today I will excuse you, tomorrow if you make any more mistakes like these you will get a stroke of the cane
for every one of them.”
He marked all the faults, the letters wrongly used or wrongly joined, and mistakes over the stops. Then he said:
“Every day you will come and write like this.”
This made me feel very disappointed because I would not be able to go out and play. The next day was like the
first. He did not repeat the same words but many others of which I had never heard. Words used at court and rare
names he bade me write down, and so daily I incurred his wrath and his threats. Many times he called me “dog”
or “monkey” but I did not receive the cane. As the days went by I felt more and more at ease and after some two
months I made no more mistakes.
Then I learnt the meanings of words and how to use them. Used in one context they mean one thing, used in
another context something different. But I will not elaborate further the things that I suffered on account of my
studies, like an aur stem rubbed the wrong way.\fn{The aur, in common with other species of bamboo, is partly covered with
very thin, spiky barbs, as fine as fur,and if the hand brushes against them the needle-sharp ends stick in the flesh, causing intense irritation }
My body became thin, my face sunken with the strain of thinking. I was worried because I did [not] succeed and
because I was ashamed at giving cause for anger.
But I realize now that however high the price I paid for my knowledge, at that price can I sell it. If I had picked
up my knowledge as I went along, merely copying and listening, so far from people wishing to buy it I would be
quite prepared to give it away free for the asking.
It is well known to you, my readers, that anything cheap must be faulty: and anything expensive of superior
value. Is not the precious diamond but a stone? Why is it held in such high regard by everyone? Is it not because
of its brightness? One day my father said to me:
“You must not longer spend your time going about doing nothing. I have bought some paper. Sit down and
write the Qur’an at home.”
And he showed me how to follow on paper the lines on a tablet. So I sat down and wrote. I did indeed receive
presents and compliments, but the presents were blows with a rattan and the compliments abuse and sullen grumbling every day. This went on for six or seven months, my mistakes being pointed out to me. By the end I could
correctly transcribe the Qur’an and Arabic manuscripts. When my father saw that I could write the Qur’an he
said:
“Here is a manuscript written in Malay and Arabic, a very fine one. Make a copy of it.”
So I copied it and after some time it was finished. Other people seeing my writing said it was good. Only my
father poured unceasing discredit upon me saying:
“Look at your writing, like a hen scratching, a sheer waste of paper. Even small children could write as well as
that.”
He found fault with everything, nothing was right. But now at last I realize that my father in his wisdom did
not wish to commend my skill or my work for fear it would make me arrogant and swollen-headed over my cleverness and erudition.
*
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At that time the English forces in Malacca were all sepoys, being Bengalis and Madrassis. About three-quarters
of them were Muslims, and one-quarter Hindus. All the Muslims were strict in their Qur’an studies and their
prayers. They used to come to my grandmother’s house and pay my uncle to write Qur’an texts for them.
I too wrote texts, earning handsome fees. I was delighted to be making money, and became all the keener on
writing texts, working day and night without stopping. When my father noticed this he said angrily:
“Do not make a practice of writing at night or your eyesight will soon be ruined. And do not work too hard in
the daytime either, for you are still a child and will fall sick.”
It annoyed me that my father imposed these restrictions, for the longer I took over the work the more slowly
would I make money. Surreptitiously behind my father’s back I continued writing texts because of my fondness
for making money.
A difficulty arose for me because I did not understand Hindustani\fn{ “The lingua franca of North India and Pakistan”:
W} and when I wished to converse with the soldiers we could only gesticulate like dumb people. Moreover at that
time people who knew the language\fn{ I.e., who could read and write the language:H } were very hard to find. Therefore I
was very keen to learn it myself. I told one of the officers how anxious I was\fn{ How keen I was, as the British would
say:H} to learn Hindustani. He replied:
“Come to my house in the Fort and I can provide you with food and tell my teacher to give you lessons. You
can become teacher to all of us here and write Qur’an texts which our men will buy.” I told my mother what the
officer had said, and she told my father who said:
“Very well, let him learn Hindustani for later it may prove a useful acquisition to him.”
So I went and stayed in the Fort, where my uncle happened also to be living. Every two or three days I went
home and back again, having my meals and writing texts there, and at the same time learning Hindustani. They
gave me money, and suet and rice to eat. I became on very friendly terms with all the sepoys, getting to know
them all in spite of the large number of men and women. I remained in touch with them for three or four years,
and by the grace of Allah I gained a knowledge of their language. Every day I used to converse with soldiers in
Hindustani.
It was then that people first called me “Munshi”, which means a teacher or tutor of languages, and the designation has stuck right up to the present time.
After this had been going on for some time I was ordered home by my father who said:
“Sit down every day and read this book, which is entirely in Malay. Every three days I will examine you in the
meanings of the words and how they should be used.”
Every day I did this. I had no free time at all for leisure or recreation. But the occasion brought me much gain,
in understanding matters of religion and also of Malay idioms and the meanings and power of words. Every three
days my father came to the place where I worked, and posed me questions on any point he wished concerning
religion and idiom. When I knew the answer I gave it to him and when I did not he would tell me. At times the
question came to my mind, “What good is my life to me? I have no leisure from day to day, but have to sit and
study instead of going out to play and to visit my friends,” and as the thought came I cried in my sadness and
mortification. My mother came into the room and said when she saw me:
“Why are you crying for no good reason?” And I replied:
“Rather than live like this I should be better dead, for I am not treated as other children are.” My mother said:
“What do you mean? Are you not fed and clothed? And if you are not like the child of a rich man, still as a
poor man’s son your father cherishes you; why then do you cry needlessly?” And I replied:
“Even if you gave me gold every day it would be no good to me if I did not like it. See how my father makes
me study every day, not once in a while, but so that I have no time off. He will not let me go visiting with my
friends. I am like a man in the grave. Day and night there is work to be done.” When my mother heard my words
she put her arms round my neck and kissed me on the face saying:
“My child, why be so stupid? You have not yet reached years of discretion.\fn{ Or, in America, “the age of discretion”, those years prior to which a child, male or female, is still fundamentally ignorant of the true value of abstractions, such as
knowledge: or, sometimes put: no matter how much he or she knows, they do not understand: i.e., they do not have the necessary depth in
their understanding, because they simply have not lived long enough to acquire the necessary worldly experience in whatever it is they do
not have the necessary depth in:H } You are still a child and cannot yet appreciate for yourself the value of learning.

Later you will understand its value and be grateful to your parents.
“Are you not my only child? If you do not learn to read and write the Qur’an as the children of the best
families do, when you are older great may be your regret that your parents did not teach you these good things.
Now you feel a bitterness greater than the bitterness of gall, but later on you will realize a joy above the sweetness
of honey. Then at last you will be grateful for the provi-dence of your parents.
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“Supposing we two left you any amount of material possessions, if you gained no benefit they would give you
but a transient pleasure. But good learning is not like this. Only when life leaves your body will it too leave you.”
Verily my mother’s words were the truth, for now at last I know that the sweetness of knowledge is greater
than the sweetness of honey.
On one occasion my father walked in while my mother and I were in the middle of talking. We at once
stopped. It was my father’s habit whenever he saw men never to look pleasant, always stern. His attitude towards
me was such that none of my work, whether writing or reading, received his commendation. The faults he found
were never-ending. Whatever I did was wrong, although other people spoke well of my work.
But my father stopped them when he heard them, saying:
“These people will spoil my child.”
*
One day a sea-captain came to the house to look for my father. He wished to draw up a bond, being in debt to a
Chinese merchant in Malacca for $300. That day my father was very busy at the house of Mr. Adrian Koek, so the
captain sat in our house waiting until midday. Then he returned home for his meal. Afterwards he came back and
waited until evening. Finally I went and said to him:
“Whence do you come, sir and what do you wish?” He replied:
“I want to see your master.” I said: “Today my father is very busy at Mr. Adrian Koek’s house,” and he
exclaimed:
“What shall I do, for I have arranged with your master that he will draw up a bond? I wish to sail at once.” I
said: “If you like sir, I will try to write it myself,” and I ran to my writing table.
Then I started writing. I inquired his name and his friend said it was Nakhoda Ahmad. He himself would not
mention his own name or the name and address of the Chinese merchant to whom he owed money. The finished
letter I brought out and showed to him. After reading it he shook his head, saying:
“That is correct, but let me place on it my own signature in your presence.” Then he signed it and took his
leave. As he was going out he thrust a dollar into my hand, touching his head and saying:
“Take this and buy yourself some sweetmeats.” I took it, delighted at having made a dollar so quickly. He said:
“It is for your trouble, my young friend,” and I replied: “Thank you, sir.” Just at that moment my father came in,
and seeing the captain, said to him:
“How do you do, captain? When did you come here?” When I saw my father I ran into my room and kept
quiet, much regretting that I had written the bond. The captain replied:
“For a long time I waited for you, since the morning. This is what your son Abdullah has written for me.”
When I heard my name mentioned my heart trembled at the thought of the mistakes I might have made, for I
had never in my life drawn up a bond like that before. I had no example to follow and could only use my initiative
and brains. When my father saw the bond he smiled saying:
“Naughty boy, pretending to himself that he is clever. You may use this letter, Captain. Take it to the house of
your creditor.” When the captain had left my father came in with a broad smile on his face. My mother asked:
“Why are you smiling?” He answered:
“Today a gift of thousand dollars would not please me so much as the realization that my son is able to help
me.” He told her what had happened and they both laughed saying:
“May Allah strengthen him in his good learning.” Then my father said:
“Now I have gained a child, just as if he were born to me this very day. Had he not known how to read and
write letters, living in ignorance, I would have accounted him as one already dead.”
Everything my parents said I heard from my room. This day for the first time I was aware of my parents’
affection for me, and appreciated the value of their lessons, the benefit of the knowledge they had imparted to me.
From that time there has remained in my heart the certainty that all that my parents taught me was true and
right and good. Then my father came into the room where I studied with a stern look on his face and said:
“What have you been doing today? When I am not at home you pay no attention to your lesson. Because you
are so lazy you know nothing about writing. Yet you write a bond for Nakhoda Ahmad of Siak, full of mistakes
which I have corrected.”
But I thought to myself, “I know now what he really means”, for my father would on no account say that I was
knowledgeable or clever, nor would he praise me for fear that I should become conceited.
*
Yet from that day onwards any written message, receipt, covenant, will, or the like which people brought to be
written, my father ordered me to do.
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At the start he would say that such-and-such were the circumstances, the money involved was so much, the
agreement was for so many months. He would then tell me to compose a letter myself. In my first and second
attempts there would be a few mistakes, but the third attempt would be correct.
After that my father made available to me all his writing materials and boxes.
In Malacca of those days it was very hard to find people who could do any letter-writing. There were only four
or five altogether who practised it as a profession. There was first Khoja Mohammed the son of a Malacca Tamil
who became the Company’s talk;\fn{Mediator} second, Jamal Mohammed bin Nur Mohammed of Surat; third, my
father Abdul Kadir bin Mohammed Ibrahim; fourth Mahidin bin Ahmad Lebai. Among the Malays I knew there
were Inchi Yahaya bin Abdul Wahid and Inchi Ismail bin Mohammed Arif Surati.
All these men whose names I have mentioned were important people because they were so diligent in study
and the quest for knowledge that they had become very learned. They were consulted by all manner of men on all
sorts of subjects. Men were shy of opposing them in debate. Their full time was spent on this work, for they had
no other occupation. So prosperous was the settlement of Malacca in those days that they never rested for a moment, being engaged all the time earning a good living. Their names were highly praised even to the ends of the
earth. Their services were used by the white men and were held in esteem in the highest councils of the land.
*
Now as for young people at that time no one was really keen to learn reading and writing in the Malay language; only myself, a lowly, poor and ignorant man. I could not engage in trade for my parents were poor and had
no property. For this reason I studied well and truly until I inherited the literary prowess of the gentlemen whose
names I have mentioned above.
Pray do not think for a moment, my readers, that I am being boastful. For consider, if such seeds as these had
been cast anywhere at all, without doubt they would have grown up by now. In those days the opinion of everybody was that it was improper to give instruction in the Malay language because it is our own language. Moreover
since our forefathers’ time nobody had ever started a school for teaching the Malay language; only for studying
the Qur’an.
It was right to learn Arabic, because of its value for purposes of religion and theology and this language alone
was regarded as important by Muslims.
I studied under those men I have mentioned, asking them about the subtleties of the Malay language, and
obtaining all kinds of examples. I learnt a great many Malay words, rare names, proverbs, sayings, and fine
combinations of words. All these I learnt from diligent questioning and from reading ancient story-books and the
compositions of men of old. From them I gleaned many of the artifices of Malay grammar; compound words and
word combinations, the order of words, root words and derivatives, the force of words, euphony, affixations,
associated words, the sense of words, their refinement, innuendos and specialized meanings. And many other features of the Malay language were revealed to me. Any new word I came across in manuscripts or anthologies I at
once took to one or other of these teachers and in all deference and humility asked him its meaning, its force, its
derivation and how it was used.
Sometimes they were moved to laugh at me because for one single word I would go from my house to theirs,
no matter how great the distance, for an explanation. They said:
“You will soon become an expert, to judge from your zeal and enthusiasm.”
There were many words I found in manuscripts and stories, of which even my teachers had never heard and
did not know the meaning. They would then direct me to a place where I might enquire; to Datok Sulaiman, a
Malay who lived up-country from whom I learnt certain basic principles of the Malay language. When I first
knew him he was between 80 and 90 years old, of pure Malay ancestry, a man of scholarship and good birth.
There was also one Datok Astur of about the same age. Neither of them would discard the traditional Malay dress
to their dying day; the turban, the tight jacket and sarong without trousers. It was to them that the teachers I have
mentioned would put questions about idiom and rare words mentioned in manuscripts and treatises.
They became my teachers and explained to me all the complexities of the Malay language. It was they who
told me that it possesses grammar, inflexions and changes by rule, and that there are marks denoting the beginning and the end of a word as well as diacritical signs. There are also words whose meanings vary according to
the emphasis used when they are uttered; and many others which are used for their sound effect, each having its
appropriate place. All of them are definite features of the Malay language, besides sounding pleasant in themselves.
But, my teachers said, nobody had been clever enough to systematize and lay down rules for the Malay
language. In this way I obtained the final word on Malay literary expression.
*
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Now after I had been working at all these studies in turn for about a year and nine months, my teacher passed
away. So my studies were brought to an end, for at that time it was impossible to find in Malacca anyone who was
his peer in language study.
I was loath therefore to learn under another teacher. I could only ask questions of people more knowledgeable
and experienced in these matters. But my hands could not compete with their feet in tackling a knotty problem. I
had already discovered the secret that there is a great difference between one who is a real teacher and one who
merely copies.
A few days after my Malay teacher’s death I was just sitting and writing, worried because I could no longer
study, when by the grace of Allah there came an Arab, a shaikh from Yemen. He was an expert in Qur’an studies
and his name was Muallim Muhai’d-din. When the people of Malacca heard his exposition they were amazed as
though listening to the sounds of heaven, for he recited with perfect accuracy and correct vowel sounding. All
were very keen to study under him. He said:
“I propose to sail to Java, and therefore I cannot teach here.”
Then many of the elders went and asked him to stay, for a great number of people wished to learn to recite the
Qur’an. So he said:
“If I can earn some profit here I can stay. For I have a family in Acheh\fn{ Then an independent sultanate, now the northernmost (and semi-autonomous) province of Indonesia; on the island of Sumatra:H } and so I have come to earn a living to provide for their needs.”
The people held counsel together and made an agreement that whoever wished to study would pay five dollars
a year. So I and some forty or fifty others began our studies.
*
The shaikh discounted my previous studies and made me start afresh. He gave me rules for reciting the Qur’an.
Allah favouring me, and with the blessing of my teacher, after a year of hard study I was able to recite as he
taught. It was at this period that the Malacca folk first became famous for their recitation of the Qur’an. Before it
their numbers had been insignificant for nobody had understood the principles, the vowel sounding, the pauses,
the punctuation, the voice inflexions and so forth. Many were the presents which were given to the shaikh, in
addition to his fees mentioned above. He was pleased and said many prayers. Then he sailed home to Acheh.
Shortly after I had finished these studies of the Qur’an there came a wise man, an Arab sayid named Shaikh
bin Alwi, of the Bafakih race. His knowledge of Malay, and even more of Arabic, was profound. When he arrived
in Malacca, great was everyone’s astonishment to hear him unravelling every problem and posing many questions
which could not be answered by the people.
But he was in poor circumstances. When people in Malacca saw this, all being keen to study under him, the
elders made an arrangement by which anyone wishing to take lessons should pay five dollars a year. I put my
signature to the contract and began my lessons together with some fifty or sixty others as fellow students.
The first work he took for our instruction was an original manuscript called Ummu-’l-barahin,\fn{Mother of
Explanation} which expounded the true nature of Allah and His revelation to man, His power and His greatness, and
how we should conduct ourselves before Him, and realize our own unworthiness and weakness. After a few days
we finished it, and then we began studying a work about the canon law of Islam, concerning prayer and suchlike
matters. Then we studied various other branches of knowledge, and stories of value to us in promoting wholesome
and intelligent thought.
All the manuscripts were in Malay. Of the subjects mentioned above I gained a fair understanding, by the grace
of Allah and with the blessing of my teacher. It was for a year or more that we remained at these studies.
Now for the first time were the eyes of the Malacca folk opened. Before this not one person in a hundred could
understand such matters for they did not attach any importance to them. While Sayid Shaikh bin Alwi was at
Malacca all the other learned men shut up their books, not daring to pass question and answer with him. After the
period of his agreement had finished he sailed for Java. Up to the present he has lived in the district of Sumenap
as a friend and teacher to the Sultan.
It is a matter of wonder and astonishment to me to see how the Malays remain unaware of themselves, living
in ignorance because they will not learn their own language or have schools where it may be taught. It is an insult
to the intelligence to suppose that a man with no education can become clever by his own effort. Is it not a fact
that all races of this world, except the Malays, do learn their own language? The Malays say:
“What is the good of learning Malay, for it is our own language. Moreover it is useful only in this world. Let
us rather learn Arabic which will be useful in the world to come.”
That is true enough, but how, I wonder, can we learn a foreign language if we have not first understood our
own? The Malays converse in Malay, carry on trade and write and answer letters all in Malay. I have never yet
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seen anyone, whether Malay or of mixed blood or of any other race, using Arabic in everyday life, in trading, in
writing accounts, or in correspondence. For these purposes everyone uses his own language.
Arabic is used only in worship and prayer. …
288.110 Excerpt from Syair Sultan Maulana (Narrative of Sultan Maulana)\fn{by an otherwise nameless Malay scribe
from Kedah State during the reign of Sultan Ahmad Tajuddin of Kedah (before c.1815- ) } Kedah, Malaysia (M) 11
Listen, Sirs, to this composition, the story of His Majesty the Sultan of Kedah; many were his subjects, fair his
realm, and prosperous were all who dwelt in it.
His Majesty was venerated as Sultan Maulana, his official title being Ahmad Tajuddin; the son of the noble
Sultan Abdullah, of a dynasty born to occupy the golden throne.
Most perfect was His Majesty’s wisdom; just and generous to a high degree, his fame was spread far and wide,
he was loved by noblemen and commoners alike.
This nobly born young man, most puissant,\fn{ Powerful and influential} was handsome beyond compare; in the
entire land there was no one to compare with him.
His Highness’s younger brother, the Sultan Muda, dwelt in the town of Perlis—where his aged uncle also
resided—with a full company of officials, civil and military.
When the present Sultan came to throne he carried out the task of administering the state; organizing the centres of trade and restoring the realm to its former prosperity.
His Majesty’s residence was in the fort at the mouth of the river where his illustrious grandfather had once
dwelt; this had been further strengthened by earthworks, forming an outer line of defence to ward off danger.
His Majesty's talents were wide-ranging and he saw to it that the realm was well served; he was assisted by the
necessary councillors and ministers, a full complement of them, as in days of yore.
*
Datuk Bendahara was the Chief Minister, appointed by the late Sultan; but he was clearly too advanced in
years to possess the vigour to administer the realm.
He was assisted by Datuk Maharaja, the descendant of a family famous for its service to the crown; he carried
out the duties of Bendahara, earning the esteem of the young Sultan.
His Majesty showed him great favour, being desirous of ensuring the welfare of the realm; Datuk Maharaja’s
daughter was taken to wife and every wish was granted.
All the officers of the kingdom were charged by our renowned Sultan to place themselves under the supervision of this able councillor, who took over the duties of the Chief Minister.
In ability he lacked for nothing but he was inclined to adopt too haughty a tone; an official of a different stamp
to the Laksamana, whose descendants did yeoman service.
He had not been acting as Chief Minister for very long when the Bendahara passed away; it was then up to His
Majesty to decide when to formally confer the title upon his successor.
Datuk Maharaja’s younger brother also held high office; a man of outstanding ability, he bore the title of
Paduka Maha Menteri.
He too was a great favourite of the Sultan, even more so than his elder brother; however he had one draw-back
—he was always striving to outdo his brother.
Another minister was the Laksamana, still young, a devoted servant of His Highness; a nephew of the Sultan’s
mother and a man whose conduct could be relied upon.
He supervised the administration of the town but was also entrusted with other tasks; and what with his permanent duties as head of marine affairs, he was always on the scene.
The Temenggung Seri Indera Wangsa was a handsome young man and brave to boot; well-liked by the noble
Sultan, he stemmed from a long line of loyal servants.
His pleasant manner made him a favourite of the king and he was as intelligent as could be expected from a
man so young, he bore himself well, like a man of breeding.
Another young nobleman was Paduka Seri Raja a devoted servant of His Majesty; he spoke and acted without
any flourishes, content simply to carry out His Majesty’s orders.
He too was a favourite of His Majesty who trusted him and relied upon him; honest in word, loyal in deed
there was nothing shifty about him.
Another minister was the aged Maharaja Léla, one of His Majesty’s most trusted advisors; never at a loss for
wise counsel and always ready with a joke or jest.
His duties were concerned with the royal household and his discretion was all-embracing; anyone who
chanced to forget himself would have a sword plunged into his belly.
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As for Seri Paduka Tuan, he was both a counsellor and a friend; in making calculations he was virtually unrivalled and was for this reason regarded with affection by His Majesty.
As judge there was Seri Raja Wangsa whose duty it was to investigate matters; questioning and interrogating
were child’s play to him, skilled as he was in deciding between true and false.
*
There were many other councillors and ministers, old and young, renowned in debate; warriors too the kingdom did not lack, with chiefs and headmen in the outlying districts.
For them, every day was a happy one, each enjoying himself in his own fashion, diverting themselves with
many a jest, and lacking for nothing.
There were moreover many traders and scholars who came to trade in the capital; men from many races gathered there; every day they would conduct their business.
All were looked after by our noble Sultan and treated as though they were natives of the realm; the people of
Kedah were strictly forbidden to offer them any violence.
All of them were allowed to wait upon His Majesty who would greet them in his usual pleasant fashion; this
was much appreciated by the foreigners who brought him offerings of every kind.
Even the poorest could see His Majesty without anyone trying to bully them; our renowned Sultan was most
compasssionate and all benefitted from his generosity.
There was great prosperity in the city which was, every day, a place of enjoyment; everywhere one could hear
clapping and dancing no matter where the people gathered.
The entire population rejoiced; food was plentiful, every village had an abundance; His Majesty took great
pains, in making enquiries, to see that evil-doers were suitably punished.
His Majesty was never tired of investigating matters and was always ready to act generously; he showed no
discrimination against any group of people and made no distinction between the lowly and the powerful.
So much for the way the realm was administered and how the various ministers carried out their duties; however, what God has ordained took its course, causing complications to certain of His servants.
*
Thus it was that after some time an incident occurred which caused a considerable stir; Datuk Maharaja and his
brother were suddenly stricken with misfortune.
His Highness became annoyed with them for the reluctance they showed in taking up arms; their seals of office
were taken away, along with their followers, although they were allowed to retain their personal property.
Even the jewels fixed above their carrying chairs they were allowed to retain, through His Majesty's generosity; to be brief, no further incident occurred and that was the end of the drama.
*
It happened in this way, as the result of Datuk Pengkalan stirring up trouble; although lacking the means to be
effective, he acted in a cruel and arbitrary manner.
He chose to challenge the authority of Siam,\fn{ Now Thailand; Siam was its older name } refusing to comply with
their wishes; although he knew he was too weak to do so, he resolved to fight them to the death.
He determined to challenge the armed might of Siam although totally lacking in resources; the King of Siam
acted in ruthless fashion and at once ordered his army to attack.
Kedah and Patani were both bound to acknowledge the suzerainty of Bangkok; and when Datuk Pengkalan
proceeded to act in the fashion described above, Kedah too was ordered to attack Patani.
The Siamese forces assembled at Songkhla and the Kedah force was ordered to set off without delay, to ad vance and attack the insolent Patani—any delay and Kedah would suffer.
*
Our noble ruler took the view, upon learning what the wishes of the Siamese were, that he had no option but to
obey, so he sent a force to avert disaster.
His Majesty appointed Datuk Maharaja as commander of the expedition, with a number of subordinate commanders, charged to proceed without delay.
Paduka Maha Menteri was appointed as joint commander of the force; but he and his brother did not see eye to
eye and they spent their time in wrangling.
The entire force finally assembled at Padang Terap, where it stayed for some time; Datuk Maharaja was in no
hurry to set off and lingered on, seeking to devise some scheme.
The Chief Minister was an unusually clever man—few men now living could match his shrewdness; but he
acted in too independent a fashion, his intention being to delay until the fighting had finished.
Paduka Maha Menteri too made his reluctance quite plain; he had no wish to set off for Patani—apparently he
had no stomach for fighting.
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Day after day they remained at Padang Terap entertained by the music of the rebab, kechapi and muri; they
gathered a Manora troop and had them perform, and really worked them to death.
Other entertainments were held with performers brought in from all the outlying districts; a good deal of im proper behaviour occurred, with the local girls being forced to marry men in the force.
Many acts of violence were committed—punishments dealt out and fines levied; they paid no heed to His
Majesty’s orders and seemed to have no fear of the consequences.
As for the way Datuk Maharaja behaved, he paid not the slightest attention to his commission, merely staying
where he was, apparently intending to wait until the business was over.
*
His Majesty sent repeated orders to the Chief Minister and his brother, ordering them to march off without de lay and not delay so long in Padang Terap.
For the Siamese had sent messengers, one after another, down to see His Majesty, ordering the force to set off
without delay as the other contingents had been waiting for them for some time.
These levies had left Songkhla and were now all assembled they had been in Patani for some time now but
there was still no sign of the Kedah contingent.
The force was ordered to speed up its progress and not to waste so much time in frivolous activities; it was ordered to reach its destination within six days, and to join up with the other troops in Patani.
Strict instructions were given for the force to set off without delay; the day for the attack was fixed, when they
were to launch themselves upon the foe.
All this His Majesty made perfectly clear by commanding the Chief Minister to move out without delay and
march them off, officers and men and do their duty without further ado.
His Majesty sent letter after letter—not a day passed without one—ordering him to brush aside the obstacles
and proceed without delay; His Majesty also sent the Maharaja Léla up to see him.
Up-river he travelled to Padang Terap bearing with him presents of raiment for all in the force—a reward for
the Sultan’s trusted officers—but even this achieved no result.
The royal instructions were still not obeyed; instead, His Majesty received one letter after another stating in
great detail that Patani was far too powerful.
They devoted so much attention to Patani that they forgot their own situation; heedless of the possible destruction of the realm, they gave too much credence to lying rumours.
The might of Patani was grossly exaggerated—it was the Siamese who were supposed to be facing disaster
with countless numbers of them being killed off by the Patani men, and it was this that made the Chief Minister
worried.
It was said that at Chanae the way was blocked by a stockade, so that the army could not proceed—it was impossible for them to advance any further and the whole of Patani was united against them.
These were the reports that came in every day and were conveyed to the two Ministers, making them increas ingly anxious, to the point of causing them to quarrel with each other.
*
As a result of the King’s insistence, Datuk Maharaja finally gave orders for Tun Jaya Indera and Megat Setia
Raja to go on ahead and see what the situation was.
These two warriors set off accompanied by their friends and adherents; both of them were loyal to the core and
cared not how strong the enemy might be.
After they had gone a day’s march they encountered a Patani detachment in a fortified position which refused
to let them proceed, so they attacked, forcing the Patani men to flee.
One of the Patani men had his head cut off and it was sent back to the mighty Chief Minister who straight
away sent it on to the capital after which the advance-guard halted, awaiting further orders.
They sent word to the mighty Chief Minister asking the main body to advance; there was nothing to bar their
progress as the Patani men had all made off back to their villages.
But the Chief Minister remained where he was, still scheming and the force still did not advance; meanwhile
the Patani forces had been completely scattered as a result of the attacks made by the Bangkok and Songkhla
troops.
As for Paduka Maha Menteri, there must have been some reason I suppose; after quarrelling with his brother
he went storming back home.
“Advance the army,” His Majesty ordered, displaying annoyance mixed with alarm; His Majesty was certainly
annoyed, if not exactly anxious—the advance to Patani had to be speeded up.
Our renowned Sultan was furious and went to Padang Terap himself; he stripped the two Ministers of their
rank and castigated many of the other officers.
29

*
By this time, the Kedah force had missed out on the fighting and the Siamese were beside themselves with
rage; His Majesty became even more furious and ordered the Temenggung to take charge of the force.
Seri Paduka Tuan was appointed as his Deputy to lead the force and its officers numbering in all some five
thousand men, all of them fully equipped.
They advanced into Patani which had been completely devastated; they dared not linger on the way with the
Siamese everywhere on the rampage.
They advanced in perfect safety encountering no danger on the way; although there was certainly a stockade at
Chanae there was no one defending it.
At last the force reached Patani but it was well past the appointed time; the Governor of Songkhla was in an
ugly mood and nearly had them all flogged.
“The fighting is over,” he said. “Why have you only just arrived? All this time you’ve been whining away at
Padang Terap, showing how brave you are when there’s no enemy in sight.”
His anger was indescribable, and the Temenggung did not get a chance to speak before he was put into a cage,
to punish him, just like a criminal in jail.
The Governor would listen to no excuses and sent the Kedah force packing; It was clearly a dereliction of duty,
the result of the Chief Minister delaying for so long.
The Siamese accused His Majesty of being in collusion with Datuk Maharaja; they showed every sign of cutting loose and talked of launching an attack upon Kedah.
They would not release the Temenggung—an act which caused great anxiety back in Kedah; the Temenggung
wrote letter after letter, telling of all that had happened.
His position was a very unpleasant one, with the Siamese threatening him with dire consequences; he wrote to
His Majesty the Sultan, begging him to act before it was too late.
*
His Highness, our renowned Sultan, clearly demonstrated his royal virtues; he showed no sign of alarm or dismay, but put himself unreservedly in God’s hands.
His Majesty commanded the Laksamana to set off at once for Patani to see His Excellency the Governor of
Songkhla and acknowledge his readiness to receive any punishment due.
Any punishment that might be meted out had to be accepted as being deserved; he was to beg forgiveness for
the faults committed, and ask for the release of the officers who had been detained.
Having received these instructions from His Majesty the Laksamana did not venture to tarry; for his mission
was to safeguard the interests of the realm and preserve it from disorder.
His Majesty’s mother was the Laksamana’s aunt; prostrated with sickness, she was close unto death, and he
could not bear to think of leaving her.
But because of the onerous nature of his mission and the dire consequences that might befall the realm, he ac cepted His Majesty’s commission; his own grief and sorrow must needs be put aside.
No more was to be said once His Majesty had given the order; though full of grief, his mind was made up and
he determined to entrust himself to Almighty God.
The illustrious Laksamana had vowed that His Majesty’s reputation should remain unblemished; provided that
the welfare of the realm was assured, he cared not what troubles might befall him personally.
And so he set off, with heavy heart, unable to forget his aunt on her sick-bed; so grievously ill was she that he
was convinced he would never see her again.
But with matters at their present pitch, and with such a serious threat hanging over the realm, the sick lady was
but one person, whereas the whole kingdom was threatened with imminent disaster.
*
And so he accepted His Majesty’s commission without making any further excuses; he hastened on his way to
meet His Excellency the Governor of Songkhla.
Off to Patani he went without encountering anything untoward, and when he met the Siamese it seemed to him
that things were back to normal.
By the will of Almighty God, who saw to it that His Majesty’s high reputation was untarnished, by the time the
Laksamana arrived, the storm that threatened had subsided.
He incurred neither anger nor punishment; the gifts and the money he had brought were not needed; the many
items brought with him he took back to Kedah, untouched.
He argued his case skilfully and pardon was granted for all offences; no harsh words were used and he was re galed with food and drink.
Safe under the auspices of His Gracious Majesty, we were preserved from all harm; the Temenggung and the
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officers of the force were all brought back home by the Laksamana.
When he was half way home, he was met by a man bearing a letter saying that his aunt, who had been so ill,
had finally passed away.
God’s will had prevailed, he was destined never to see her again; there was nothing more to be said, he had not
been able to be present at her death-bed.
But his task had been carried out with complete success without giving anyone cause for distress; all those who
had been detained returned home, their faces wreathed in smiles.
Freed of all their cares, they returned home to wait upon His Majesty; there were no further disputes and all
were delighted.
*
It was not long after this that the Burmese took into their heads to send an expedition of some thousands of
men with hundreds of warboats and other vessels.
They came to attack Thalang and dealt it a terrible blow; there were thousands of warriors and soldiers with
countless numbers of officers and men.
The people of Thalang asked for help not from one but from many quarters; all the lands subject to Bangkok
were ordered to hasten to their relief.
Delay would clearly be disastrous—the Burmese had come at the worst possible time; they invaded the coun try during the stormy season, carrying out their attacks with great boldness.
They captured all the outlying districts and besieged the town of Thalang by erecting stockades all round it;
food and gunpowder were running low.
The Thalang men were not strong enough to drive away the enemy, who greatly outnumbered them; they were
besieged, inside the town day and night without any respite.
A message had been sent informing Bangkok that the situation brought about by the Burmese was really criti cal; the King of Siam commanded the Yomarat to take down an expeditionary force, by land and sea.
There were officers by the score drawn from the noblest families, commanded to go to the relief of Thalang
and not give the Burmese time to block the way.
*
After the King of Siam had given his orders, the Yomarat did not waste time on words; he made obeisance and
then set about collecting the necessary arms; the men who made up the force had already been called out.
The army was conscripted without delay and a force of immense size set out; it was ordered to advance without losing any time and save Thalang from disaster.
The Wang Na\fn{The Heir Apparent} also raised a force, being commanded to advance overland; Phaya Chasen
was put in charge with a staff of some hundreds of officers.
The troops that advanced overland were a long time in marching through the jungle; at last the army reached
Chaiya—still a long way from Thalang.
The size of the force was immense and the Chaiya district was soon stripped bare; the army acted in a very arbitrary fashion—and this was before they were anywhere near their objective.
As for Phaya Yomarat he went by sea, without calling in anywhere on the way; with him were several ships
loaded with arms of all descriptions.
His army totalled thousands of men and included hundreds of experienced fighters, soldiers of proven worth,
used to fighting against the Burmese.
The expedition reached Nakhon Si Thammarat and the Yomarat took up his quarters ashore; Nakhon and
Chaiya were feeling the pinch, as a result of the actions of the two armies.
The expedition halted at Nakhon to take under command the provincial levies; and until further instructions
were issued Thalang was made part of Nakhon.
The Yomarat appointed one of his trusted subordinates as the commander of the advance-guard; Phaya Thai
Nam was his name and soldiering was his profession.
He was ordered to set off and brush aside all obstacles, leaving that very same day; he was told to make for
Thalang, as the Yomarat was still delayed at Nakhon.
*
The Governor of Songkhla came down to Kedah, after the armies had set out, in obedience to the instructions
received in a letter from the King; with him came some thousands of troops.
He said he had come to help safeguard the realm in case the Burmese should commit any aggression; he or dered supplies of rice to be furnished and sent up to Trang without delay.
This was to provision the men in the army sent from Bangkok; his orders were quite peremptory and he would
not be satisfied with anything less than the requisition.
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His behaviour was rather extreme, judging by the way he went about matters; it was as though he suspected
that Kedah was in collusion with the Burmese.
The way he acted was very strange; he was prepared to use force against the village headmen; he was even
more overbearing than usual.
Although Datuk Maharaja was such a senior Minister, the Governor of Songkhla summoned him and requested
him to return his seal of authority, telling him to look after his own territory.
And because the king was so intent upon conciliating the Governor of Songkhla, his old and tried friend was
asked to hand over his seal of authority, there and then.
No thought was paid to the long-term consequences—the surrender of the seal would bring no benefit; whatever could have been the reason for the Governor losing his temper so quickly?
It almost came to an open breach between Kedah and Songkhla; His Majesty was extremely annoyed and con templated a resort to arms.
It was clearly because of this incident that Datuk Maharaja and his brother uttered threats against the Governor
of Songkhla, seeking means to avenge the insult offered them.
However Datuk Maharaja did his duty with regard to the Governor of Songkhla, to the best of his ability; he
remained at Alor Ganu and did not wait upon His Majesty.
One could only hope that the successful conclusion of the Thalang campaign would obviate any further cause
for anxiety; the Governor of Songkhla returned home and that was the end of the drama.
*
But to return to the story: before the Governor’s arrival a message had made it clear that Thalang was in a state
of confusion.
When this letter arrived His Majesty became very worried, he did not know whom to appoint as a suitable
commander for the expedition.
If there was any recurrence of what had happened before when he had sent off an expedition up-country, the
bungling could only result in even more disgrace; our cause would be damaged and our name traduced.
And so His Highness issued his orders without further discussion; delay would bring unpleasant consequences
and to ignore the summons would bring disaster.
His Majesty addressed himself to the Laksamana:
“It is now your responsibility to oversee all matters connected with the fleet—you must take command of the
expedition.”
The Laksamana made obeisance, his hands held high, palm to palm, and in answer to the noble Sultan said,
words as well chosen as they were respectful,
“Long live Your Majesty!
“Your Majesty has always been kind to me and shown me great favour, ever since I was a boy; whatever Your
Majesty may care to command I will do my utmost to carry out. But I have had little experience and my service to
Your Majesty has been insignificant; Your Highness would do well to consider carefully lest the task entrusted to
me come to naught.” To which His Highness replied:
“Everything is subject to the will of God Almighty, for better or for worse; who else is there to whom I can
turn?” The Laksamana answered,
“Your humble servant is yours to command, this is a matter that concerns my own office, how can I refuse the
task?
“Your Majesty’s commands shall be obeyed, I shall raise no objection; for better or for worse, I shall follow
the path ordained by Almighty God.
“I shall do my utmost to carry out your instructions even if it means my death; I shall carry out Your Majesty’s
wishes and do my duty in the interests of the realm.”
*
When everything had been decided, orders were given for the men of the expedition to report for duty and put
the ships in commission without delay, for the task was an urgent one.
All the outlying districts without exception were called upon the force was assembled, without any inconvenience with its ships, cannon and swivel-guns.
Messages were sent off to Langkawi Island telling them to get the boats and their crews ready; orders were
given to assemble there, to speed up the progress of the expedition.
When all the boats had arrived, complete with their armament, they anchored in a long line in front of the fort,
every vessel fully equipped.
Nothing was lacking to equip the force; the standards and pennants made a colourful sight; the Admiral’s pennant was hoisted to indicate his rank as Commander-in-chief.
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Every man was allotted to a particular division which was indicated quite clearly by the flags; they were not al lowed to crowd together just as the fancy took them.
The vessels that had been fitted out were of various types and constructions, according to the wishes of the
men who sailed them, but all were in first-class shape.
*
The ghurab\fn{One of the largest Malay trading vessels, it could carry a crew of 30; apparently these could be more or less easily
converted into vessels of war:H } of the illustrious Laksamana had as its figure-head a harpy carved so as to resemble a
denizen of the sky; it lacked for nothing in the way of arms or equipment.
It was as strong as though built of iron—if you fired off the cannon, the vessel wouldn’t even rock; the taffrail
was embellished with lattice-work and it bore the auspicious name of Pride of Jawa.
Her cannon commanded respect in all who saw it: it was called Leopard on the loose; the vessel’s flags and
pennants glittered in the sun it had so many oars that they looked like the legs of a centipede.
The Temenggung Seri Indera Wangsa’s ship had a figure-head in the form of an ogre; his ghurab was called
Soaring Eagle, a fitting vessel for such a doughty warrior.
The Temenggung had been made operational commander, his cannon was called Raging Tiger; his pennant
was bright red in colour, a truly daunting sight.
The ship of the illustrious Paduka Seri Raja was a very handsome vessel; his pennant was rayed in many
colours, a product of the looms of Cambodia.
His ghurab was fresh from the launching ceremony and was called The Brazen Leopard; his cannon was called
Warning Thunder, a name which matched the men who served it.
Seri Raja Makota’s ship was a lanchang presented to him by His Majesty fully equipped for war and looking
the part.
Tengku Alang Naga was a true warrior, as honest as he was loyal; he was not a man who would try to deceive
you though perhaps there were hidden depths in him.
His ghurab was a new one, blazing red in colour and had a pair of guns fitted side by side; the ghurab was
called Wild Seagull and his cannon, Burma Ablaze.
There was another doughty warrior, Tengku Idris was his venerable name; a devout man and a true believer, at
once a warrior and a man of God.
His vessel was a “swallow-tail” kakap—he preferred this to a larger vessel; in all things he followed God’s
commandments, although he was less than whole-hearted in serving his sovereign.
There were several other warriors and captains and the sons of noble families commanded by the king to ac company the expedition; each man carefully chosen.
Acting as captains and officers were the scions of many famous houses; their ships were gaily decked out like
fighting cocks with fine spurs.
When each division was ready—every ship and every man—on a propitious day, in the absence of any evil
omens, they assembled before their beloved ruler.
*
Our renowned Sultan sat in the Hall of Audience and the officers and ministers came to wait upon him; in seated position they raised their joined hands in homage and were greeted by the Sultan in his usual gracious fashion.
Making obeisance, the Laksamana said:
“May Your Majesty live for ever; we, your humble servants, ask Your Majesty’s permission to set off.” Said
His Majesty:
“I bid you set sail, my brothers; I shall pray God to look after you and bring you safely back home.
“You must see to it, gentlemen, that you are always of one mind in whatever you do and in whatever plans you
make; the Laksamana will represent me—no one must show him any disrespect.
“You must carry out his orders and instructions and never disobey them; he is the representative of the crown
and anyone who disobeys him will be punished.”
After the king had issued his instructions a feast was held to obtain God’s blessing upon the expedition; the
Qur’an was recited and canticles in honour of the Prophet were chanted requesting divine intercession to ward off
danger.
After the recitation and chanting were over, Tok Haji recited a prayer for the safety of the expedition, invoking
the prophets and the saints, entreating them to grant the force an honourable victory.
When this was over, gifts of raiment were presented; the recipients placed the gifts on their heads and then, one
after the other, they pressed them against the Sultan’s feet.
After paying homage there was no further leave-taking; they straightway boarded their ships, and the gong was
struck three times.
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The king also left the Audience Hall and took up his position in the Fort; his face was sad and he looked anx ious as he witnessed the departure of his ministers.
His Majesty had seen to it that the fort was flying all its flags and banners; this was his way of showing that he
wished to salute the expedition.
When everything was ready and in good order, on Friday, after the service, the rowers struck out and the ships
sped off.
*
All the ghurabs set off downstream along with the kakaps and the many other boats; not one was delayed and
they halted at anchor at the river mouth.
Only one ship suffered misfortune—Wan Jaafar’s lanchang was holed on a stake; this caused him great anxiety, and he finally brought the boat back.
He begged to be given another vessel and this His Majesty granted without demur; giving him a boat that was
in perfect shape and telling him to set off right away.
All his comrades had sailed off and he alone remained behind in the capital; it would not be easy to sail without company and he set off after the fleet in some despondency.
The Laksamana and the fleet had anchored at the bar in readiness; then the signal gong was struck and the long
line of ships moved off.
They left the river mouth and sailed to Keriang, despite rough weather; they were held up by winds from due
North and one of the iron anchors broke.
A ship’s boat put back to the Kedah river and picked up another anchor; no sooner had the boat returned than
the fleet set sail for Pulau Langkawi.
It was approaching midday when our mighty Admiral reached the island, to muster the local ships and their
crews, but this did not hold him up very long.
The islanders were already formed up in their divisions, anchored off-shore, awaiting him; not a man in their
squadron remained ashore, they were only awaiting the fleet’s arrival.
*
The Chief on Pulau Langkawi had been granted the title of Seri Pekerma Jaya; he was descended from one of
the island families, of good stock and noble birth.
His deputy was Seri Diwangsa, he too was the son of a noble family; a good organizer and a shrewd administrator, he was the right man to govern the district.
There were several other captains and skippers along with young men of gentle birth; they were all assembled
ready to set out, only awaiting the Admiral’s orders.
Seri Pekerma Jaya’s ship looked as though it could ward off any danger; an enemy of anything like the same
size would be very chary of attacking her.
The ship was called Sea Gallant and the cannon, Discus; his pennant had as its device a swarm of birds; a fitting ship for a fighting captain.
Seri Diwangsa’s ship was called The Golden Bowl; his cannon was called The Ogre’s Tongue and his pennant
was a tiger displayed.
The ships of the captains and skippers and the other young gentlemen were fully prepared for combat the one
as fully equipped as the other.
Each one had equipped his ship in the way he wanted fitting it out with items of various design, but they all
presented a fine sight and no one entertained any misgivings.
Paduka Seri Raja was left behind as the commodore of a separate squadron; he was ordered to collect the ships
from the outlying districts and join the main fleet later.
The business on hand was soon completed and they did not linger on the island; at a propitious moment the
fleet set sail from Langkawi.
*
The fleet sailed off, one squadron after the other, and reached Ketam without any incident, but they were then
delayed by northerly winds and stormy weather around Tanjung Chinchin.
Despite this they kept on their course for three nights; more than one ship lost its anchor and came close to
running aground on the rocks, but fortunately the wind abated.
When the wind became more favourable the crew of the ghurabs plied their oars and they got across to Terutau
Island where the squadron came out to meet them.
Its commodore was Captain Sulaiman and he had a lanchang appropriate to his rank fully equipped for battle;
there was reason to believe that he would do his duty.
They remained at Terutau for a day and then sailed for Ujung Dun; Selat Dulang was clearly visible and they
34

approached Buyung Pecah.
From there they pressed on and halted to assemble at Phra’ Muang; the sun was stamping its mark on the heavens as they made for Talibong.
Just at the time of the mid-day devotions they arrived at the harbour of Talibong and anchored; they expected
to see their comrades awaiting them but none were to be found.
Raja Sura Pahlawan had been given orders to go on ahead with seven ships to act as an advance guard and to
spy out the enemy position.
Raja Sura Pahlawan’s vessel was drawn up on the beach while Megat and his ship had been sent to Thalang to
obtain information, and he had not yet returned; the other ships had wandered off heaven knows where.
They were not to be found anywhere in Talibong, they had gone careering off in all directions, doing just as
they pleased, trying to cut a dash\fn{ Trying to look brave and important without really being so:H } and paying no attention
to the instructions from the court.
*
In Talibong there was a high official a warrior of noble birth; when the chief had died this man had taken his
place as head of the administration.
Raja Pangéran was his name which the Siamese had changed by giving him the title of A Luang Rit Songkhram, and in Talibong he was the governor.
He was young and vigorous, wise and understanding to boot; as long as he was in charge Talibong would remain safe from harm.
At the time we are speaking of there were many Siamese there protecting Talibong against the enemy; some of
them were going to the relief of Thalang.
A force came down from Songkhla—five hundred men, who had marched overland, armed with muskets
whose barrels were lashed on with rattan; the Yokkrabat was their commander.
Talibong’s defences had been strengthened by erecting stockades and rows of sharpened stakes; all the boats
had been assembled and they worked day and night, fitting them out.
There were not many people on Talibong so there were few boats available; but because Trang was a dependency of Talibong, the number of men was rather greater than might be expected.
The Trang and Talibong boats together totalled some fifteen vessels large and small, their gunwales made from
kumbar palm, all appropriately armed.
As for the squadrons from the two provinces of Nakhon and Phathalung who had set off earlier they were
keeping out of the way at Pulau Panjang, apparently too scared to push on to Thalang.
*
The Admiral arrived at Talibong and drew up plans with Raja Pangéran; they would go to the relief of Thalang
as soon as they had obtained reliable information.
But until the return of their emissary who had gone off to find out the position on Thalang, the Kedah fleet was
drawn up on the beach and repairs were made to the ships that had suffered damage.
They had been like this for a couple of days when a message arrived from Thalang with the latest news about
the campaign—the Burmese had fled.
But the combined fleet was asked to set off without delay, because it was still the North-East monsoon and the
Burmese might invade again.
Only a day later another letter was received saying that the Burmese had returned and were launching attacks
against them every day.
Megat who had gone to Thalang arrived back at last with the news that the Burmese had returned and had attacked the town of Thalang.
With the news thus confirmed the ships put out to sea; all the Talibong boats were there—it had been agreed
that they should accompany the expedition.
They also took along the Songkhla force—some fifty officers and men; they were to man the war-boats by arrangement with the Talibong men.
From Setul too a squadron arrived; seven ships presented themselves—their gunwales made from kumbar
palm lashed on with rattan—with a few rusty swivel-guns.
The renowned Tengku Bisnu also sent a letter with the squadron of seven ships, and this was handed over to
the Admiral.
The commodore of the squadron was Seri Léla Pahlawan and his deputy was Seri Raja Perkasa; they were in
command of the seven ships and would carry out any task in keeping with their capabilities.
These two were well-known figures, worthy of the rank they held, but their ships were scarcely first-class and
their armament was insignificant.
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Tengku Bisnu, that noble prince, seemed to have too little confidence in the success of the enterprise, feeling
that any cannon sent would be wasted.
So reluctant was he to part with cannon and ships that he would not send any good ones; he was indifferent to
the fate of his comrades and careless of his reputation, which was bound to suffer eventually.
The reason he was so miserly was because he was too much concerned with material wealth; in fact, both ships
and weapons—cannon, big and small—were his to dispose of.
The Admiral sent off a letter in which he asked Tengku Bisnu to send some heavy cannon to arm the ships of
his two commanders.
This would protect his reputation and prevent his comrades from feeling that they had been let down; only then
were some swivel-guns sent, without much further ado.
When the entire fleet was ready, on a Monday, in the month of Zulkaidah, the signal gongs were beaten and the
line of ships set off from Talibong.
*
They rowed towards Pulau Mutia but were unable to get beyond it; there was a strong Northerly blowing, with
flashes of lightning and the oarsmen could make no headway.
The Admiral’s ghurab was our guiding star and kept a light burning at its mast-head all night, an age-old custom, to help the ships steer the right course.
That grim warrior, Phaya Thai Nam, came down to Trang, intending to attack the enemy on Thalang, but there
were no boats for him to get across.
So there he was at Trang, with no means of getting to Thalang; he did his utmost to obtain boats, but the only
ones he could get were worthless.
There were no ships to be had in Trang—anything that was at all sea-worthy had been taken, and what were
left, were in poor condition, but he collected them and set about repairing them.
He ordered one of his most reliable officers to go on ahead; this officer was called A Luang Kamhaeng Songkhram and he was charged to obtain information as to the situation.
A Luang Kamhaeng left in all haste; he went down river to Talibong and tried to obtain a ship; he finally got
hold of an old boat, he sighted them off Rombéng and came up with them.
As soon as he was alongside he questioned the squadron commanders.
“What are the Burmese doing on Thalang? Are they still at sea or have they landed?”
A full report of the situation was given to him, according to the information that had been received; he told
them that he had received orders from higher authority to preside over the discussions of the council-of-war.
After he had made this announcement, Kedah and Talibong were agreed without a single dissenting voice; the
Commissioner was to act as Superintendent.
It was decided to press on to Thalang and put the issue to the test, to deal a blow at the Burmese who had re turned to the attack; if luck was with them, they would make a name for themselves.
*
The entire fleet sailed from Rombéng and headed for Selat Tanjung before the sun had reached its zenith they
had all arrived safely.
They anchored for a while in the straits where they saw a whole cluster of sails it was the Phathalung fleet
speeding back from Pulau Kalat.
When the ships came level with them their commander was called aboard and questioned as to why he was
sailing back as though fleeing from the enemy.
Looking at him, it seemed clear that he was a scared man:
“What was happening on Thalang and why had he brought his squadron back?”
He replied that it was because they had run out of food and they could hang on no longer; moreover the
Burmese had attacked in great strength—they were too strong to be resisted.
The Commissioner was furious that the squadron had returned, leaving the enemy on Thalang, and gave vent
to a torrent of abuse. The Phathalung people replied:
“It’s not only us who are at fault—the Nakhon people too have all withdrawn and have made for Selat Korek.”
The Commissioner asked:
“How is it you’ve been such a long time in getting here—where have you been skulking, making no attempt to
attack the Burmese?” The Phathalung people explained:
“We’ve been here for some time waiting for the combined fleet but we’ve seen no sign of anyone else.
“We hadn’t sufficient strength to attack—the enemy were in great numbers, good fighting men too; we bided
our time off Pulau Panjang, but food was so short, we were almost famished.”
The Commissioner became even more furious and was near to having them bound, beaten and roasted; but the
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Admiral managed to cool him down with the help of A Luang Rit Songkhram.
So no harm came to them and they were allowed to go home to refit and collect provisions without wasting
any time; they were told to return as soon as possible.
Any delay and they would be flogged, they must return at once to redeem their disgrace; they raised their
hands to their heads in salute and scrambled into their ship’s boats as fast as they could.
They were delighted with their faces wreathed in smiles; they got on board their ships and set sail at once.
The Kedah, Talibong and Songkhla fleets also set sail with troops they weighed anchor and hoisted their pennants and rowed out into the open sea.
In a flash they were gone crowding on all sail; the boats raced along as though bounding over the waves, making for Ujung Merpu.
*
They stopped one night at Ujung Merpu—they were shipping too much water to go on; the northerly winds
were causing very high waves so they sailed back into the shelter of the inner passage.
Through the straits they passed, each ship vying with the other; they shouted and cheered, time and time again,
making an unholy din.
They rowed the whole night, taking soundings all the time; in some places the straits had channels as deep as a
well; the next morning when the sun awoke they set their course for Ekor Naga.
They halted at Ekor Naga to make gun shields and gun carriages, fitting extra planks to the bulwarks to perfect
their defensive capabilities; they were also waiting for Paduka Seri Raja to join the fleet.
They sent out a small boat to Thalang island, with some of their men suitably disguised, to see what the Burmese were doing and where they had built their encampment.
The boat was told to scout around Tanjung Jambu to see whether they had built a stockade there; the idea behind this was that, if possible, they would attack there and then.
Captain Elak was in charge of the mission—a man from the Talibong squadron; he had a crew of Orang Laut
oarsmen and the Burmese patrol vessels held no terrors for him.
He was a real professional and at scouting he had virtually no rival; he took danger in his stride and did not
waste any time in carrying out his task.
After he reached Thalang he spent three nights spying out the land; he took note of every stockade and every
war-boat, paying particular attention to detail and being quite unflustered.
He took pains to see for himself counting every war-boat and stockade; then he hastened back to report all that
he had observed.
After this reconnaissance of the enemy’s positions everyone was prepared to launch an attack upon Jambu; all
the ships made ready and the captains made sure they were prepared.
They did not wait for Paduka Seri Raja because they had been halted there for some time; they had sent out
boats to find him several times but without any success.
Just when all the equipment had been checked and everything was present and correct the Nakhon fleet, which
had withdrawn earlier, now arrived back on the scene.
They numbered seventeen ships in all, but only nine of them had cannon; they had five hundred men and they
wanted to join in the attack.
A council-of-war was held at Ekor Naga and all were agreed that they would not wait for any more ships to
join lest the enterprise were delayed.
Tengku Idris that pious prince, a scion of the royal house, was made Superintendent, as all would naturally
obey him.
Raja Sura Pahiawan was attached to him, because of his age and experience, to direct the movements of the
va-rious captains; both of them agreed to serve.
Arrangements were agreed upon for gongs to be used for signalling; when beaten a certain number of times,
this would indicate “withdraw” or “advance.”
*
When plans had been coordinated, on the eve of Saturday, at a propitious time, the fleet set sail from Selat Léhér and approached Tanjung Jambu.
The Temenggung’s ship was a first-class one and the leak had now been repaired; he could not however act as
commander of the fleet, he merely went along with them.
As day was dawning they took cover behind Pulau Penaga; when it was almost light they sailed up to Tanjung
Jambu.
It was now quite light and they were in full view of the enemy and many of them felt their spirits sink at the
thought that death might be awaiting them.
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As the stockade loomed up before them, the oarsmen rowed as fast as they could towards the enemy, the Burmese were lined up within their palisades and they were the first to fire off their cannon. …
1819
190.56 Excerpt from Tuhfat al-Nafis (The Precious Gift)\fn{by Raja Ali Haji Ibn Ahmad (c.1809-1869)} Selangor State,
Malaysia (M) 14
… This is the account of the reasons why the sovereignty of the Kings of Malacca passed to their
Bendaharas. \fn{I.e., to those immediately charged with carrying out their will: in the Kingdom of Malacca, to whoever happened to be
this principal official or minister; in Riau-Jehor, to the principal Malay official after the Sultan. I have omitted the first part of this work,
which is a genealogy of the royal families involved in the course of events told by way of the stories and legends in this part:H }

According to the story, the last descendant of Seri Teri Buana and the Kings of the Singapore, Malacca and Johor periods was Sultan Mahmud, a Johor king.\fn{ Who succeeded to the throne at the age of 5 in 1685, and reached his majority
at the age of 15. A footnote says that contemporary European reports stress his sadistic nature } It is said that he took a peri, a type
of genie, as his wife, and so had no desire for marriage with a human spouse.
Once, when the ruler was sleeping, someone brought him a ripe jackfruit as a gift, whieh the palace steward
kept until the king should wake. By chance, Megat Seri Rama’s pregnant wife came by. She had a craving for
jackfruit, and begged the steward for a slice. He gave one to her, and she went away. When the king awoke, he
wished to eat the jackfruit, so the steward brought it to him, and said,
“Something unfortunate has happened; I have just given some to Megat Seri Rama’s wife, rather than turn her
away.”
On hearing this, His Majesty was furious and ordered Megat Seri Rama’s wife to be summoned. He then
ripped open her belly and pulled the child from her womb. Thus Megat Seri Rama’s wife died.
When the news reached her husband, Megat\fn{ Both an honorific and a title given to the children of princesses by non-royal
husbands} Seri\fn{An honorific meaning “illustrious”, used as a prefix to some titles } Rama, he wept and anger overcame his
sense of reason. He then sought out the Datuk\fn{ A title of distinction for any major non-royal chief, but also a general epithet
of respect for any man of age and standing} Bendahara and informed him that he intended to avenge his wife’s death,
saying,
“If you wish to become king, this is the time. I am going to commit treason; there is no alternative.”
Now Megat Seri Rama was considered to be one of those warriors who is invulnerable,\fn{ A 16th century Malacca
source remarks on a group of noblemen who he called cabaees, who “have given everyone to understand that they cannot die by the sword
… there are few cabaees and they are much feared.”} and he had a large following and considerable power. The Datuk
Bendahara therefore conferred with his brothers, the Temenggung\fn{ Official title in Malacca-Johor, the minister ranking
second in the state after the Bendahara } and the Indera\fn{Officer} Bungsu, about Megat Seri Rama’s intention. They

were unanimous in their support for Megat Seri Rama, because many of the dignitaries in the state favoured the
Bendahara as king. They said,
“This time it’s only affected Megat Seri Rama, but eventually we’ll all be treated the same way.”
And they were resolutely agreed.
One night His Majesty desired his fairy wife, so it is said, and he ejaculated, his semen flowing out over his
sleeping mat. He ordered his concubine, Encik\fn{ Mistress} Pung, the Laksamana’s\fn{The Chief of the Coast and Leader of the Fleet; an official title} daughter, to swallow it and it is said she became pregnant.
There are three conflicting accounts concerning this matter which have already been mentioned.\fn{ In part one}
A warrior called Seri Bija Wangsa, the most daring, strong and brave in the country, was inseparable from His
Majesty, so the Datuk Bendahara lured him away and had him killed, because if he had been alive it would have
been difficult for Megat Seri Rama to have carried out his plan. Then, as His Majesty was being borne on his retainers’ shoulders to the Friday prayers, Megat Seri Rama struck off his head, killing him. Megat Seri Rama also
died because His Majesty had hurled a kris\fn{The characterically angled Malay sword/daggar} at him.
After His Majesty’s death,\fn{1699} all the dignitaries in Johor appointed the Datuk Bendahara as Johor’s king.
The date of His Majesty’s death was a Friday, in the hijra year 1111 (one thousand one hundred and eleven), in
the month of Safar, and he was succeeded by the Bendahara, son of Bendahara Tun Habib, on Thursday, 8 Rabi
al-awal, at the time of the midday prayer. At this time Raja Sulaiman was born.
Not long after this the pregnant Encik Pung gave birth to a son.
Encik Pung’s father, the Laksamana, had him escorted to the Raja Negara and the Temenggung of Muar.\fn
{For he represented in his person the legitimate line of descent:H } Later he was returned to Johor. When Encik Pung’s son
was older, he was given the name Tuan\fn{ Lord} Bujang and entrusted by the Laksamana to Nakhoda\fn{ Ship38

master; captain}

Malim of Pagar Ruyung. They sailed to Jambi and then Nakhoda Malim took Tuan Bujang to Pagar
Ruyung, and presented him to the king, Yamtuan\fn{ A contracted form of the official title of the Malay ruler, Yang Dipertuan,
literally, “the one who is made Lord” } Sakti. His Majesty’s mother was called Puteri Janilan,\fn{The title of the Queen
Mother in Pagar Ruyung} and it was she who reared Tuan Bujang, adopting him and naming him Buyung. When he
reached adulthood, he was renamed Raja Beralih.
In another historical chronicle it is mentioned that after the death of the Ruler who died being borne aloft,\fn
{I.e., Sultan Mahmud; he is called this hereafter in the chroncile } a man called Panglima\fn{A title of secondary rank, often
associated with military commanders } Bebas helped Encik Pung to escape and took her to Pagar Ruyung, while she was
still pregnant. She gave birth at Pagar Ruyung, and revealed that her child was the son of the Ruler who died
being borne aloft. This was the reason that the King of Pagar Ruyung reared him so carefully until he reached
adult-hood. I do not know which of these two accounts is the more factual, but Allah knows the truth.\fn{Italicized
in the text; all italicized words in the text are in the copy before me:H }
As for Sultan Abd al-Jalil, when he was secure in the kingdom, he appointed his brother the Temenggung\fn
{The official title in Malacca-Johor of the minister ranking second in the State after the Bendahara } as Raja Muda to administer
Johor. According to some accounts, cited in other historical chronicles, it was the Raja Indera Bungsu who was
made Raja Muda. Sultan Abd al-Jalil’s eldest son, born while his father was Bendahara, was appointed Bendahara, his middle son became Temenggung, and the youngest became the Raja Indera Bungsu.
*
Secure in his kingdom of Johor with its subject territories, Sultan Abd al-Jalil moved to Pancorfn{ Sometime
between 1701 and 1705} and built a settlement there, together with a most beautiful palace. It was thirty arm-spans
long, incised with liquid gold paint, the roof being of wood; the walls were likewise painted and decorated. Eventually, this palace caught fire and the king therefore moved back to Riau, and resumed residence there.\fn{ 1709}
During this period the king had many enemies amongst the Bugis, Minangkabau, and the people of Patani.\fn
{The Bugis and Minangkabau were moving into Jehor territory in large numbers; and although according to Dutch sources Patani was an
ally of Johor, other Jehorian subjects had formed an alliance with the [Buddhist] Thai (or Siamese, as they used to be known), the traditional enemy of the Malay, to the North } Later the Yang Dipertuan Muda\fn{ In the Kingdom of Riau-Lingga, the official title of
the [Bugis] ruler} waged war against Batu\fn{Chief or headman, a title used by the sea-people } Bahara and Deli in the hijra
year 1122, and afterwards went to war against [the Sultan of] Inderagiri\fn{ 1714} as well, in the hijra year 1126.
Then there was a move back to Johor, to the settlement at Makam Tawhid.\fn{ According to Dutch reports, in 1716}
Next the Datuk Temenggung declared war on Linggi, that is, in the hijra year 1128.\fn{1715/16}

After this His Majesty’s kingdom was secure, with its Temenggung, Bendahara and dignitaries. The state of
Johor prospered and was famed not only for the refinement of its customs, but also for its culture. Sultan Abd alJalil reigned for twenty years and there was peace in the kingdom for nineteen of those years; that is how it was.
*
This is the story of a Bugis ruler, a great king in Luwu. His Majesty’s name was Opu\fn{ A Bugis title given to the
sons of reigning rulers} La Maddusilat. According to some Bugis sources, La Maddusilat had three sons, the eldest
being Pajung, the second Opu Tendriburang Daeng\fn{ Chief} Rilaga and the youngest Opu Daeng Biasa, all of
whom were exceptional in behaviour and appearance.
When His Majesty their father died, the eldest son, Pajung, succeeded him. He had intended to appoint his two
brothers as chief ministers, but they requested time to travel fIrst on a pleasure trip to see the sights in foreign
countries. Their brother agreed, so they both set out.
The youngest brother, Opu Daeng Biasa, was appointed Kelana in Java when he joined the Dutch in their attack on Java. The Dutch then appointed him Raja to govern all the Bugis in Batavia\fn{ The Dutch capital of Indonesia.
It was later renamed Jakarta (now a megalopolis) and the downtown area area of Batavia that has survived has been preserved as a part of
Jakarta known as “Old Town”:H } and elsewhere, and so he stayed in Batavia. As for Opu Tendriburang Daeng Rilaga,

middle brother to Pajung of Luwu, he had five sons, born of the same mother and the same womb. According to
one account, Opu Daeng Cellak was of a different mother, a Bugis princess called Datu Puak, and Opu Tendriburang Daeng Rilaga took her on the voyage with him to the western lands. There Daeng Cellak was known as
Daeng Pali and in brief, that is how it was.
The eldest son was Opu Daeng Parani, then came his younger brother Opu Daeng Menambun, his middle
brother Opu Daeng Marewah, his second youngest brother Opu Daeng Cellak, and the youngest Opu Daeng
Kemasi. These five princes were all of a marriageable age, excepting Opu Daeng Cellak and Opu Daeng Kemasi,
who were still very young. However, because their father loved them deeply, they were taken wherever the others
went.
The five sons were exceptionally good looking, with fine bearing and heroic qualities, but Opu Daeng Cellak
was the most handsome, arousing desire—so the story goes—in any woman who saw him.
39

According to the story, the moment had come for the wisdom of Allah Almighty to come into effect and work
its purpose on His servants. Opu Tendriburang Daeng Rilaga was moved by the desire to visit the state of To
Pammana, because the Datu\fn{Lord, Bugis title, either male or female} there was no stranger but a close relative.
So His Majesty set out for that state, together with his ministers and attendants. When he arrived, he was received by the dignitaries of To Pammana and brought to meet the Datu Perempuan. She received him ceremonially, according to the customs traditional when rulers meet each other, and he was entertained and given a fitting
residence.
Shortly afterwards the dignitaries of To Pammana reached agreement that the two rulers should be united as
man and wife, because the Datu of To Pammana was a woman, young and ready for marriage. The two rulers accepted the wishes of the dignitaries, who formally married them according to the customs traditional at a royal
wedding. They loved each other, as is usual for a husband and wife.
About a year later they had a daughter, who was entitled the Datu of Watu. The dignitaries and all the people in
the state agreed that she would succeed her mother, and so the matter was settled.
According to the story, while Opu Tendriburang Daeng Rilaga was in To Parnmana, a buffalo herdsman found
a piece of iron embedded in the trunk of a simpur tree.\fn{A large tree with white flowers, often used in Malay art design } He
extracted it because it was so potent that buffaloes which had touched it died and their hides peeled off. The buffalo herdsman brought it to Opu Tendriburang Daeng Rilaga, who ordered that it be fashioned by a smith into a
dagger, with a hilt of cat’s ivory. A small piece which was left over was made into a pair of cock spurs, and named
Taji Kerarni. So great was their potency that no one in the state of To Pammana would dare engage in a cock fight
against a bird wearing the Taji Kerami.
Soon afterwards Opu Tendriburang Daeng Rilaga went to Bone, because he had not yet met his relative there.
He was ceremonially received according to the proper customs, and entertained daily with feasts and amusements.
On one occasion the Arung\fn{Ruler or Lord, a Bugis title } of Bone left for Macassar, taking Opu Tendriburang Daeng
Rilaga and his five sons with him. When they reached Macassar, the Arung of Bone married a Macassarese
princess. Returning to Bone, he set himself up in the meeting house called Rumpai Gading. He gave Opu Tendriburang Daeng Rilaga a kris, called Tanjung Lada, which was worn by his eldest son, Opu Daeng Parani, as he was
already mature and astute.
When the Arung of Bone returned to Bone, he had left Opu Tendriburang Daeng Rilaga in Macassar to watch
over his bride until she could be brought to Bone or wherever else he might settle.
Then, by the decree of Allah Almighty, the Arung of Bone’s bride committed an offence against religious law
and tradition by having an affair with a Macassarese prince. Discovering this, Opu Daeng Parani stabbed the
prince with his kris, Tanjung Lada, which he had been given by the Arung of Bone. The Macassarese prince died,
and the people of Macassar dared not make the affair public.
Afterwards Opu Tendriburang Daeng Rilaga and his five sons returned to Bone, where they asked leave of His
Majesty the Arung of Bone to embark on a journey to the west. The Arung gave permission, and Opu Tendriburang Daeng Rilaga left for Macassar, sailing then to Java and to Batavia to meet his brother Opu Daeng Biasa. He
was accompanied by forty men from noble families, sons of Daengs, as well as commanders and officers. When
he met his brother they feasted and enjoyed themselves.
Soon afterwards he wanted to leave on his travels, and his brother gave him a pencalang,\fn{A trading ship using
about 25 rowers} armed and complete with cargo. He set sail from Batavia for Siantan, and when he arrived he
married Opu Daeng Parani to the daughter of Nakhoda\fn{ Shipmaster or captain} Alang, a Macassarese. They had not
been in Siantan long when they set sail for Johor and Malacca, to enjoy themselves and to see the country of the
Malays. Then they sailed to Cambodia where they were ceremonially received by the king, given a house and
entertained and feasted according to the customs traditional among great kings.
At that time a Minangkabau prince called Raja Culan was also visiting Cambodia to cockfight, but it is said
that no one in Cambodia dared challenge his bird because of its magic power. Furthermore, the stake was too
high, comprising, it is said, a keci\fn{A large two-masted ship, square-rigged in the European style with a crew of 20 } and all its
contents. Then Opu Tendriburang Daeng Rilaga accepted the challenge and won because of the potency of the
spurs called Taji Kerami. Thus Raja Culan’s cock was defeated and the Bugis prince Opu Tendriburang Daeng
Rilaga, victorious, won the keci.
He returned to Siantan and when he arrived he had the keci converted into a war penjajab. On their return from
Cambodia, Opu Daeng Parani learned that he had had a son, and gave him the name Daeng Kamboja.\fn{ The Malay
word for Cambodia} Then followed a daughter, who was called Daeng Khadijah. Daeng Kamboja eventually became
the third Yang Dipertuan Muda of Riau, and Daeng Khadijah became the wife of Raja Alam, son of Yang Dipertuan Raja Kecik of Siak. She was the maternal grandmother of Yang Dipertuan Sayid Ali.
According to the story, not long after his return from Cambodia, Opu Tendriburang Daeng Rilaga died, return40

ing to the mercy of Allah Almighty leaving this temporal state for the eternal. Verily we belong to Allah and to
Him we return.\fn{Qur’an 2:156} His five sons stayed on Siantan Island.
There are conflicting accounts as to the location of Opu Tendriburang Daeng Rilaga’s grave. According to one
account, he was returned to the Bugis lands; Allah knows the truth.
*
As for the five princely brothers, the eldest son, Opu Daeng Parani, took his father’s place in caring for his four
younger brothers, particularly Opu Daeng Cellak and Opu Daeng Kemasi, whom he disciplined until they reached
adulthood.
Opu Daeng Parani constructed six cannon-bearing penjajab, complete with weapons and manned by Bugis
with their forty attendants from noble Bugis families, daring in both battle and hand to hand combat, and devoted
to the Opus. There was one commander, To Sakuni,\fn{ Of whom some sources say he died in 1741 } and two other
officers, La Maluk and To J-r-p-a-‘. When preparations were complete, he discussed his intention of going to
Johor and Malacca and travelling in those areas, because he had received an omen as they were leaving the Bugis
lands. Opu Daeng Menambun had dreamt that the penis of his brother, Opu Daeng Cellak, had stretched out and
become a serpent, whose head reared up towards the west and Johor. It was interpreted as meaning that his descendants would acquire lasting sovereignty in Johor and Riau. When the discussion was concluded, they set out
on their journey to the west, seeing the various sights, travelling from one place to another.
*
To return to the story of Sultan Abd al-Jalil in Johor.
For nineteen years his reign was tranquil and prosperous. Then in His profound wisdom, Allah (may He be
praised and exalted) brought about the following fateful events and changed circumstances, through several
means.
The first of these was Raja Kecik of Siak, who was in Pagar Ruyung, the adopted child of Puteri Janilan. According to the story, she had cared for Encik Pung’s son until he had reached adulthood and had named him Raja
Beralih. He asked Puteri Janilan whether he might travel to observe other places, and she had agreed. So Raja
Beralih left, joining company with a Minangkabau itinerant trader going to Tambang and to the Kelimun and
Batang Hari areas. Then he continued on to Rawas, upriver from Palembang, where he met Sultan Lambayang
and offered him his services. Sultan Lambayang made him his betel attendant.\fn{ The chewing of which was widespread
in traditional Malay society and the articles of which necessary for its preparation playing an important ceremonial role }
When Sultan Lambayang quarrelled with his brother Sultan Anum and with his uncle Sultan Agung, he left and
sailed to Johor, taking Tuan Bujang with him as betel attendant. Arriving in Johor, Sultan Lambayang was
honored by Sultan Abd al-Jalil and feasted according to the customs traditional when kings meet.
One day Sultan Lambayang was presenting himself before Sultan Abd al-Jalil in the audience hall when, without restraining himself, he broke wind, and said,
“We Palembang men are not embarrassed to break wind, because the gas has to escape.”
Sultan Abd al-Jalil just smiled.
Two or three days later, Sultan Lambayang asked Sultan Abd al-Jalil for the hand of one of his daughters, but
Sultan Abd al-Jalil refused to give his consent. So Sultan Lambayang set sail from Johor, calling in at Siantan,
where he married Yang Mariam, the daughter of a Lord Haji. It was there that Tuan Bujang was circumcised.
Shortly afterwards, Sultan Lambayang left for Bangka Kota and stayed there, intending to launch an attack on Palembang. He began preparations, laying plans and soliciting support.
According to the story, it was at this time that the Bugis princes left Siantan and sailed to Bangka Kota. Here
they became friendly and on familiar terms with Sultan Lambayang, who requested their aid to attack Palembang.
He also requested aid from the Dutch, who did give him assistance, and Palembang was defeated. Sultan Anum
was banished to Belidah. As for the five Bugis brothers, one of them, Opu Daeng Marewah, who was entitled
Kelana Jaya Putera, set out to travel. According to some accounts, he obtained the title Kelana Jaya Putera in Java,
because, it is said, he had helped the Dutch to attack Pariaman!
As for Tuan Bujang, after Sultan Lambayang was installed as king, he asked leave of Sultan Lambayang to return to Pagar Ruyung. Journeying to Rawas, he married the daughter of the Dipati of Batu Kucing, and had a son
whom he named Raja Rabb al-Alam.
After this he left and went to Jambi, where he offered his services to the Sultan of Jambi, Sultan Maharaja. The
latter was at war with another king, and so Tuan Bujang joined the fighting, but was wounded in the thigh. When
he recovered, he returned to Pagar Ruyung and was received by Yamtuan Sakti and Puteri Janilan, who bestowed
on him the name Yamtuan Raja Kecik.
According to some sources, he was tested, the royal drum was beaten, and he was ordered to stand against a
pillar made of stinging nettles, wearing the crown. It is said that he came through unscathed. Then, it is said, he
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was given a sword of state, named Sapu Rajab, together with a seal giving him authority to govern the Minangkabau of Pasisir Laut.
Equipped with this authority and the insignia, he left Pagar Ruyung and went down to Siak, to Bukit Hatu, not
yet revealing his authority, identity, or the seal given to him by Yamtuan Sakti. He set himself up as a trader, buying and selling tembuk roe! Once he infringed the harbor regulations at Bukit Batu and was fined 20 reals, which
filled him with resentment. Operating on borrowed capital, he worked Nakhoda Penangkuk’s boat, plying to and
from Malacca.
When he had finished with this enterprise, he went to Bengkalis and only then did he reveal his identity, authority, and seal. All the Minangkabau of Bengkalis followed him.\fn{ Thus did Raja Kecik gain control over the flourishing
trading port of Bengkalis by 1717—a district formerly under Jehor and particularly shocked by the murder of his father, Sultan Mahmud }
Next he went to Batu Bahara and governed it. It soon became widely known that he had become a king, and he
built fortifications and appointed dignitaries, ministers, and military officers. Then he prepared a war fleet of penjajab.
In the midst of these preparations for battle, the five princely Bugis brothers reached Bengkalis on their travels,
and met Raja Kecik. He invited them to attack Johor, and they considered it, but felt it would not have been right.
They were therefore unwilling, and to evade the issue they went to Langat, to confer with the Bugis there. There
was thus no co-operation between them.
When Raja Kecik’s fleet was ready, he sent a messenger to the Johor estuary and to Singapore, one of his ministers who was an expert in cajolery and deception. He was to gain the confidence of the sea-people there with
sweet words, announcing that here was the true son of the Ruler who died being borne aloft. Now he would be
coming to Johor to claim his inheritance and become king. Those who would not follow him would be struck
down by the sovereign power of the Ruler who died being borne aloft, and even their descendants would not be
safe. But Raja Kecik, the son of the Ruler who died being borne aloft, would reward those who joined him, for he
had come with bolts of excellent cloth as gifts for the local headmen and chiefs, as well as for the Raja Negara.
According to the story, when the sea-people had listened to the words of Raja Kecik’s messenger, they were
willing to support Raja Kecik. They responded,
“Let Raja Kecik come to Johor; we will all go with him!”
Next the messenger went to the Laksamana, Encik Pung’s father, taking a letter from Raja Kecik, and the Laksmana too was willing to desert.
When the conspiracy had been set in motion, Raja Kecik came with several vessels to attack Johor, and the
Johor sea-people did not warn the capital or His Majesty,\fn{ The sea-people were traditionally responsible for patrolling the
Straits of Malacca} so the vessels took Johor unawares. The population within the capital panicked, saying,
“An enemy is attacking!”
The Yang Dipertuan Muda was informed, but paid no attention, as he was engrossed in a chess game. Several
times he was respectfully approached, but he still took no notice. Raja Kecik and the Minangkabau reached Pangkalan Ramas and took the pier, while his fighting men, officers and ministers fired their matchlocks and muskets.
The Johor people resisted, fighting wherever they could, and the killing went on for days. Many Johor people
deserted to the Minangkabau, because the Laksarnana, their commander, had already done so. The Raja Muda ran
amuck, killing his wives, and then emerged fighting recklessly because, he reasoned, it would be better for his
wives to die rather than be taken as secondary wives by the Minangkabau. He fought wildly, hurling himself at
Raja Kecik’s men, engaging them in a running battle until they reached a place called Kayu Anak. There the Yang
Dipertuan Muda was killed in the confusion of a furious attack.
*
After the Yang Dipertuan Muda’s death, Johor was defeated. His Majesty Sultan Abd al-Jalil remained, but he
left his fort to go to a village elsewhere. There he conferred about whether he should make an attack or surrender.
The ministers advised the latter, so Sultan Abd al- Jalil went unarmed to Raja Kecik and surrendered. Raja Kecik
took no action against Sultan Abd al-Jalil, but treated him well, saying,
“I wish to appoint you as Bendahara again.”
Soon afterwards Raja Kecik was betrothed to Sultan Abd al-Jalil’s daughter, Tengku Tengah. But when Sultan
Abd al-Jalil came with his sons to pay his respects to Raja Kecik on Hari Raya, he took along one of his daughters, Tengku Kamariah, as well.
Raja Kecik, catching a glimpse of her beauty, desired her. After Sultan Abd al-Jalil had left, he asked for the
hand of Tengku Kamariah, and his engagement with Tengku Tengah was broken. Needless to say, Sultan Abd alJalil could do nothing, because he had been vanquished.
Tengku Kamariah was married to Raja Kecik according to the customs traditional at a royal wedding, and that
was the situation. Raja Kecik stayed in Johor, and at that time it was just as though the state had two kings.
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*
To return to the story of the Bugis princes who were going to Langat.
When they arrived they conferred with all the Bugis there about making preparations for war. But it was still
not certain whom they would help, since they wanted to assist whoever was in the right. At this point they heard
that Sultan Abd al-Jalil of Johor was already at war with Raja Kecik, so they immediately went to Johor with their
fleet and commanders, officers and attendants. They arrived to find Johor had already been defeated, and Raja
Kecik had become Sultan Abd al-Jalil’s son-in-law. They were amazed and said,
“How could such a great state fall so easily?”
They met Raja Kecik, and he entertained them according to the customs traditional at royal entertainments.
Later they returned to their perahu. His Majesty, Sultan Abd al-Jalil, his Bendahara, and his son Raja Sulaiman
lived in grief and anguish, humiliated by Raja Kecik as well as by the announcement that His Majesty would be
demoted to his former position of Bendahara. This inflamed the hearts of his children, and when Raja Abd alJalil’s sons were made to bear the betel equipment on ceremonial days, their resentment against Raja Kecik was
greater than ever.
This applied particularly to Raja Sulaiman, who was young and impulsive. He conferred with his sister Tengku
Tengah about marrying her to the Bugis prince Opu Daeng Parani. By this means he hoped to find some way of
avenging their humiliation. Tengku Tengah agreed to become the Opu’s wife. The Siak Chronicle mentions that it
was Tengku Tengah who was intent on avenging their humiliation, and it was she who conferred with Raja
Sulaiman. Then they invited the Opus to dine, and afterwards Tengku Tengah stood at the entrance to the guests
gallery, opened the screen and threw down her ear stud, saying,
“Oh, Bugis princes, if you are truly brave, avenge the shame of our family! When that is done, I shall willingly
be your slave, and even if you ordered me to cook your rice, I would do it.” When Opu Daeng Parani heard her
words, he replied,
“Allah willing, I will do my utmost to help, and I will avenge your shame and that of every single member of
your family.”
Then Raja Sulaiman promised the Opus that if they succeeded in their purpose, one of them would be appointted Yang Dipertuan Muda,\fn{Second man in the country} and the office would pass to his descendants. When this
was agreed, Raja Sulaiman presented himself before his royal father to convey to him their intentions, and his
father approved the decision. Then Raja Sulaiman married his sister, Tengku Tengah, to Opu Daeng Parani,
following the customs traditional at a royal wedding. And he and Tengku Tengah loved each other, as is custommary between man and wife; that was the situation.
Raja Kecik was uneasy and distrustful of the Bugis as long as they remained in Johor. After his marriage, Opu
Daeng Parani asked his father-in-law Sultan Abd al-Jalil if he could now go briefly to Siantan to see his children.
Should there be any trouble, they had only to send him a message and he would come. Sultan Abd al-Jalil gave his
permission, so Opu Daeng Parani left Johor and sailed to Siantan. Here he remained, preparing a war fleet
consisting of seven large perahu equipped with cannon; he assembled his Bugis men and organized his attendants
and their leaders, as well as his conunanders and officers. And thus I conclude.
*
Let us now turn to the story of the kings of Matan, that is, to Pangeran Agung, who was a son of Sultan
Muhammad Safi aI-Din.
When this Sultan Muhammad Safi al-Din died, he was succeeded by his eldest son, who was entitled Sultan
Muhammad Zain al-Din.\fn{During the early 18th century, Sukadana, Matan, and Simpang formed one kingdom which was known
by the names of its successive capitals—Sukadana, Matan, Muara Kajung and Tanjung Puta. Sambas had at one time been a tributary of
Johor, but through a royal mariage in the 17 th century, it came under Sukadana. A relative of the deposed Sultan Muhammad Zain al-Din
was put in charge of Sukadana on behalf of Banten. Muhammad Zain al-Din summoned Bugis aid to recover his kingdom, and it is this
struggle which the text now describes} His brother, Pangeran Agung, was extremely desirous of becoming King of Ma-

tan. He could not refrain from the pleasures of this world and so when the conditions were favourable and he had
the power, he seized his brother’s kingdom, attacking the royal compound at night.
Sultan Muhanunad Zain al-Din was defeated and left the capital with his family, going with them to Banjar. He
requested aid from the Sultan of Banjar to regain his kingdom from his younger brother, Pangeran Agung. The
Sultan of Banjar agreed to help, and summoned the people of Banjar, Sampit, Mendawai, and Kota Ringin.
Leaving his family at Banjar, Sultan Muhammad Zain al-Din set out to attack Matan, accompanied by one of the
King of Banjar’s military captains called Panglima Pantas..
On their arrival they went to war, but by the decree of Allah (may He be praised and exalted) Panglima Pantas
was killed in the battle. When the men of Mendawai, Sampit, and Kota Ringin saw that their leader was dead,
they all fled, leaving Sultan Muhammad Zain al-Din trapped in Matan.
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Sultan Muhammad Zain al-Din entered the mosque and bolted the door, so Sultan Agung sent several of his
officers to guard it. Thus Sultan Muhammad Zain al-Din was locked up in the mosque at Matan. However, before
he had become trapped, he had managed to get a messenger out with a letter to the five Opus in Siantan.
After the messenger had left, Sultan Muhammad Zain aI-Din shut himself up in the mosque. Soon afterwards
the messenger reached Siantan.
According to the story, when the messenger arrived, he went ashore and presented himself before Opu Daeng
Parani, respectfully offering Sultan Muhammad Zain al-Din’s letter to him, as the eldest of the Opus. When Opu
Daeng Parani had read the letter, he conferred with his brothers, commanders, and officers about whether they
should help Sultan Muhanunad Zain al-Din. They were unanimous in their agreement to go. When the time was
right they set out for Matan with six perahu.
On their arrival they went to meet Pangeran Agung to ask him to forgive and pardon his brother and encourage
him to find a suitable way of administering his state and of consulting with his people. But Pangeran Agung
would not accept their views, and so the Opus went to the mosque, took Sultan Muhammad Zain al-Din, and
brought him to Pangeran Agung. The latter was furious with the Opus, and ordered that the gates of the fort be
bolted and that the Opus be driven out of Matan that very day. The Opus left and sailed to Banjar to find the
Sultan of Banjar, because they wanted to fetch Sultan Muhammad Zain al-Din’s family.
Now Pangeran Agung had taken as sons-in-law a Bugis prince named Daeng Mattekuh, as well as a certain
Haji Hafiz, whom he expected to act as his officers. When the Opus had met the Sultan of Banjar, they sailed
back, bringing Sultan Muhammad Zain al-Din and his wives and children with them to Matan. When they arrived,
they stopped at the estuary of the Kandang Kerbau River, where they built some huts and gathered around them
any Matan people in the vicinity. Sultan Muhammad Zain al-Din married Opu Daeng Menambun to his daughter,
Puteri Kesumba.
After the wedding Sultan Muhammad Zain al-Din requested that they attack Pangeran Agung, so the Opus
went upstream with this intention. Receiving news of this, Pangeran Agung ordered his sons.in-Iaw, Daeng Mattekuh and Haji Hafiz, to resist the Opus by opposing them in battle or in single combat. When Daeng Mattekuh
and Haji Hafiz encountered the Opus, they prevented them from entering the Ratu Agung’s paIace compound. The
Opus were angry, and challenged Daeng Mattekuh to single combat. Haji Hafiz, however, advised him,
“Don’t stand up to these Opus, because they are great princes and Bugis people like us.”
Daeng Mattekuh followed the Haji’s advice and, taking one of the Opu’s perahu, he left Matan and sailed
westwards to Siak carrying with him a brass cannon called Kedah.
After Daeng Mattekuh had gone, the five princely brothers gained entry to Pangeran Agung’s palace compound, captured him, and took him to the Kandang Kerbau River, where he was handed over to his brother Sultan
Muhammad Zain al-Din. The latter was extremely pleased, and very grateful. Pangeran Agung was imprisoned in
a small fort which was nailed up from the outside. Thirty women were put in with him and several officers were
posted on guard outside the fort until Pangeran Agung should die. Eventually, he had the thirty women as
secondary wives, and that is the reason why Pangeran Agung had so many children.
When everything had been concluded, Sultan Muhammad Zain al-Din became King of Matan, and presented
Mempawah and its subject territories to the Opus. However, they asked whether they might first return to the west
so that the married ones might visit their wives and children. Sultan Muhammad Zain al-Din remained in Matan.
*
To return to the story of Sultan Abd al-Jalil in Johor.
After the Opus had left Johor, there were many slanderous rumours circulating because in effect the state had
two kings. The people were divided, some siding with Raja Kecik, others siding with Sultan Abd al-Jalil. Every
day the rumours grew worse, eventually raging like a fire that blazes out of control. The flames spread when, because of the three conflicting accounts just mentioned, people said that Raja Kecik was not definitely the son of
the Ruler who died being borne aloft.
When news of this reached Raja Kecik he was furious, but managed to control himself. Tengku Tengah was
influenced by the rumours, and liked Raja Kecik even less. When Tengku Kamariah heard, she hated him and
would not see to his food and drink. In these circumstances, Tengku Tengah came to Raja Kecik’s palace and removed Tengku Kamariah, taking her home while Raja Kecik was praying. The reader knows what women will do;
when they are angry or full of hatred they act rashly, heedless of the consequences.
Then Raja Kecik was indeed angered, and sent people to bring his wife back, but Tengku Tengah would not
give her up and a quarrel developed. Raja Kecik went to attack Sultan Abd al-Jalil, who built a stockade at Seluyut.
Thus once again war broke out between the Minangkabau and Johor. After some fighting, the stockade at Seluyut fell to a fierce attack by Raja Kecik, and Sultan Abd al-Jalil retreated to Trengganu. Several of the Johor
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princes moved to Malacca.
*
When he had been in Trengganu for about three years, Sultan Abd al-Jalil left and made a settlement at the Pahang estuary.\fn{Thus founding a new capital (1721)} The Raja Indera Bungsu moved there from Malacca bringing with
him the other princes who had gone to Malacca. After Sultan Abd al-Jalil had left Johor, Raja Kecik announced to
his ministers,
“This land is cursed; we shall move to Riau.”
They moved to Riau and there built a palace decorated with gold mace flowers. Raja Kecik ruled over Riau
and some of the sea-people; the others were ruled by Sultan Abd al-Jalil. There was great confusion in the kingdom of Johor at that time, and much uncertainty.
According to the story, when Raja Kecik heard that Sultan Abd al-Jalil had settled at the estuary of the Pahang
River, he sent off several warships under the command of Laksamana Nakhoda Sekam with orders to invite
Sultan Abd al-Jalil to return to Riau. Should he refuse, the Laksamana was to do battle with him.
Nakhoda Sekam and his force set out, and when he reached the Pahang estuary, he had Raja Kecik’s orders
conveyed to Sultan Abd al-Jalil. The latter refused to comply, and so a battle broke out. Nakhoda Sekam launched
an attack on the Pahang estuary, and in a few days it was defeated. However, he did not dare take any action
against Sultan Abd al-Jalil. He presented himself before Sultan Abd al-Jalil and respectfully said,
“Forgive me, my Lord, I beg you to return to Riau, because Raja Kecik, who is like your royal son, ordered me
to invite you back. In my humble opinion it would be best to go to Riau because then no one could come between
my Lord and his royal son. Allow me to make ready two gurab\fn{One of the largest Malay trading vessels, it could carry a
crew of 30} to accommodate Your Highness and your family.” Sultan Abd al-Jalil replied,
“If it is your opinion, Laksamana, that we should return to Riau, then we shall return.”
Then Sultan Abd al-Jalil went aboard the bigger gurab, with all the royal children—two sons, Raja Sulaiman
and Raja Abd al-Rahman, and his daughters, Tengku Tengah, Tengku Kamariah (whom he had brought with him
when he left Johor) and Tengku Mandak. The children of the Ruler who died at Kayu Anak, one boy and seven
girls, were also there. His Majesty made preparations for the voyage to Riau, while in the other gurab. Tun Narawangsa, also a royal son, did likewise.
According to the story, while this was happening another messenger, Mas Raden, arrived from Raja Kecik with
a letter for Laksamana Nakhoda Sekam. It read:
Do not bring Sultan Abd al-Jalil back to Riau: kill him at once—we want him dead.

After Nakhoda Sekam had heard Raja Kecik’s letter, he silently considered it, because those were not his
original orders. He was shocked and did not wish to act on them, yet he was afraid of doing wrong because the
letter bore the royal seal. After thinking it out, he sent four captains in chain-mail and several other men to attack
His Majesty’s vessel.
At the very time that the Minangkabau made their attack, His Majesty was praying on his mat. He had just
completed the dawn prayer and was reciting sections of the Qur’an, when the Minangkabau captains boarded. His
Majesty’s attendants thought the captains had actually come to seek an audience and so they disregarded them.
But a moment later the Minangkabau struck at His Majesty’s head with machetes. He was taken by surprise, but
then seized one of the captain’s swords and fought back fiercely. The Siak Chronicle mentions that His Majesty
killed eight of the captains before he collapsed and died.
When Tengku Tengah heard that her father was dead, she came on deck with a sword and hacked at the remaining Minangkabau. Laksamana Nakhoda Sekam screamed to the Minangkabau,
“Do not harm her, or His Majesty Raja Kecik will have you all killed and will confiscate your property and
families.”
When the Minangkabau heard him, they jumped overboard into the sea. The princesses who had remained inside the cabin of the gurab came out and embraced Tengku Tengah and Raja Sulaiman, taking them below again.
Later Laksamana Nakhoda Sekam presented himself before the princesses and, weeping, asked permission to
bathe His Majesty’s body and bury it. Then he was buried at the Pahang estuary at Kandang Bay, which is well
known even now, and his posthumous name was the Ruler who died at the Pahang estuary.
*
After Laksamana Nakhoda Sekam had buried the late king, he sailed to Riau bringing an the royal children to
Raja Kecik. When they berthed at Riau, Raja Kecik came aboard the gurab to fetch his wife and all the princes
and princesses. He took them ashore and saw that they were cared for as befitted them, and were given a palace.
The princes and princesses passed their days in sorrow because of the death of His Majesty Sultan Abd al-Jalil.
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Raja Sulaiman could not be content; it was as though his heart burned, day after day. His thoughts dwelt
continuously on the Bugis princes, and when he could contain himself no longer he conferred with the Datuk Bendahara about composing a letter to the five Bugis brothers. When it was completed they ordered a trustworthy
page to take it to the Opus, wherever they were.
The messenger received word that the Opus were in Matan, so he set sail. When he reached Matan, he met the
Opus and respectfully gave Raja Sulaiman’s letter to Opu Daeng Parani. When the latter had heard the letter from
Raja Sulaiman, excitement flared within him, like a fire blazing. He showed it to Kelana Jaya Putera and his other
brothers, and they all leapt up, unsheathed their krises, swore allegiance on their weapons, and performed a Bugis
dance of loyalty. Then Kelana Jaya Putera said,
“May I never again set foot on Bugis soil until I have restored Riau and its subject territories to Sultan Sulaiman, else may I die!” It is said that when they had finished declaring their allegiance, they sacrificed a buffalo and
smeared their weapons with blood because that was the Bugis custom, that is, they made obeisance to their
weapons.
Then the brothers conferred with their commanders and ministers, that is, Daeng Menampuk, Daeng Massuro,
and Daeng Mangngatuk. Opu Daeng Parani appointed his brother Opu Daeng Marewah, entitled Kelana Jaya
Putera, as commander-in-chief to be like a ruler in the battle. Opu Daeng Cellak would be the chief captain, and
Opu Daeng Menambun and Opu Daeng Kemasi would be the captains of the left and right. The Raja Tua was
appointed senior officer to be a source of advice for all the princes. Daeng Massuro and Daeng Menampuk were
in charge of the Bugis officers.
When the battle order had been determined, they set sail for Riau with a fleet consisting of seven large vessels,
a keci which had been converted to a penjajab, and several Bugis vessels, like pintak and kura-kura, as well as a
number of small sampan. There were about 1,000 Bugis men and their attendants, descendants of the noble Forty,
under two leaders, firstly Indera Guru La Maluk, and secondly Indera Guru To J-r-p-a-‘.\fn{ So the text)
They soon reached Riau, where they stopped at the island of Pengujan, drew up their battle lines, and organized their war fleet. When all was ready, they sent a messenger up the Riau River to order Raja Kecik to come out
and do battle if he was really a man, rather than fight within the city and endanger the inhabitants.
The arrival of the messenger caused an uproar in Riau, for it was said that the Bugis princes had come to
attack. Raja Kecik prepared several vessels, and commanded the people of Riau to guard their city. He then embarked with his fleet, accompanied by large gongs, drums, flutes, and signal gongs. At Pengujan they started
firing, and the noise of the cannon exchanges was deafening, with clouds of smoke billowing into the air. During
the fighting the Bugis transferred to sampan, with their rifles and muskets.
Then they intercepted the Minangkabau perahu amidships and closed in. The Minangkabau were unable to resist because they no longer had time to load the cannon, and many were killed. After about a day and a night Raja
Kecik’s fleet disengaged battle and scattered, fleeing in disarray under the pressure of the close range of the Bugis
rifles and muskets. They drifted in disorder, offering resistance as they fled.
The Bugis pursued them, firing with cannon, swivel guns, and muskets. Raja Kecik’s fleet withdrew to the
island of Bayan and those that sank were left drifting in the sea. At Bayan Raja Kecik went ashore, because he
already had fortifications there, and all his perahu encircled the island, with some of the men putting ashore.
When the Opus saw what was happening, they divided their forces. One section was to land, seize Tanjung
Pinang, and erect a stockade there to fire on Bayan, while the other was to row up the Riau River, regardless of
any firing from Bayan Island. When they were up the river, they were to turn their bows downstream to attack the
perahu at Bayan. These were the Opus’ orders, and the Bugis did as they were commanded.
According to the story, Raja Kecik’s fleet was outmanoeuvred; nevertheless, he again ordered his men back to
their perahu to resist any Bugis vessels which approached. When the Bugis saw there was no one on Bayan Island
because the Minangkabau had boarded their perahu, they tried to take it.
There was a fierce battle, and the people on Bayan leapt into the sea. Raja Kecik embarked to go upstream, but
was fired on by the Bugis perahu which were positioned upriver, with their bows facing the estuary. Raja Kecik
was thus prevented from going upstream, and he then approached Ungkat Point, intending to land there. Some of
his men who attempted to flee upriver jumped aboard their perahu when they were intercepted by the Bugis on
the shore firing muskets and rifles.
Raja Kecik’s vessel retreated to Penyengat Island, leaving his men and their captains stranded on the shore because they were unable to embark. Then it began to pour with rain, causing great confusion. The Minangkabau
fought fiercely with the Bugis on land, the Minangkabau with swords and the Bugis in chain-mail, with muskets,
spears and lances. The Minangkabau fled to the shore, and when the Bugis saw them there they beached their
perahu and landed.
All the Minangkabau were annihilated and some were beheaded. Thus Bayan Island was taken in an offensive
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launched by the Bugis from Tanjung Pinang.
Then the Opus embarked in their gurab to pursue Raja Kecik who had fled to Penyengat Island. When Raja
Kecik saw the Bugis perahu heading for Penyengat, he hoisted sail, and with his men rowing, made towards
Ungga. Then the Bugis set up a great shout, for the Malay prince from Minangkabau had been defeated in battle
by the Bugis prince Kelana Laya Putera.
Riau was in a great uproar, with people saying the Minangkabau had all been killed, that Raja Kecik had fled
to Ungga and that Riau was now in the hands of the Bugis. Many Minangkabau Malays were taken prisoner by
the Bugis, whoever had supported Raja Kecik, the only exceptions being those in Raja Kecik’s palace. The battle
had lasted two days in the hijra year 1134.\fn{1721}
*
After the battle the Opus went upstream to meet Raja Sulaiman and the Datuk Bendahara, and Opu Daeng
Parani went ashore to the residence of his wife Tengku Tengah. The Opus conferred with Raja Sulaiman and the
Datuk Bendahara about future encounters with Raja Kecik. Opu Kelana Laya Putera asked leave of Sultan Sulaiman to go to the Bugis in Selangor and Langat and seek their support. At that time a large number of Bugis traders had settled in Selangor and Langat, because the proximity to Malacca made round trips easier, and many of
them became rich.
When the Opus arrived in Selangor and Langat, the Bugis there greeted them with honor, because they were
aware that the Opus were sons of a great ruler, and their leaders. Besides, although they had brought with them
their warriors, ministers, commanders, officers, attendants, and fighting men, the Opus had not come to cause
trouble, but rather for a visit. All the Bugis in Selangor and Langat hoped that the Opus would achieve fame and a
position in the lands of the west which would last for generations. Because this was their view, they immediately
helped the Opus as best they could with either money or weapons or men. And this was the reason that the Opus
had wished to come to Selangor first, to build up their resources for battle, because they reasoned that the war
with Raja Kecik would be prolonged.
According to the story, when Raja Sulaiman had listened to the Opus’ advice he approved, and himself wished
to go to Pahang to solicit funds and equipment from Bendahara Pekuk there. After the conference both parties set
out, the Opus sailing to Selangor and Raja Sulaiman to Pahang, leaving only the old people in Riau. The Opus had
given orders to some of the Bugis to pursue Raja Kecik when he fled to Lingga, so a force of three groups left
Riau, each sailing with its purpose.
When the Opus had reached Selangor, they had thirty gurab constructed as war perahu and outfitted them with
firearms and ammunition. When Raja Sulaiman reached Pahang, he was assisted by the Bendahara there with finance and ships.
The Bugis pursuing Raja Kecik to Lingga caught up with him and engaged him in battle. Raja Kecik was
defeated but escaped from Lingga, using the straits and channels where the Bugis were unable to follow further,
because as yet they had no knowledge of the straits on the Lingga side. The Bugis conferred together and then set
out to find the Opus in Selangor and tell them that they had lost Raja Kecik because they had no knowledge of the
straits.
In fact, Raja Kecik was making for Riau, but on the way he had come across three merchant Bugis pedewakan.
With several of his war vessels, Raja Kecik fired on the pedewakan and defeated all three, ransacking their cargo.
The Siak Chronicle records that capital worth thousands was tied up in those three vessels. Then Raja Kecik
entered Riau and treated the people there well, because he hoped that they would side with him. He fortified Riau,
constructing stockades in suitable places and deploying his war penjajab in areas where he feared the enemy
might attack.
And that was the situation, day after day. Life for the Bendahara’s supporters and the people of Riau was very
difficult.
*
To return to the story of Opu Kelana Laya Putera, Opu Daeng Parani, Opu Daeng Cellak and all the others in
Selangor who were preparing their war fleet.
They had about thirty gurab equipped with cannon and ammunition, as well as several scores of guns, muskets, and rifles. They were ready, only waiting for a conference to decide on the correct course of action amongst
themselves, and their relatives, their officers, and ministers.
According to the story, it is said that at the estuary of the Linggi River some Selangor Bugis were in the process of setting their fish traps when a messenger arrived from the chief of Linggi requesting a percentage of their
catch. The Bugis retorted,
“No toll is ever taken any day at this spot, because our business is not in Linggi. Ocean fish are our living,
wherever they may be, if they go into our traps; if they don’t, they are free.”
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The messenger returned to report to his chief. The chief of Linggi was furious and said,
“Those Bugis are really arrogant.”
Then he sent several of his attendants to use force to take the Bugis prisoner. The Bugis resisted and fighting
broke out with stabbings on both sides. The messengers withdrew to request help from their chief. After they had
gone, the Bugis returned to Selangor. The messengers of the chief of Linggi, reinforced by some of their friends,
returned to the estuary. They saw that the Bugis had gone but that their traps were still there, so they took them
and brought them to the chief. He ordered that the traps be chopped to pieces and sent to Kelana Laya Putera and
his brothers in Selangor.
When the chief of Linggi’s messenger reached the Opus with the fragments of fish trap, they were angered by
the arrogance of the Linggi chief. After his messenger returned, the chief of Linggi organized his followers to
erect two or three stockades because at that time, so the story is told, Linggi was under the rule of Raja Kecik.
Kelana Laya Putera, his brothers the Opus, and their ministers and officers left for Linggi with their fleet. They
entered the Linggi River and orders were given to attack the stockades, and one was soon taken with ease. When
the chief of Linggi saw what had happened, he said to his followers,
“This is not something we can deal with. We should sue for a temporary truce with the Bugis and then inform
our king, Raja Kecik. If we ourselves put up a fight as we have today, all going well, we might win, but if we lost
it would be our own responsibility.”
The chief’s followers agreed with him so he sent a messenger asking the Opus for a truce so that Raja Kecik in
Riau could be informed. When the Opus had heard the chief of Linggi’s request, they laughed and said,
“Go quickly and summon your lord Raja Kecik.” So the chief of Linggi sent a letter to Raja Kecik in Riau
asking for his assistance.
“If you do not come at once, we will be subjugated by the Bugis.”
When he heard this letter Raja Kecik immediately prepared his fleet to leave and attack Linggi. As soon as he
arrived he engaged the Bugis prince (that is, Opu Kelana Laya Putera) in battle. During the course of the battle,
Raja Kecik had his men make their sampan ready in case the Bugis intercepted them amidships. However, Raja
Kecik’s perahu all ran aground with their bows facing the Bugisperahu. The Bugis cast off from their perahu in
their sampan and when Raja Kecik’s sampan approached, the Bugis attacked them. Then the Bugis sampan
slowly retreated, pursued by the Minangkabau, who thought the Bugis were yielding. When the Bugis sampan
were alongside their big perahu, they took cover behind them, and because they were not aground the big Bugis
perahu were able to bear down on the Minangkabau sampan. The big perahu fired cannon, swivel guns, and
grape shot, and many of Raja Kecik’s sampan were destroyed, because they were fighting cannon with rifles.
When Raja Kecik’s larger perahu saw their sampan battling against the big Bugis perahu they fired their cannon,
but they hit their own comrades who were right in the middle. Raja Kecik’s sampan were all lost, and many of his
captains and men were killed. Thus Raja Kecik was worsted in that day’s fighting.
On another occasion, Kelana Jaya Putera divided his forces in battle. Twenty of his gurab retreated downstream to the estuary as though they were yielding and kept it up until almost nightfall. Another ten were also
divided, six vessels launching an attack on the Unggi stockade while the other four lay in wait until it was dark.
Some of the Opus were with the group of twenty gurab (that is, Opu Kelana Jaya Putera, Opu Daeng Parani, Opu
Daeng Cellak, Opu Daeng Menambun and Opu Daeng Menampuk) and some were waiting for Raja Kecik to
follow the boats to the estuary.
Raja Kecik engaged battle with the twenty gurab, who continued their tactics of retreating until dark. Then
those gurab slipped out of the estuary and sailed to Riau. The remaining Bugis perahu attacked the Linggi
stockade and took it, because Raja Kecik had already embarked in his perahu. Under cover of darkness the group
of ten Bugis gurab proceeded downstream to the estuary to attack Raja Kecik from the rear. When Raja Kecik
heard the firing, he immediately tried to reverse his perahu, but was caught in the fire of the ten gurab behind
him. Raja Kecik’s fleet suffered badly, trapped also by the Linggi stockade which had them under fire because it
was held by the Bugis.
Raja Kecik panicked, thinking that the chief of Unggi had deserted him and had gone over to the Bugis, so he
rowed to the estuary, under continual fire from the Bugis behind him. The Bugis shouted to him,
“Our lords the Opus have already taken Riau!”
When Raja Kecik heard this he left Linggi and headed for the open sea, under sail and with oarsmen. Once
there, he conferred with his principal chiefs, saying,
“Should we follow the Opus to Riau, or would it be better to return to Siak and solicit more support?” His ministers replied,
“If you go to Riau, my Lord, the Opus are certain to be there already, and if you attack them and they feel
pressed, they will certainly attack your wife and family, my Lord. What use would our victory be then, if our
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families were lost?
“One further point: the Opus are sure to have arranged with your royal brother-in-law, Raja Sulaiman, to increase their strength and add to their fleet. Bendahara Pekuk will be sure to aid Raja Sulaiman because they are
related. Could we stand up to such a combined fleet? We were hard pressed at times by just one Bugis force; how
much worse would it be against two?”
According to the story, after Raja Kecik had listened to the chiefs’ reasoned submission, he agreed, and set sail
for Siak. When he reached Bukit Batu the harbour master there fled to Ketapung Kanan, because he was afraid
that Raja Kecik had come to avenge the fine of twenty reals levied on him when he had been a ship’s captain
sailing to Malacca..
Raja Kecik entered Siak and built a settlement and stockade at Buantan. He deployed his penjajab against an
attack by the Opus. According to some sources, Raja Kecik sent several vessels to make a reconnaissance around
Riau.
At that time the Opus had already organized their forty attendants, all of noble birth, and had given each of
them a sampan, with drums and signal gongs, and orders to light beacons and patrol the sea at night from Lobam
to Terkulai and from Terkulai to Penyengat.\fn{ These islands are strung out across the entrance to Bintan Bay } When Raja
Kecik’s messengers saw what was being done, they returned to Siak again to inform Raja Kecik that the seas
around Riau were swarming with about forty penjajab. Hearing this news, Raja Kecik fell silent.
According to the story, the Opus’ forty Bugis attendants were all of the Daeng class and Bugis nobles. The majority of the descendants of locally born Bugis in Selangor and Riau are derived from these forty Bugis. When the
Opus reached Riau, they met Raja Sulaiman in Riau waters with several vessels, and then entered Riau together.
Thus, for the second time, Riau was taken by the Bugis, that is, by Opu Daeng Kelana Jaya Putera.
When the chief of Linggi saw that Raja Kecik’s fleet had left for Siak, he capitulated to the Bugis, and Linggi
fell into the hands of the Opus. The chief of Linggi swore his allegiance to the Bugis princes and promised that he
would never commit treason against the Opus or betray them in the future.
That is what the old people say. It was apparently about this war that the people of Riau made a pantun:
Catfish and snapper
Ketiaul\fn{A tree from the seeds of which [poisonous?] oil is extracted} oil on the end of the fish trap pole
You may go home Raja Kecik
Linggi has surrendered and Riau is defeated.

There is another version:
The sembilang fish\fn{Catfish, notorious among the Malays for the wounds inflicted by the poisonous serrated spines on its dorsal and pectoral fins}
feed in all directions
The boy prowls round with the fish trap pole
You may go home Raja Kecik
Linggi has surrendered and Riau is defeated.

*
When Their Majesties, that is, Raja Sulaiman and the Opus, Daeng Parani, Kelana Jaya Putera and his brothers, had greeted each other, they came into Riau for consultations concerning their plan to install Raja Sulaiman
as King of Johor and its subject territories. They conferred with the Bendahara, Temenggung, and Indera Bungsu,
but there remained one obstacle—the Johor regalia, which consisted of a betel set, sword of state, and other
things, like the lela majnun,\fn{The first swivel gun cast in the Malay world for a Malay ruler, said to have been made by a local
coppersmith modelled on one supplied by one Captain Lucas, and named after the hero and heroine of a well-known romance about Laila
and her lover Majnun} the long kris, and more besides. All these had fallen into Raja Kecik’s hands earlier, at the time

of his installation in Riau.
The Opus and their relatives then discussed how they could retrieve the regalia from Raja Kecik in Siak.
After the discussions, Kelana Jaya Putera and his brothers set out for Siak with several vessels. When they
reached Siak they sailed upriver to Buantan and from there sent a message to Raja Kecik requesting the regalia.
However, Raja Kecik did not wish to return it. This angered Opu Kelana Jaya Putera, and he launched an
attack on Siak and there was heavy fighting between Minangkabau and Bugis.
The Bugis who traded in Siak sided with Kelana Jaya Putera, increasing the intensity of the battle on both
sides. Soon afterwards Buantan was defeated. Raja Kecik escaped with his men upriver, and was pursued by the
Bugis to a place called Sinapalan. There Raja Kecik landed, followed by the Bugis, and fierce fighting broke out.
Raja Kecik was surrounded and on the point of defeat, when he sued for peace and returned all the regalia of Raja
Sulaiman.
According to the story, after Raja Kecik had returned the Johor regalia, Kelana Jaya Putera and his brothers the
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Opus returned to Riau. On their arrival, they were greeted by Raja Sulaiman, together with all the dignitaries, that
is, the Temenggung and the Bendahara,\fn{ The titles of the second- and third-rank officials of the Kingdom of Johor } who
received them with considerable ceremony, and the chest containing the regalia was carried in procession to the
audience hall and then deposited in Raja Sulaiman’s palace.
*
Not long afterwards, Kelana Jaya Putera, his brothers Daeng Parani, Opu Daeng Cellak and Daeng Menampuk
wanted to install Raja Sulaiman as successor to his father, Sultan Abd al-Jalil who died at the Pahang estuary.
Then Raja Sulaiman was installed with the title Sultan Sulaiman Badr al-Alam Syah. All the Bugis and the Malay
groups assembled for the installation of Raja Sulaiman,\fn{ 1722} as is the custom when great kings are installed.
The investment of sovereignty was proclaimed by Kelana Jaya Putera who rose, unsheathed his sword, and
announced,
“May it be known to all Bugis and Malays that on this day Raja Sulaiman received the title Sultan Sulaiman
Badr al-Alam Syah and became Raja Yang Dipertuan Besar, ruling Johor, Riau and Pahang together with their
subject territories and dependencies.” All the people, high and low, responded,
“May his sovereign power increase.”
Then the heralds were sent to summon all the princes and dignitaries to pay homage according to the customs
traditional at a royal installation. When they had finished, there was a feast for all the people of Riau.
After the Opus had completed the installation and drumming in of Sultan Sulaiman Badr al-Alam Syah, he
conferred with the Datuk Bendahara named Tun Abbas (who had become Bendahara Seri Maharaja)\fn{ He was
Sulaiman’s uncle, the elder brother of Sultan Abd al-Jalil who died in 1721 } about repaying the Bugis princes for their faithful
service. Sultan Sulaiman Badr al-Alam Syah requested the Opus:
“Please do not return to the Bugis lands before I have asked one of you five brothers to become Yang Dipertuan Muda to rule the kingdom of Riau, Johor and Pahang, together with the subject territories.” Opu Daeng
Parani replied,
“Speaking for all my brothers, we will accept whoever Your Majesty deems suitable, but speaking personally I
do not want to become king, because as the eldest I only wish to see my four brothers all settled.” Then Opu
Daeng Menambun spoke,
“I would be unable to become Yang Dipertuan Muda in the western lands, because I have already promised the
Sultan of Matan to take care of Mempawah. I do not want to offend my father-in-law.” Next Opu Daeng Cellak
spoke,
“As far as I am concerned, as long as I have an older brother, Kelana Laya Putera, I have no desire to become
Yang Dipertuan Muda.” Opu Daeng Kemasi also replied,
“I do not want to become Yang Dipertuan here in Riau, because it is so far from the Bugis lands. It would be
different if my brothers decided on Matan or Sambas, or somewhere else.” Opu Kelana Laya Putera spoke again,
“If it means separation from my brothers, I have no desire to become Yang Dipertuan Muda here in the western
lands.”
This is how the Opus replied. According to the story, after His Majesty Sultan Sulaiman had heard what the
Opus had to say, he fell silent for a moment, and all the dignitaries were quiet. There was complete silence; they
just sat looking at each other, unable to think what to do, and it seemed as though Sultan Sulaiman’s plan would
not be workable. Then Daeng Menampuk spoke again, in Buginese:
“It is not right for us to obstruct Sultan Sulaiman’s plans, because we raised him up and installed him, so we
must execute his commands.” Opu Daeng Parani spoke to Kelana Laya Putera,
“There is no problem about your reluctance to be separated from us.
“If you accept a position here in the western lands, none of us will leave before your office is firm and secure.
How could we leave you, especially since at the moment there are disturbances every day?” His Majesty Sultan
Sulaiman spoke again,
“As for myself, if you leave me now, I will not be capable of continuing as king. You shall all hold the same
positions here as you held in your Bugis homeland.” Daeng Menampuk responded,
“When we have finished our work here, Daeng Menambun and Opu Daeng Kemasi can return to Matan,
because they aleady have positions there, but Opu Daeng Cellak should not be separated from Opu Kelana Jaya
Putera.” His Majesty Sultan Sulaiman spoke,
“I intend to make Opu Daeng Cellak, who is aleady my brother, a brother twice over by marrying him to my
youngest sister, Tengku Mandak.”
According to the story, as a result of His Majesty Sultan Sulaiman’s discussions with Kelana Laya Putera and
all the Opus, Kelana Laya Putera was confirmed in his appointment as Yang Dipertuan Muda, because he had no
commitments or ties, and Opu Daeng Cellak was to be married to Tengku Mandak. When all the princes were of
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the same mind, His Majesty Sultan Sulaiman began preparations to install the Yang Dipertuan Muda and to marry
Opu Daeng Cellak to his sister Tengku Mandak.
*
When the time was right Sultan Sulaiman installed Opu Kelana Laya Putera as Yang Dipertuan Muda to
govern the kingdom of Johor and Pahang and Riau and all the subject territories with absolute authority. The
installation followed the customs traditional for installing a Yang Dipertuan Muda, that is, he was dressed in state
robes, taken in procession around the capital, and then led to the upper tier of the audience hall. There he
performed the Bugis ceremony of loyalty, swearing an oath before the Yang Dipertuan Besar. Translated into
Malay from Bugis, it went,
“Be assured, Sultan Sulaiman Badr al-Alam Syah, that I the Yang Dipertuan Muda shall govern your kingdom.
If what is lengthways before you is not to your liking, I shall lay it crossways, and if what lies crossways before
you is not to your liking, I shall lay it lengthways. Whatever is overgrown and thorny in your path, I will clear.”
This was his pledge.
After Kelana Laya Putera had made his oath to His Majesty the Yang Dipertuan Besar, everyone else performed a Bugis dance of loyalty and swore an oath to the Yang Dipertuan Muda. His brothers went first, followed
by the Daengs, and lastly the Bugis commoners, each with his own words. Afterwards they entered the palace for
a banquet.
That marked the end of the ceremonies for the Yang Dipertuan Muda. Later the Yang Dipertuan Muda’s brother, Daeng Cellak was married to Sultan Sulaiman’s sister, Tengku Mandak, following the customs traditional at
a royal wedding. There were the ceremonies of applying henna, of the wedding procession, of publicly sitting
together and of lustration. After the ceremonies were completed, there was harmony between them as is customary with a loving couple, and Tengku Mandak received the title of Tengku Empuan.\fn{ Princess} …
124.114 Three Reflections Of A Dutch Colonial\fn{by Herman Neubronner van der Tuuk (1824-1894)} Malacca, Strait
Settlements, Malaysia (M) 4
… My long silence is due to a journey to the lake\fn{ A lake in the Toba Batak region of Sumatra Island, Indonesia, which
and a brief indisposition caused by the bad food I was obliged to ingest. During that
journey I was twice in danger of being eaten alive.\fn{ This extract is part of a letter written to the Secretary of a Bible society
and dated July 23, 1853.}
After I descended into the valley of Bakkara near the lake in order to pay a visit to the King of all Bataks—Si
Singa Mangaradja—that particular highness, even though he had me fetched, became so suspicious of me (due to
intrigues of a Batak who does some trading here) that I, surrounded by thousands of Bataks from every district
and all armed with spears, became the subject of much debate that would have ended with my being consumed as
a spy of the Dutch government, if two of my companions had not threatened His Holiness with war.
Resistance on our part was impossible because we were only thirteen, and had no more than two rifles and two
pistols among us. At the moment when several of these lip-smacking gentlemen were discussing our tastiest parts,
a Malay horse trader (who had much interest in saving my life) advised me to sidle up with my pistols to H.H.
and, if any of his worshippers made the slightest move, to grab him by the scruff of his neck and put a barrel in
front of his holy nose. I noticed that my move toned him down a bit—at least for the moment.
The reasons for his suspicions were not unfounded. For thirty years a Malay zealot had ransacked the entire
Bakkara valley. The houses had not been rebuilt yet and because His Holiness was too poor to buy wood (which
came from a great distance) he and his worshippers had to make do with shacks that were only fit for goats. Furthermore, my escort, thinking they were doing me a favor, spread the rumor that I was not a Dutchman but the son
of the holy king the zealot had murdered. That son was abducted by Si Pokki (that is the name the Toba-Bataks
gave the aforementioned conqueror; his title was undoubtedly fakih which the Malay in the north pronounce as
pokki) and was the legitimate heir to the throne because the Si Singa Mangaradja who is now ruler is a younger
son. In order to pass muster as that prince, or Radja Lumbung as he is called, my escort had circulated the story
that after the Dutch had killed Si Pokki in the Rau region, they had captured the Batak prince and sent him to the
other side (that is: to Holland) in order to raise him.
The superstitious Bataks swallowed such a story, of course, despite the fact that many things, especially my
appearance, should have told them that somebody was making a fool of them. And if that agitator (who knew
perfectly well what a European looked like) hadn’t intervened, we would have abandoned our plans to reach the
east coast. Although I paid no attention to these fairy tales and during the entire journey of over a month have
always presented myself as a Dutchman, the Bataks thought that my explanations were due to my fear of not
being well received by my “younger brother” who, quite rightly, was afraid that I was going to push him aside.
van der Tuuk made in 1853. }
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Things were further complicated by a runaway slave from Atjeh (a Batak) who, several months before my
arrival, had people from all the fortresses in the “treeless Toba region” (Toba na sae) pay him tribute by
proclaiming that he was Si Takki Torop, the travel companion of Si Marimbulu Bosi, who is a hero of Batak
stories which tell of his wanderings down here on earth as immortality incarnate, and who always has his arrival
announced by one of his servants (who also enjoys the prerogative of immortality). Only later did I find out that it
was precisely my firm denials which made some of the assembled mass choose my side against His Holiness,
indicating that my small retinue and my explanations were proof that my intentions were innocent. But Opput so
hahuaon\fn{I.e., the Singa Mangaradja’s own name.} remained hostile to me; even when I took my leave he would not
accept any of the presents I had intended for him. This romantic story is the reason that I saw very little of the
lake. It has no particular name—tao means “lake,” and it is simply called after districts which border it, such as
Tao Bakkara, Tao Silalahi.
Surrounded by steep rocks the Bakkara valley is situated, as I was told, on the southeastern shore of the lake
and, it seemed to me, stretches from west to east. From this valley one can see the eastern side of the island
Samosir, while the other shore with its tall mountains was clearly visible, and judging by the smoke is just as
densely populated as the entire Toba na sae region. Unfortunately, I could see only a piece of the lake from the
Bakkara valley, and am therefore unable to report anything about its shape or length, and so forth. Because
Bakkara lies in something resembling a bowl it was rather hot there even though the rocks we had to climb down
couldn’t be more than a hundred feet high.
On the northwestern side of the valley is Pollung. It was so cold there that I needed my blanket at night, while
my travel companions kept warm in Batak fashion by rolling in a mat three at a time, something that would make
everybody suffocate here in Barus. I won’t relate to you the stories I heard about the lake and about the rivers that
empty into it, because I know from experience that the distrust of the people makes them lie on purpose. Two
swift but shallow rivers course through the valley to the lake. They cascade from high cliffs. I was told that not a
single one of the rivers that empties into the lake is navigable.
The trip back from Bakkara was more of a flight. We hurried to get outside His Holiness’s territory and only
then did I notice that I had been brought to the lake the long way around, while they pretended all the time that a
shorter route was impossible. Now I realize that from Barus the lake can be reached in three days. During that
journey I was surprised by the size of the population which lives in numerous confederative little states.
*
The second time I was in danger of being eaten alive was during the trip back, in the vicinity of Dolok
Sanggul, half a day’s traveling west of Bakkara. I have to thank my life to the long conferences the robber held
with his cohorts which allowed me to remain half an hour ahead of him. In this case it concerned a small Chinese
box which the greedy Bataks thought was full of gold. The treachery of the robber, who was the chief of Si
Borboron, got him on war footing with my host in Dolok Sanggul.
I completed the return journey in three days, after roaming around from the end of February to the beginning
of April. The unfortunate end of the journey has made me more careful and has discouraged me for the moment
from making any more trips like this.
*
In the district Aek na uti, a distinguished Batak chief let me read a pustaha which contained a creation story.
We can safely assume therefore that there are still stories and chronicles in the Batak region. One of these days I
hope to come into possession of a pustaha which contains the founding of the state Nai Pospos. It’s a pity that the
Bataks know full well what they have there, and with incredible impudence ask for a gift if they loan you a book.
When I asked that chief to loan me the pustaha I referred to, he demanded a European dog the size of a calf, a
dozen bottles of gin, ten Spanish piastres, and three padang rusaks (which are a kind of wrap made in Atjeh) with
the result that I had to abandon the idea of copying it.
Bataks known in the Silidung region confirmed for me what Burton had already mentioned about the presence
of Batak law books. I will, therefore, make a journey to the Silindung region as soon as I know whether they will
let me have such a law book for a moment so I can copy it in a sopo; I might as well forget about taking it with
me. As far as important items of Batak literature are concerned, we have to look to the future.
I am now convinced that translating the Bible into Toba-Batak is easier than preparing a dictionary of a
language that has so many different speech types. There is no need to worry about this when translating the Bible
but a dictionary cannot do without such scholarship. I understand, therefore, that publishing a dictionary of TobaBatak should come after the Bible translation, and I therefore propose to the Executive Committee to occupy
myself primarily with the language itself while at the same time translating Zahn’s Bible stories for practice. I
could start on the real translations back in Holland, and could finish them rather quickly if I had completed the
linguistic aspect of my work over here. The Executive Committee can only profit from this proposal because,
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when I am working on such a translation in Holland, I would need no more than half the salary I presently enjoy.
Don’t think however that my Batak dictionary can ever be called complete because as long as it is so dangerous for a European to travel through this region no one will ever be able to collect everything that is required for
such a work. One is dealing here with a language that is spoken by a most peculiar people. Countless words are
either untranslatable or can only be described. But with a translation of the Bible one need not worry about such
problems. All one needs to do is use the spoken language and refrain from being too literal.
I hope you will consider my proposal. When I am in the process of finishing my grammar and dictionary I will
try to get a copy to you. Not only will it give someone an idea of my work, but perhaps it can also serve as a kind
of insurance if my texts and I meet with some disaster on the way back to Holland.
One might as well forget about staying among the Bataks who are independent of the colonial government.
Everywhere I tried, I was refused because the Bataks see me only as a wolf in sheep’s clothing who will swallow
them whole. The Muhammadans among the Bataks only encourage that image since they would love to get rid of
me because I feel obliged to expose quite a lot of extortion. The disdainful way the Muhammadan treats the Batak
is incredible, and the way a person who’s addicted to gambling is turned into a slave would make your hair stand
on end.
The government around here is nothing to speak of. They have twenty-five men in a place which can be
overrun at any moment by a handful of men from Atjeh. It is afraid to properly punish the extortion practices of
the chiefs because an uprising would require a larger force. To uphold the law here in a manner befitting a
civilized nation would cost too much, of course. The forced cultivation of pepper hasn’t made friends for our
government, and its inability to compete with the Chinese in the salt and linen trade has made them\fn{ The Bataks.}
curse the day when they invited us to come. Our only ally up north is the Radja-muda of Tarumun who, for two
hundred guilders a month, has taken it upon himself to warn the government of the slightest move of the Achinese.
But his support is not all that strong because the Achinese hate him for his Dutch manners and dress. Not long
ago the rumor was making the rounds that, during a pilgrimage to Mecca, a son of the king of Atjeh had asked the
Sjarif to support them against us. At the same time some twenty fanatic friends of Atjeh came to ask the civil
authority to allow them to live in Tappus. So don’t be surprised if you hear one of these days that we have been
murdered. …
*
… The\fn{Taken from notesmade by van der Tuuk during the 1853 trip mentioned above, and found later among his papers. }
festivities started the next morning around half past eight when two forked sticks were put in the ground with a
rice pounder between them. From this improvised rack they hung four ugungs\fn{Gongs.} tuned at different
pitches by means of a wax called puli. Then they put a wide board next to this rack to be used by the four men
who play the ugungs as well as those who play the odaps.\fn{Drums.} On the other side of the rack they spread a
large mat for the guests and the man who played the sarune.\fn{A kind of oboe.} The water buffalo had already been
wrestled down and, with its legs tied together, lay anchored by one of its horns in the ground. The host of the banquet, with a fine vestment thrown over his shoulders, held up santi santi\fn{Sacrificial rice.} in his hand which he
dedicated to the protective spirit or mortua sombaon! He begged the god’s mercy for himself, his kin, and his
guests. During the prayer his children, all richly attired, offered us sirih.\fn{Chalk.} He then asked me to dance
with him, but when I explained my ineptitude in that art, he took my teacher as a substitute. When the dance was
finished they killed the water buffalo, then divided and prepared it.
After the meal he apologized for it in typical Batak fashion, saying that I should not blame him if my stomach
was not sated. Because I did not know the Batak way of saying thanks with its incomprehensible number of verses, I had my teacher answer for me, and I presented my host with some bullets and two packs of tobacco. The
feast ended with mutual congratulations.
Around noon we left our host and took the road to Arbaan. The next morning we left Arbaan and continued our
journey to Parbotihan, where we arrived around half past two in the afternoon. The horse trader who had been my
travel companion left me the next day and went east to Matiti. I was not allowed to go with him because, it was
said, if I did it would cost me my life. The Bataks who live further east were supposed to be thinking that I was Si
Pokki—a name used here to indicate the Padris—and would avenge the insults they had suffered from Tuanku
Rao, who had managed to get all the way to the lake, and, in the Bakkara region, had laid hands on the king of all
Bataks, Si Singa Mangaradja. The horse trader was supposed to prepare the chiefs of Matiti and of dis-tricts
further east before I arrived.
During his absence I stayed in Parbotihan and made several side trips which were of considerable use to me.
For instance, I climbed Mount Siala and could vaguely see the sea to the west. The view from this mountain was
overwhelming. I also visited a cave southwest of Parbotihan where the natives collect their sirih chalk by torch
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light.
A trip to Aek Godang, half an hour south of Parbotihan, presented me with a view of one of the largest grave
monuments of the Bataks. It is a monumental stone coffin, beautifully carved and edged with red, white, and
black. It represents a creature with the body of a horse but with head and trunk of an elephant. Below the
sculpture’s head is a human image. The lid of the coffin was the footrest of a sculpture of a male, richly attired
and leaning with his back against a pillow. Behind him was another, but smaller, sculpture that had been placed at
the back of the coffin. The seams of the lid had been sealed with chalk. They had erected a structure over this
monument, open to all sides, while from the roof over the sculpture hung the jawbones of cows, buffaloes, and
pigs which had been eaten during the funeral feast of the deceased.
The Radja of Aek Godang possesses an enormous pustaha which makes the one in the Royal Institute pale by
comparison. Because it dealt mainly with magic I did not pay much attention to it. To buy it was simply out of the
question. I stayed nine days in Parbotihanand, despite the miserable food, would have stayed longer because
almost every day I learned something new.
The people who live in Marbun freely confess to being cannibals and swear that there’s no better meat than
human flesh. The tastiest part, they claim, are the palms of the hands and the soles of the feet. Even the children in
Parbotihan have tasted it several times. I was amazed how much hospitality these people showed me. They trusted
me so much that they let me speak to the women, and not even the children ran away. The cannibalism cannot be
used as a measuring stick for the character of these people; it appears that it is simply a very old custom. I
frequently talked to them about this barbaric habit but they didn’t see anything unnatural about it. One of them,
with a straight face, told me about his experience when he was butchering a human being.
This particular fellow wanted to know how we got there. When I drew the islands of Great Britain and Ireland
over against Holland he asked me why we were so afraid of the British. I asked him where he’d heard such infamous lies and got the reply that several Malay traders had assured him of that. Such a thing did not fail to grieve
me but, I said to myself, isn’t it our own fault? So rarely do we speak intimately with the native population that
even a Malay, who is more often in contact with us, has to hear everything he knows about us from people who
are against us. We have the inhabitants of Padang to thank for the stories of Holland’s submissive attitude to England! The so-called sinos\fn{Eurasians} pretend to be British, while they are also the ones who speak with the
natives about other things besides business and governmental affairs. Most Dutchmen here are bureaucrats and
only speak to the native population when they have some dealings with them.
That same chief complained to me about the ill treatment several of his subjects had suffered at the hands of
government overseers. He told me that if there is a complaint against a Batak he is immediately tied up before he
has been proven guilty; that their benzoin is repeatedly taken from them; that they are forced to perform coolie
labor; that the Chinese are always in the right, and when a Chinese or rich Malay is in the wrong he gets off with a
slap on the wrist while a poor Batak or Malay gets it in the neck. All these things happen, I was told, without the
knowledge of the civil authorities because the Bataks generally do not dare complain.
I was at a loss to give him a satisfactory explanation for the fact that, though in good faith, the government
makes the distinction between a so-called respectable person and the common man. It is unfortunately all too true
that whatever the chiefs want will now happen more easily than when they were not subject to our government.
The government takes a position as if it were still in Holland: it regards a well-to-do native as a civilized person.
To some extent this is due to the fear that the chiefs might foment an uprising. This may be true in Java, but it’s
not true here where a native only clings to his chief insofar as he is upheld by a European. There are a number of
them around here who make a bad impression in the independent regions.
People are quite right, for instance, to laugh at the way we administer justice. Because there is no prison we
put a criminal, after administering some a posteriori, in the block, a punishment that does not prevent him from
stealing again. When our government wasn’t established yet, the jealousy among the chiefs guaranteed that the
common man was not suppressed, but now they are hand in glove with each other against a government of infidels, and they are intent on hoodwinking it.
There is, furthermore, an additional plague the common man has to deal with—that is the Chinese who are, as
it were, our pigtail after we establish our authority somewhere. The Chinese want to make everyone dependent on
them by lending the chiefs—who are often big gamblers—money, and in this manner they cut many a complaint
short that has been lodged against them and which the chiefs are obliged to report to the government. You can
imagine that I did not like to hear such complaints because, in the end, I was forced to offer myself as the means
for the wronged Batak to obtain justice. This is sometimes very difficult, especially when one is dealing with
touchy bureaucrats, which is fortunately not the case here.
I try as much as possible not to get involved with such things, but I cannot escape them because these simple
people see in every European a person vested with power, no matter how much he may argue to the contrary. I
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fear that this will get me into some difficulty because already many a Chinese or Malay who has the opportunity
to oppress the mountain people harbors a grudge against me, and I would therefore rather be in a place where our
government wasn’t established yet.
During my journey I often had the occasion to notice the influence of the British; no wonder, because the name
of Singapore and other places has reached even these parts. In these mountain districts one finds many a trader
from the Malay district of Rau (which we subdued) who are known as the most enterprising inhabitants of this
island, where you will find them everywhere. These Malay always like to trade with Singapore but, according to
them, they are forcibly hindered by the\fn{ Dutch} government, while they constantly complain about the
insufferable statute labor, and maintain that this work the people have to perform harms the small businessman.
How badly the Bataks of this region think of us was proven to me once by a Batak who wanted to examine the
ivory knob on my walking stick. When one of his comrades tried to dissuade him because I would resent it, he
exclaimed:
“Well now. I’d like to see him resent it up here. Down there they’ve got a lot to say, but here the tables are
turned. Down there they’re quickly on their high horses but here they will have to rein in a bit.” …
*
… Everything\fn{From a letter to a colleague dated in 1867. } that up till now has been done for native languages I
consider useless. Nor will it ever get better as long as one does not study the languages for their own sake. One
cannot advance in any occupation if one doesn’t love the work. If one learns a language only for the purpose of
translating the Bible one is no more than a wretch, and that’s why I’ve more contempt for myself than for somebody else.
I understand that it was a cruel fate that steered me into the arms of the Bible Society. Professor Juynboll
persuaded me, but I am sorrier that family considerations persuaded me all the more. In the Indies the job of Bible
translator is anything but an honor because you are always confused with being a missionary, that is to say some
fellow who escaped his grocery store. I don’t have to tell you that I’m anything but flattered when I’m called
pious and, in fact, consider it a curse word. …
281.1 Excerpt from America Through The Spectacles Of An Oriental Diplomat: 1. “American Prosperity” 2.
“American Education” 3. “American Business Methods” 4. “American Freedom And Equality” 5.
“American Women” 6. “American Versus Chinese Civilization”\fn{by Wu Ting-fang (1842-1922)} Malacca, Strait
Settlements, Malaysia (M) 29
1
One of the main causes of the prosperity of the great American republic is its natural resources. It possesses
coal, oil, silver, gold, copper, and all the other mineral ores. Nature seems, indeed, to have provided almost everything that man needs. The soil is rich; wheat and every kind of fruit can be grown; but favorable as are these native conditions they could not be turned to any great advantage without the skill and industry of enterprising men.
Many countries in Africa and Asia possess equal advantages, but they are not equally prosperous. This leads
me to the consideration of another reason for America’s growth.
The men who have migrated to the United States have not been rich people. They went there to make a living.
They were prepared to work, their purpose was to improve their condition, and they were willing to undertake any
manual or mental labor to accomplish their object. They were hardy and strong and could bear a heavy strain.
Their children inherited their good qualities, and so an American is generally more hard-working and enterprising
than most of the people in Europe and elsewhere.
Another reason for America’s success is the great freedom which each citizen enjoys. Every man considers
himself the equal of every other, and a young man who is ambitious will not rest until he reaches the top of his
profession or trade. Thousands of Americans who were once very poor have become millionaires or multi-millionaires. Many of them had no college education, they taught themselves, and some of them have become both
literary and scholarly.
A college or university education does not necessarily make a man learned; it only gives him the opportunity to
learn. It is said that some college men have proven themselves to be quite ignorant, or rather that they do not
know so much as those who have been self-taught. I do not in any way wish to disparage a college education; no
doubt men who have been trained in a university start in life with better prospects and with a greater chance of
success, but those men who have not had such advantages have doubtless done much to make their country great
and prosperous, and they ought to be recognized as great men.
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The general desire of the American people to travel abroad is one of their good traits. People who never leave
their homes cannot know much. A person may become well-informed by reading, but his practical knowledge
cannot be compared with that of a person who has travelled.
We Chinese are great sinners in this regard. A Chinese maxim says, “It is dangerous to ride on horseback or to
go on a voyage;” hence until very recently we had a horror of going abroad. A person who remains all his life in
his own town is generally narrow-minded, self-opinioned, and selfish.
The American people are free from these faults. It is not only the rich and the well-to-do who visit foreign
countries, but tradesmen and workmen, when they have saved a little money, also often cross the Atlantic. Some
years ago a Senator in Washington told me that he crossed the Atlantic Ocean every summer and spent several
months in Europe, and that the next trip would be his twenty-eighth voyage. I found, however, that he had never
gone beyond Europe. I ventured to suggest that he should extend his next annual journey a little farther and visit
Japan, China, and other places in the Far East which I felt sure he would find both interesting and instructive.
I have travelled through many countries in Europe and South America, and wherever I have gone, and at whatever hotel I have put up, I have always found some Americans, and on many occasions I have met friends and
acquaintances whom I had known in Washington or New York.
But it is not only the men who go abroad; in many cases ladies also travel by themselves. On several occasions
lady friends from Washington, Philadelphia, and New York have visited me in Peking. This is one of the Americans’ strong points. Is it not wiser and much more useful to disburse a few hundred dollars or so in travelling and
gaining knowledge, coming in to contact with other peoples and enlarging the mind, than to spend large sums of
money on gaudy dresses, precious stones, trinkets, and other luxuries?
In a large country like America, where a considerable portion of the land still remains practically uncultivated
or undeveloped, hardy, industrious, and patient workmen are a necessity. But the almost unchecked influx of immigrants who are not desirable citizens cannot but harm the country. In these days of international trade it is right
that ingress and egress from one country to another should be unhampered, but persons who have committed
crimes at home, or who are ignorant and illiterate, cannot become desirable citizens anywhere. They should be
barred out of the United States of America.
It is well known that foreigners take part in the municipal and federal affairs of the country as soon as they become citizens. Now if such persons really worked for the good of their adopted country, there could be no objecttion to this, but it is no secret that many have no such motives. That being so, it is a question whether steps should
not be taken to limit their freedom.
On the other hand, as many farms suffer from lack of workmen, people from whatever country who are Industrious, patient, and persevering ought to be admitted as laborers. They would be a great boon to the nation. The
fear of competition by cheap labor is causeless; regulations might be drawn up for the control of these foreign
laborers, and on their arrival they could be drafted to those places where their services might be most urgently
needed. So long as honest and steady workmen are excluded for no reason other than that they are Asiatics, while
white men are indiscriminately admitted, I fear that the prosperity of the country cannot be considered permanent,
for agriculture is the backbone of stable wealth. Yet at present it is the country’s wealth which is one of the important factors of America’s greatness. In the United States there are thousands of individuals whose fortunes are
counted by seven or eight figures in gold dollars. And much of this money has been used to build railways, or to
develop manufactories and other useful industries. The country has grown great through useful work, and not on
account of the army and navy.
In 1881 America’s army numbered only 26,622 men, and her navy consisted of only 24 iron-clads, 2 torpedo.
boats, and 25 tugs, but in 1910 the peace strength of her army was 96,628 and the navy boasted 33 battleships and
120 armoured cruisers of different sizes. Within the last few years\fn{ This book was published in 1914:H } it has been
the policy of many nations to increase the army and to build as many Dreadnaughts and Super-Dreadnaughts as
possible. Many statesmen have been infected by this Dreadnaught fever. Their policy seems to be based on the
idea that the safety of a nation depends on the number of its battleships. Even peaceful and moderate men are carried away by this hobby, and support it. It is forgotten that great changes have taken place during the last twenty
or thirty years; that a nation can now be attacked by means quite beyond the reach of Dreadnaughts. The enormous sums spent on these frightful monsters, if applied to more worthy objects, would have a greater effect in
preserving the nations’ heritages than anything these monstrosities can do.
The nation which has a large army and a strong navy may be called powerful, but it cannot be considered great
without other good requisites. I consider a nation as great when she is peacefully, justly, and humanely governed,
and when she possesses a large number of benevolent and good men who have a voice in the administration. The
greater the number of good men that a nation possesses the greater she becomes.
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America is known to have a large number of such men and women, men and women who devote their time and
money to preaching peace among the nations. Mr. Andrew Carnegie is worth a hundred Dreadnaughts. He and
others like him are the chief factors in safeguarding the interests and welfare of America. The territory of the
United States is separated from Europe and other countries by vast oceans; so that it would be difficult, if not impossible, for a foe to successfully attack any portion of that country.
But who wishes to attack her? She has scarcely an enemy. No country is invaded by another without cause, and
as the United States is in friendly relations with all the Powers, there is no reason to fear foreign invasion. Even
should a foreign power successfully attack her and usurp a portion of her territories, a supposition which is most
improbable, would the enemy be able to hold what he seized?
History shows that no conquered country has ever been successfully and permanently kept without the people’s consent, and there is not the least chance that the Americans will ever consent to the rule of a foreign
government.
It is to be hoped that the United States will not follow the example of other nations and unduly increase her
armaments, but that she will take the lead in the universal peace movement and show the world that a great power
can exist and maintain her position without force of arms. I am aware that general disarmament is not popular
among statesmen, that it has been denounced by an eminent authority as a “will-o’-the wisp”, that arbitration has
been styled a “Jack-o’-lantern”, but this is not the first time a good and workable scheme has been branded with
opprobrious names. The abolition of slavery was at one time considered to be an insane man’s dream; now all
people believe in it.
Will the twentieth century witness the collapse of our present civilization?
Why are the world’s armaments constantly increasing?
To my mind it is due to two causes, one of which is mistrust. One nation begins to build Dreadnaughts, another
does the same through fear and mistrust. The second cause is that it is the fashion of some nations to follow the
example of others that they may preserve their position as great naval powers. But it is unnecessary for the United
States to show such mistrust or to follow such fashion. She should rather, as becomes a great and powerful nation,
take an independent course of her own. If she sets the example other nations in due time will follow her. The
peace of the world will be more surely guarded, and America will win the approbation, the respect, and the gratitude of all peace-loving people.
2
Out of a total population of 91,972,266 in the United States there were, in 1910, 17,506,175 pupils enrolled.
Few nations can show such a high percentage of school students. The total number of teachers was 506,040. Educational efficiency on such a scale can be maintained only by a large expenditure of money, and from the statistics
of education I find that the sum received from tuition fees was $14,687,192 gold, from productive funds $11,592,
113 gold, and from the United States Government $4,607,298 gold, making a total of $70,667,865 gold. I question whether any other nation can produce such an excellent example in the cause of education.
In every state there are very many schools, both public and private. There are public schools in every town, and
even the smallest village has its school, while in some agricultural states, such as Wyoming, where the population
is very scattered, teachers are provided by the government to teach in the farmers’ homes wherever three or four
children can be gathered together. The public schools are free and open to all, but in some towns in the Southern
States special schools are provided for the colored people.
Having such facilities for gaining knowledge, it naturally follows that the Americans, as a whole, are an educated people. By this I mean the native American, not the recent immigrants and negroes, but even as regards the
latter a reservation should be made, for some of the negroes, such as Booker T. Washington and others, have
become eminent through their learning and educational work.
The distinguishing feature of the school system is that it is cheap and comprehensive. In the primary and high
schools the boys and girls, whether they come from the wealthy or aristocratic families, or from more straitened
homes, are all studying together in the same classroom, and it is known that a President sent his son to study in a
public school.
There is, therefore, no excuse for even the poorest man in America being an illiterate. If he wishes he can obtain a degree in a university without difficulty. Many of the state universities admit the children of citizens of the
state free, while their tuition fees for outsiders are exceptionally low, so that it is within the power of a man of the
most moderate means to give his son a university education. Many of the college or university students, in order
to enable them to go through their courses of study, do outside jobs after their lecture hours, and perform manual,
57

or even menial work, during the vacations. I frequently met such students in summer resorts acting as hotel waiters and found them clean, attentive, and reliable.
During a visit to Harvard University, President Eliot\fn{ Charles William Eliot (1834-1926) President of Harvard University (1869-1909)} took me to see the dining-hall. Many students were taking their lunch at the time. I noticed that the
waiters were an unusually clean set of young men, and upon inquiry was informed that they were students of the
University, and that when a waiter was wanted many students applied, as the poorer students were glad to avail
themselves of the opportunity to earn some money.
Honest labor, though menial, is not considered degrading, and no American of education and refinement is
above doing it. In some of the states in the East, owing to the scarcity of servants, families do their own cooking
and other household work. Some few years ago I was on a visit to Ashburnham, Massachusetts, and was surprised
to find that my hostess not only did the cooking but also cleaned my room. I was invited to a formal luncheon by
a professor, and to my astonishment his two daughters waited at the table. This is not unlike what occurs in some
parts of China in the interior.
The members of families, although in good circumstances, do their own household work. In some towns, not
far from Canton, wealthy farmers and country gentlemen hire out their sons as menials, so that these youngsters,
when they have grown up, shall know the value of money and not squander the family wealth.
I cite a typical case of a millionaire who had only one son. In order to make him appreciate the worth of money
he took his boy to Canton, and allowed him to be hired out as an ordinary servant. The boy was ordered by his
master to look after a certain part of the house, and also to take care of a little garden. One day he carelessly broke
a valuable goldfish jar much prized by the family. His master naturally became enraged and reproached him for
his negligence. The young man coolly told him that if he would come to his father’s house he could replace the
broken vessel by making his own selection from his father’s collection of goldfish jars. This irritated the master,
who thought that the lad was adding insult to injury. However, ultimately, his master was persuaded to go with
him to his father’s house, and to his great astonishment he found there many goldfish jars which were more
precious than that which the lad had broken.
Household work, however mean it may be, is not considered degrading in China, but the difference between
China and America is that in America the people are compelled to do it from necessity, while in China it is
resorted to as a matter of policy to make the young men realize the value of money, and not spend it wastefully.
The curriculum prescribed in schools covers a wide range of subjects, and the graduates are well equipped to
face the battle of life. Not only are drawing, sketching and other fine arts taught, but also carpentry and other
trades. I was once shown a fairly made box which was the product of a very small boy. I did not at first perceive
the use of teaching a boy to do such work in school, but I learned that its object was to instruct the pupil how to
think and arrange his materials systematically.
With the exception of those schools established by Christian societies, or endowed by religious sects, all educational institutions, especially those established by the state authorities, are secular. Religion is not taught. Neither the Bible nor any other religious work is used in the schoolroom. The presidents, professors, and tutors may
be strict churchmen, or very religious people, but, as a rule, they are not permitted to inculcate their religious
views on the students. The minds of the young are most susceptible, and if no moral principles are impressed
upon them at school or college they are apt to go astray.
It should be remembered that men of education without moral principles are like a ship without an anchor.
Ignorant and illiterate people infringe the law because they do not know any better, and their acts of depredation
are clumsy and can be easily found out, but when men of education commit crimes these are so skilfully planned
and executed that it is difficult for the police to unravel and detect them. It has been known that frauds and forgeries perpetrated by such unscrupulous persons were so cleverly designed that they bore the evidence of superior
education, and almost of genius.
The more a man is educated the more is it necessary, for the welfare of the state, to instruct him how to make a
proper use of his talents: education is like a double-edged sword. It may be turned to dangerous usages if it is not
properly handled.
As there is no established church in the United States, and in view of the numberless different sects, it is not
advisable to permit any particular phase of religion to be taught. But why not consent to allow the cardinal princeples of morality to be taught in every school? The following may serve as examples:
*
1. Honesty is the best policy.
2. Honor thy father and thy mother.
3. Universal brotherhood.
4. Love of mankind.
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5. Charity to all.
6. Purity in thought and action.
7. Pure food makes a pure body.
8. Happiness consists of health and a pure conscience.
9. Live and let live.
10. Respect a man for his virtues, not for his money or position.
11. “Fiat justitia, ruat coelum” (Let justice be done, though the Heavens should fall).
12. Bear no malice against anyone.
13. Be equitable and just to all men.
14. Liberty and freedom but not license.
15. Do not unto others what ye would not that others should do unto you.
*
I have jotted down the above just as they occurred to me while writing. They can easily be amplified, and be
made the basis of an ethical instruction in all the schools. In any case, every nation should aim at the highest standard of morals.
Co-education in the United States is not so unpopular as in some other countries, and it is increasing in favor.
In all the primary schools, and in most of the high schools, boys and girls study in the same classroom, and girls
are admitted as students even in some colleges and universities. This principle of admitting the fair sex to equal
educational privileges is slowly but surely being recognized everywhere. In some universities the authorities have
gone halfway; lectures are given to the girl students in separate rooms; or separate buildings, or halls, are provided for the girl students.
With regard to the teaching staff, in the primary schools nearly all the teachers are women, and in the high
schools their number is at least half, if not more. In some of the universities there are lady professors or tutors. It
goes without saying that girls have the natural talent for learning everything that boys can learn.
The objections raised by the opponents of co-education seem to rest chiefly upon the danger of the intellectual
or physical overstrain of girls during adolescence, and upon the unequal rate of development of boys and girls
during the secondary school period. It is further alleged that in mixed schools the curriculum is so prescribed that
the girls’ course of study is more or less adapted to that of the boys, with the result that it cannot have the artistic
and domestic character which is suitable for the majority of girls; but why should not the curriculum be arranged
in such a way as to suit both sexes?
Is it not good for both to learn the same subjects? That which is good for a boy to learn, is it not equally advisable for a girl to know, and vice versa? Will not such a policy create mutual sympathy between the sexes? The
opponents of the co-education policy assert that it makes the girls masculine, and that it has a tendency to make
the boys a little feminine. It cannot, however, be doubted that the system reduces the cost of education, such as the
duplication of the teaching staff, laboratories, libraries, and other equipment.
It is objected that the system has done more than anything else to rob marriage of its attractions by divesting
man of most of his old-time glamour and romance. It is claimed that this early contact with the other sex, on a
footing of equality, and the manner in which the majority of the girl students more than maintain their intellectual
standing with the boys, has tended to produce that contempt of the much-vaunted superiority of man, that, as a
rule, is reserved for those post-nuptial discoveries which make marriage such an interesting venture.
But they forget that marriages are frequently contracted in places where girls and boys are taught together, and
where they have had ample opportunities for knowing each other intimately, and that experience proves that such
marriages are happy and lasting unions.
It is interesting to observe, however, that as the number of educational institutions has increased, the number of
unmarried women has been correspondingly augmented. It is easy to explain this by the fact that a large number
of women earn their own livelihood by going into business and the professions. As they become more educated,
and are allowed to participate in many of the same privileges as men, it is only natural that they should show their
independence by remaining single. The same thing would occur in any country, and we may expect a like state of
things in China as greater facilities for instruction are afforded to women. I do not feel alarmed at the prospect;
indeed, I would welcome it if I could see my countrywomen acting as independently and as orderly as their American sisters.
The games and sports sanctioned and encouraged in schools and universities are useful, in that they afford
diversion of the pupils’ minds from their school work. They should not, however, be indulged in in such a way as
to interfere with their studies.
Take, as an example, boat racing; several months of preparation are necessary before the event takes place, and
during a great portion of this time the students do not think much of their studies; they are all mad with excite59

ment. The contest between the two rival parties is very keen; they have but one thought, and that is to win the
race. In this way, at least so it seems to me, the main object of recreation is entirely lost sight of; it becomes no
longer an amusement, but labor and work.
I am told that the coxswain and the other members of the boat race generally have to take a long rest when the
race is over, which clearly shows that they have been overworking. I favor all innocent games and sports which
mean recreation and diversion, but if it be thought that without a contest games would lose their relish and their
fun, then I would suggest that the aim should be the exhibition of a perfect body and absolute health. Let the
students, when they come to the recreation ground, indulge in any sport they please, but make them feel that it is
“bad form”\fn{Probably the most characteristic of purely British expressions:H } to overstrain, or do anything which, even
temporarily, mars the perfect working of their physical organisms.
Let each student so train himself as to become healthy and strong both physically and mentally, and the one
who, through reasonable and wholesome exercises, is able to present himself in the most perfect health should be
awarded the highest prize.
3
If I should be asked what is most essential for the successful carrying on of business in America, I would say
advertising.
A business man in America who intends to succeed must advertise in the daily, weekly, and monthly papers,
and also have big posters in the streets. I do not believe any up-to-date merchant in America fails to do this. Every
book and magazine contains many advertisements; sometimes fully half of a big magazine is covered with notices
or pictures of articles for sale. Wherever you go the inevitable poster confronts you; and even when you look out
of the window of the train you see large sign-boards announcing some article of trade. The newer the brand the
bigger the picture.
If, when you get into a streetcar, you look around you will see nothing but advertisements of all kinds and
sorts, and if you answer an advertisement you will keep on receiving notices of the matter about which you inquired. Even now I receive letters urging me to buy something or other about which I sent a letter of inquiry when
I was in America. At night, if you stroll round the town you will be amazed by the ingenious and clever signs
which the alert minds of the tradespeople have invented, such as revolving electric lights forming the name of the
advertiser with different colors, or a figure or shape of some sort illustrating his wares. But even this is not
thought sufficient. Circulars are often sent to everyone, making special offers, setting forth forceful reasons why
the commodity advertised is indispensable. Certain stores make it a point to announce cheap sales once or twice a
year, with from 10 to 25 percent reduction.
It should be noted that no tradesman voluntarily sells his goods at a loss, so that if during a sale he can give as
much as 25 percent discount we can easily calculate the percentage of profit he generally makes.
There are cases where men who started as petty dealers have, after a few years, become millionaires. To show
the importance of advertising I cite a well-known sanitary drink which is a substitute for tea and coffee, and
which, by extensive advertising in almost every paper published in every country, has now become a favorite
beverage. The proprietor is now a multi-millionaire and I am told that he spends more than a million dollars a year
in advertising.
Another thing inseparable from American business is the telephone. A telephone is a part of every wellappointed house, every partner’s desk is provided with a telephone, through which he talks to his clients and
transacts business with them. In all official departments in Washington scores of telephones are provided; even the
secretary of the department and the chief of the bureau give orders by telephone.
It goes without saying that this means of communication is also found in the home of almost every well-to-do
family. The invention of the telephone is a great blessing to mankind; it enables friends to talk to each other at a
distance without the trouble of calling.\fn{ In person; people used to “go out calling”, but one never hears this expression any
more:H} Sweethearts can exchange their sweet nothings, and even proposals of marriage have been made and
accepted through the telephone. However, one is subjected to frequent annoyances from wrong connections at the
Central Office,\fn{The telephone exchange} and sometimes grave errors are made.
Once, through a serious blunder, or a mischievous joke, I lost a dinner in my Legation in Washington. My valet
received a telephone message from a lady friend inviting me to dine at her house. I gladly accepted the invitation, and
at the appointed time drove to her home, only to find that there was no dinner-party on, and that I should have to go
hungry.
With some trades, in order to create a new market, commercial travellers, or “drummers,” give their goods away
for nothing. Experience has proved that what they lose at the start they recover in the course of time, receiving in ad60

dition triple or tenfold more business than the cost of the original outlay. These commercial agents travel through all
sections of the country to solicit business; they call upon those who can give them orders; they look up those who are
engaged in similar businesses to their own, and, if they are retailers, they invite their orders, or ask them to become
sub-agents. These gentlemen practically live on the trains: they eat, sleep, and do their business while travelling. One
of them told me that in one month he had covered 38,000 miles, and that he had not been back to his firm for three
months.
There is no doubt that the American people are active, strenuous workers. They will willingly go any distance, and
undertake any journey, however arduous, if it promises business; they seem to be always on the go, and they are
prepared to start anywhere at a moment’s notice. An American who called on me a short time ago in Shanghai told me
that when he left his house one morning at New York, he had not the slightest notion he was going to undertake a long
journey that day; but that when he got to his office his boss asked him if he would go to China on a certain commission.
He accepted the responsibility at once and telephoned to his wife to pack up his things. Two hours later he was on
a train bound for San Francisco where he boarded a steamer for China. The same gentleman told me that this trip was
his second visit to China within a few months.
American salesmen are clever and capable, and well know how to recommend whatever they have to sell. You
walk into a store just to look around; there may be nothing that you want, but the adroit manner in which the salesman
talks, and the way in which he explains the good points of every article at which you look, makes it extremely
difficult for you to leave the store without making some purchases. Salesmen and commercial travellers in the United
States have certainly learned the art of speaking.
I once, however, met a remarkable exception to this rule in the person of an American gentleman who was singularly lacking in tact; he was in China with the intention of obtaining a concession, and he had nearly accomplished his
object when he spoilt everything by his blunt speech. He said he had not come to China for any philanthropic purposes, but that he was in the country to make money. We all know that the average business man is neither a Peabody
nor a Carnegie, but it was quite unnecessary for this gentleman to announce that his sole object was to make money
out of the Chinese.
Up to a few years ago business men in America, especially capitalists, had scarcely any idea of transacting
business in China. I well remember the difficulty I had in raising a railway loan in America. It was in 1897. I had
received positive instructions from my government to obtain a big loan for the purpose of constructing the proposed
railway from Hankow to Canton. I endeavored to interest well-known bankers and capitalists in New York City but
none of them would consider the proposals. They invariably said that their money could be just as easily, and just as
profitably, invested in their own country, and with better security, than was obtainable in China. It was only after
nearly twelve months of hard work, of careful explanation and much persuasion, that I succeeded in finding a
capitalist who was prepared to discuss the matter and make the loan.
Conditions have now changed. American bankers and others have found that investments in China are quite safe.
They have sent agents to China to represent them in the matter of a big international loan, and they are now just as
ready to lend money in China as in Europe, and on the same terms. In conjunction with the representatives of some
large European capitalists they even formed a powerful syndicate in China, for the purpose of arranging loans to
responsible Chinese investors. In the spring of 1913, however, they withdrew from the syndicate.
The opportunities to make money in America are great and a young man with only fair ability, but an honest
purpose, will always get something to do; and if he is industrious and ready for hard work, if he possess courage and
perseverance, he will most surely go forward and probably in time become independent. There are hundreds of
millionaires and multi-millionaires in America who, in their younger days, were as poor as sparrows in a snowstorm,
but through perseverance, combined with industrious and economical habits, they have prospered far beyond their
own expectations.
*
The clever methods they adopt in the carrying on of their business cannot but arouse our admiration, and Chinese merchants would do well to send some of their sons to America to study the various systems practised there.
But no nation or any class of people is perfect, and there is one money-making device which seems to me not
quite sound in principle.
To increase the capital of a corporation new shares are sometimes issued, without a corresponding increase in
the actual capital. These new shares may represent half, or as much of the actual capital as has been already subscribed.
Such a course is usually defended by the claim, that as the property and franchises have increased in value
since the formation of the corporation, the increase of the stock is necessary in order to fairly represent the existing capital. It is said that some railway stock has been “watered” in this way to an alarming extent, so that a great
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deal of it is fictitious, yet though it exists only on paper it ranks as the equal of the genuine stock when the dividends are paid. Whether or not such an action really is justifiable, or even moral, I leave to the Christian clergy
and their followers to decide.
The promoters and directors of such concerns have at least hit upon a very clever method for becoming rich,
and if the securities of the original shareholders are not injured, and the holders of the genuine and the watered
stock can share equally without endangering the interests of all, perhaps such an action may be less blamable, but
it is a new kind of proceeding to Orientals.\fn{ Wu published his book in 1914, 15 years before the stock market crash of
1929:H}
*
I must not omit to mention, however, the confidence which is placed in the honesty of the people in general;
for example, when you enter an omnibus, you will find the driver, but no conductor to collect the fare. It is “up to
you” to put the fare into a box, and if you do not pay no one will ask for it.
Yet every fare is paid. I have never seen a dishonest man who omitted to pay. This is a remarkable fact which I
have noticed nowhere but in America.
I suppose it is because the people are not poor, and as they are always able to pay the fare they do so. They are
too honest to cheat. It is certainly a good way to encourage people to be honest, to put them on their honor and
then rely on their own sense of uprightness.
*
The most curious sight I have ever seen was the Stock Exchange in New York. It is used as a market for the
purchase and sale of various articles, but there were no goods exposed for sale. I saw a good many people running
about talking, yelling and howling, and had I not been informed beforehand what to expect I should have thought
that the men were getting ready, in their excitement, for a general all-round fight. However, I did not see any
exchange of blows, and I did not hear that any blood was shed.
Another remarkable feature of the scene was that I did not see a single woman there;\fn{ The first women member
of the Exchange was admitted only in 1967} she was conspicuous by her absence. Whether or not the rules of the Exchange allow her to become a member I do not know, that is a question for the woman suffragists to investigate;
but I learned that it is a wealthy association consisting of 1,100 members, and that to become a member one must
be a citizen of the United States of 21 years of age or more. The number of members is limited. Persons obtain
membership by election, or by the transfer of the membership of a member who has resigned or died.
A new member who is admitted by transfer pays an initiation fee of 2,000 gold dollars, in addition to a large
fee to the transferrer, for his “seat in the House”. A member may transfer his seat to his son, if the Committee of
the Exchange approve, without charging for it; but in all cases the transferree pays the above-mentioned initiation
fee of 2,000 gold dollars. The prices for these seats vary, the fluctuations being due to the upward or downward
trend of the stock market. Within recent years the price has risen considerably, and as much as 95,000 gold dollars
has been paid to the transferrer. This is much higher than the price usually paid by new members in Stock
Exchanges in Europe, yet when a seat becomes vacant there is no lack of purchasers.
It is clear that a seat in the “House” is very valuable to the holder. In the building each member has a stall
allotted to him where he has a telephone for his exclusive use; this enables him to communicate every transaction
done in the Exchange to his business house, and to keep up connections with his constituents in other cities. When
one of his constituents, say in Washington, D.C., desires to buy a certain security the order is conveyed to him
direct, and executed without delay. I have seen a transaction of this kind executed in ten minutes, though there
was a distance of several hundred miles between client and broker.
The amount of business transacted in the “House” every day is enormous, aggregating many millions of
dollars. New York also has other Exchanges, where different articles of merchandise are purchased and sold, such
as corn, coffee, cotton, etc., and the volume of business transacted daily in that “Empire City” must he immense,
and almost beyond calculation.
Of course there are Exchanges in Chicago, Boston, Cincinnati, St. Louis, Philadelphia, Baltimore, Washington,
and other cities, all conducted on similar lines, but the prices are always governed by the quotations from New
York.
This skilful and systematic way of doing business is remarkable, and I am inclined to believe that New York is
ahead of many cities in South America and in Europe. No wonder that the services of Americans are required by
other countries in industrial and technical concerns. Some years ago, when I was in Madrid, I noticed that the
streetcar was running according to the American system, and upon inquiry I was told it was controlled by an
American syndicate.
*
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The pursuit of wealth in America is intense; it is apparent everywhere and seems to be the chief aim of the
American people. Because of their eagerness to become rich as soon as possible they are all in a constant hurry.
You may see people in the streets almost running to their offices, at luncheon they do not masticate their food, they
bolt it, and in less than ten minutes are on their way back to their office again. Everyone is urged on by this spirit of
haste, and you frequently hear of sudden deaths which doctors attribute to heart failure, or some other malady, but
which I suspect are caused by the continual restless hurry and worry. People who are so unnaturally eager to get rich
naturally suffer for it.
It is the general belief that Americans do not live as long as Europeans. They make money easily and their expectations are high. I have known many Americans who, in my opinion, were wealthy people, but they themselves did
not think so; in fact, they said they were poor.
Once I asked a gentleman, who was known to be worth half a million of gold dollars, whether it was not time for
him to retire. He pooh-poohed the idea and said that he could not afford to give up his work. In reply to my inquiries
he informed me that he would not call a man wealthy unless he should be possessed of one or two millions of dollars.
With such extravagant ideas, it is no wonder that Americans work so hard. I grant that a man’s mission in this
world is to attain happiness. According to Webster, happiness is “that state of being which is attended with enjoyment,” but it is curious to observe what different notions people have as to what happiness is. I know an Englishman
in China who, by his skilful business management combined with good luck, has amassed immense wealth; in fact, he
is considered the richest man in the port where he reside. He is a bachelor, over seventy years old, and leads a very
simple life.
But he still goes to his office every day, and toils as if he had to work for a living. Being told that he should discontinue his drudgery, as at his death he would have to leave his large fortune to relatives who would probably squander
it, he gave an answer which is characteristic of the man.
“I love,” he said, “accumulating dollars and bank notes, and my enjoyment is in counting them; if my relatives
who will inherit my fortune take as much pleasure in spending it as I have had in making it, they will be quite welcome to the joy.”
Not many people, I fancy, will agree with the old bachelor’s view of life. I once suggested to a multi-millionaire of
New York that it was time for him to retire from active work, leaving his sons to carry on his business. He told me that
he would be unhappy without work and that he enjoyed the demands his business made on him each day.
Many a man’s life has been shortened by his retiring from business. It is the mind rather than the body that lives,
and apart from their business these men have no thoughts and therefore no life. A man’s idea of happiness is greatly
governed by his personal tastes, and is influenced by his environment, his education and the climate. The form which
it is to assume may vary with persons of different tastes and positions, but it should not be carried out for his own
benefit solely and it should not be injurious to his health or to his intellectual and spiritual improvement, nor should it
be detrimental to the interests of other people.
4
When an Oriental, who, throughout his life, has lived in his own country where the will of his Sovereign is supreme
and the personal liberty of the subject unknown, first sets foot on the soil of the United States, he breathes an atmosphere
unlike anything he has ever known, and experiences curious sensations which are absolutely new.
For the first time in his life he feels that he can do whatever he pleases without restraint, and that he can talk freely to
people without fear. When he takes up a newspaper and reads statements about different persons in high positions which
are not at all creditable to them, and learns that no serious consequences happen to the writers, he is lost in wonderment.
After a little time he begins to understand that this is the “land of the free and the home of the brave”, and that in
America everybody is on an equality. The President, the highest official in the United States, is neither more nor
less than a citizen; and should he, which is very unlikely, commit an offense, or do anything in contravention of the
law, he would be tried in a Court of Justice in the same manner as the lowest and the poorest citizen.
Naturally the new visitor thinks this the happiest people on earth, and wishes that his own country could be
governed as happily. Until that lucky day arrives he feels that he would rather stay in free America than return to
his native land.
*
One of the first lessons which is learned by the American child in school, and which is deeply impressed on its mind
by its teacher, is that according to the Constitution all persons are born equal, and that no distinction is made between
sections, classes, or sects.
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No slaves, or persons under bonds, have been allowed in the United States since the abolition of slavery by President Lincoln. The moment a slave, or anyone in bonds, steps on the shores of the United States he is free, and no one,
not even his former master, can deprive him of his liberty.
America also affords an asylum for oppressed people and for political offenders; people who have been persecuted
in their own land, on account of their religion or for political offenses, find a safe refuge in this country. Every year
large numbers of Jews, and other foreigners, emigrate to America for the sake of enjoying religious freedom. Perfect
religious liberty is guaranteed to everyone in the United States.
There is equal religious liberty in England, but the King is compelled to belong to a particular section of the Christian Church, whereas in the United States no restriction is placed on the religious belief of the President; thus one President was a Baptist, another a Unitarian, and a third a Congregationalist; and, if elected, a Jew, a Mohammedan, or a
Confucianist could become the President. Several Jews have held high Federal offices; they have even been Cabinet
Ministers.
Article VI of the Constitution of the United States says “No religious test shall ever be required as a qualification to
any office or public trust under the United States.”
So ingrained in the minds of the American people is this principle of liberty and freedom of action that I do not
believe they would resign it for any consideration whatsoever. Once an English Duke was asked whether he would
accept the throne of China on the sole condition that he must reside in the Palace of Peking, and act as the Chinese
Emperors have always been accustomed to act. He replied that such an exalted position of power and responsibility
would be very great and tempting, but that he would on no account accept such an honor on such terms, as it would
practically make him a prisoner.
Though a subject under a monarchial form of government, he would not forfeit his right of freedom of action; and
much less would a democratic American give up his birthright for any price. I knew an eminent and learned Judge of
the Supreme Court in Washington, who used to say that he would never bend his knees to any human being, and that
to the Almighty God alone would he ever do homage.
He no doubt acted up to his principles, but I very much doubt if all Americans observe so lofty an ideal. A young
lover in proposing to his sweetheart would not mind kneeling down to support his prayer. I have seen penitent
husbands bending their knees to ask the forgiveness of their offended wives. This, however, can be explained by the
fact that the act of kneeling is not, in such cases, a sign of inferiority, but the act of one equal asking a favor from
another; still it is the bending of the knee which was so solemnly abjured by the learned Judge.
The dislike of distinction of classes which arises from the principle of equality is apparent wherever you go in the
States. The railroad cars are not marked first, second, or third, as they are in Europe. It is true that there are Pullman
cars, and palace cars, with superior and superb accommodation, and for which the occupant has to pay an extra fare;
but the outside of the car simply bears the name “Pullman” without indicating its class, and anyone who is willing to
pay the fare may share its luxuries.
I should mention that in some of the Southern states negroes are compelled to ride on separate cars. On one occasion, arriving at the railroad station in one of those states, I noticed there were two waiting-rooms, one labelled “For
the White”, and the other “For the Colored.” The railway porter took my portmanteau to the room for the white, but
my conscience soon whispered I had come to the wrong place, as neither of the two rooms was intended for people
of my complexion.
The streetcars are more democratic; there is no division of classes; all people, high or low, sit in the same car
without distinction of race, color or sex. It is a common thing to see a workman, dressed in shabby clothes full of
dirt, sitting next to a millionaire or a fashionable lady gorgeously clothed. Cabinet officers and their wives do not
think it beneath their dignity to sit beside a laborer, or a coolie, as he is called in China.
Foreign Ministers and Ambassadors coming to Washington soon learn to follow these local customs. In a European
country they ride in coronated carriages, with two liverymen; but in Washington they usually go about on foot, or
travel by the streetcars. I frequently saw the late Lord Pauncefote, the celebrated British Ambassador to
Washington,\fn{(1893-1902); Envoy Extraordinary and Minister Plenipotentiary (1889-1893)} ride to the State Department in the
streetcar.
My adoption of this democratic way of travelling during the time I was in America was the cause of a complaint
being made against me at Peking. The complainants were certain Chinese high officials who had had occasion to visit
the States; one of them had had a foreign education, and ought to have known better than to have joined in the accusation that my unpretentious manner of living was not becoming the dignity of a representative of China.
They forgot that when in Rome you must do as the Romans do, and that to ride in a sumptuous carriage, with uniformed footmen, is in America not only an unnecessary expense, but a habit which, among such a democratic people
as the Americans, would detract from, rather than add to, one’s dignity. An envoy residing in a foreign country should
be in touch with the people among whom he is sojourning. If he put on unnecessary airs, there will be a coldness and
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lack of cordiality between him and the community; his sphere of usefulness will be curtailed, and his knowledge of
the people and their country limited.
Of course, in a European capital, where every diplomat drives in a carriage, I should follow the example of my
colleagues. But even in England I frequently met high statesmen, such, for example, as Lord Salisbury,\fn{ Probably a
reference to “Robert Arthur Talbot Gascoyne-Cecil, 3rd Marquess of Salisbury KG GCVO PC FRS, styled Lord Robert Cecil before 1865
and Viscount Cranborne from June 1865 until April 1868” (1830-1903):W,H} walking in the streets.

This unrestrained liberty and equality is remarkably conspicuous in the United States; for instance, at the
White House official receptions or balls in Washington, I have seen ladies in ordinary dress, while on one
occasion a woman appeared in the dress of a man. This was Doctor Mary Walker.\fn{ Mary Edwards Walker (18321922) a native of Oswego, New York, and the only woman ever awarded the Medal of Honor (1865). }
*
In a democratic country, such as the United States, one would naturally suppose that the people enjoyed a greater
degree of freedom than is possible in monarchial countries. But, so far from this being so, in some respects, they
appear to be in a worse position. On my return journey from South America, some years ago, our steamer had to stay
for four hours outside of New York harbor. We had first to wait for the doctor to come on board to make his inspection
of all the passengers, then the customs officials appeared and examined the luggage and boxes of all the passengers,
and then, last but not the least, we had to wait for the immigration officers.
All this necessarily took time, and it was not until all these inspections were completed that the steamer was
allowed to enter the harbor, and to tie up alongside the dock. And this occurred in the land of freedom and liberty! I
spoke to some of my American fellow passengers about the inconvenience and delay, and though they all murmured
they quietly submitted.
Customs and sanitary inspection should be so conducted as to cause as little delay as possible. I have visited many
countries in Europe, in South America, and in Asia, but I have never known of a ship having to stay outside the harbor
of the port of her destination for so long a time.
Take another case; some months since, I wished, in compliance with the request of a lady in America, to send her a
Chow dog. A mutual friend was willing to take it to her, but, upon making inquiries at the American Consulate as to the
Customs regulations, he was informed that it would be impossible for him to undertake the commission, as the
Customs officers at San Francisco, besides imposing a heavy duty on the dog, would keep the ship in quarantine
because the dog was on board. I could scarcely believe this, but inquiries confirmed the truth of my friend's statement.
Customs and immigration laws and sanitary regulations must, of course, be observed, but they should be enforced in
such a way as not to work hardship on the people. Officers entrusted with the performance of such duties, while
faithfully and conscientiously performing their work, should yet exercise their power with discretion and tact. They are
the servants of the people, and ought to look after their interests and convenience as well as after the interests of the
State. I would be the last one to encourage smuggling, but would the national interests really suffer if the Custom
House officers were to be a little more ready to accept a traveller’s word, and if they were less ready to suspect
everyone of making false declarations when entering the country? Smuggling must be repressed, but at the same
time is it not true that the more imports enter the country the better it is for the State and for the people?\fn{ W says the
the American Kennel Club now registers something like 10,000 Chow dogs every year.}
*
There are no peers in the United States, as the Government has no power to create them; and although America
is nominally a free country, yet if a foreign government should confer a decoration on an American citizen for
services rendered, he cannot accept it without the consent of Congress, just as under a monarchy a subject must
obtain his sovereign’s permission to wear a foreign decoration. It is true that there are some such titled persons in
America, but they are not treated with any greater respect or distinction than other citizens; yet you frequently
find people in America who not only would not disdain, but are actually anxious, to receive decorations from
foreign governments. Once, at least, an American high official, just before leaving the country to which he had
been accredited, accepted, without permission, a decoration, knowing that if he had asked for the consent of
Congress he would not have been allowed to receive it.
It is human nature to love change and variety, and for every person to be designated “Mister” is too tame and
flat for the go-ahead Americans. Hence many of the people whom you meet daily have some prefix to their
names, such as General, Colonel, Major, President, Judge, etc. You will not be far wrong to call a man “Judge”
when he is a lawyer; or “General” or “Colonel” if he has served in the army; or “Admiral” or “Captain” if he has
been in the navy. Though neither the Federal nor the State Government has power to confer titles, the magnates do
so. They see that dukes and other peers are created in Europe, and that the partners in the big, wealthy firms over
there, are called “merchant princes,” and so to outdo them, they arrogate to themselves a still higher title. Hence
there are railroad kings, copper kings, tobacco kings, etc.
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It is, however, manifestly improper and incongruous that the people should possess a higher title than their
President, who is the head of the nation. To make it even, I would suggest that the title “President” be changed to
“Emperor,” for the following reasons:
First, it would not only do away with the impropriety of the chief magistrate of the nation assuming a name
below that of some of his people, but it would place him on a level with the highest ruler of any nation on the face
of the earth. I have often heard the remark that the President of the United States is no more than a common
citizen, elected for four years, and that on the expiration of his term he reverts to his former humble status of a
private citizen; that he has nothing in common with the dignified majesty of an Emperor; but were the highest
official of the United States to be in future officially known as Emperor, all these depreciatory remarks would fall
to the ground. There is no reason whatever why he should not be so styled, as, by virtue of his high office, he
possesses almost as much power as the most aristocratic ruler of any nation.
Secondly, it would clearly demonstrate the sovereign power of the people; a people who could make and
unmake an Emperor would certainly be highly respected.
Thirdly, the United States sends ambassadors to Germany, Austria, Russia, etc. According to international law,
ambassadors have what is called the representative character, that is, they represent their sovereign by whom they
are delegated, and are entitled to the same honors to which their constituent would be entitled were he personally
present. In a republic where the head of the State is only a citizen and the sovereign is the people, it is only by a
stretch of imagination that its ambassador can be said to represent the person of his sovereign. Now it would be
much more in consonance with the dignified character of an American ambassador to be the representative of an
Emperor than of a simple President.
The name of Emperor may be distasteful to some, but may not a new meaning be given to it? A word usually
has several definitions. Now, if Congress were to pass a law authorizing the chief magistrate of the United States
of America to be styled Emperor, such designation to mean nothing more than the word “President”, the title
would soon be understood in that sense. There is no reason in history or philology why the word “Emperor”
should never mean anything other than a hereditary ruler. I make this suggestion seriously, and hope it will be
adopted.\fn{Schurrr:H}
*
Marriage laws in the United States, as I understand them, are more elastic than those in Europe. In England,
until a few years ago, a man could not contract a legal marriage with his deceased wife’s sister, although he could
marry the betrothed wife of his deceased brother. It is curious to compare the Chinese view of these two cases.
Marriage with a deceased wife’s sister is, in China, not only lawful, but quite common, while to marry a dead
brother’s betrothed is strictly prohibited. Doubtless in the United States both are recognized as legal.
I was not, however, prepared to hear, and when I did hear it, I could not at first believe that a man is permitted
to marry his deceased son’s wife. Let me quote from the China Press, which has special facilities for obtaining
news from America:
Boston, March 24. The engagement of Mrs. Katherine M. B., widow of Charles A. B., and daughter of George C. F.,
chairman of the — Board of —, to her father-in-law, Frank A. B., of —, became known today. Charles A. B. was killed
at the — Road crossing in — on March 29, 1910, by a locomotive which struck a carriage in which he was driving to
the First Congregational Church, to serve as best man at the wedding of Miss H. R. F., another daughter of C. F., to L.
G. B. of —. His wife, who was in the carriage with him and was to have been matron at the wedding, was severely
injured. Her mother-in-law, Mrs. Frank A. B., died some months later.

I suppose the marriage has since been consummated. If a father is permitted to marry his deceased son’s wife,
in fairness a son should be allowed to marry his deceased father’s wife. I presume that there is a law in the United
States, or in some of the states, against marriages within the prohibited degrees of consanguinity and affinity, but I
confess that the more I study the subject the more I am confused as to what is or what is not within the prohibited
degrees.
In China the law on this subject is extremely rigid, and consequently its infraction is exceedingly rare; I have,
as a matter of fact, never heard of the marriage laws in China being broken. In "Liao Chai," a famous collection of
Chinese tales, it is recorded that a young widow married her son and moved to another part of the country, so that
their identity and relationship should be concealed. They seemed to have lived very happily together. After many
years, when they had had children and grandchildren, their true relationship was accidentally discovered. A
complaint was laid before the local authorities. After a long deliberation and careful review of the case, and to
eradicate such “unnatural offspring,” as they were termed, it was decided that the two offenders, and all their
children and grandchildren should be burned to death, which sentence was duly carried out.
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I doubt if the story is authentic. It was probably fabricated by the author that it might serve as a warning. The
sentence, if true, was too severe; the offspring who were innocent contributories to the crime deserved pity rather
than punishment; the judgment passed on the real offenders was also unduly harsh. My object in citing this
unsavory tale is to show the different views held in regard to incestuous marriage in China with its serious conesquences.
*
It is commonly supposed that all men are born equal, and that the United States is the land of perfect equality.
Now let us see if this is really so.
There are men born into high stations of life, or into wealthy families, with “silver spoons” in their mouths;
while there are others ushered into this world by parents who are paupers and who cannot support them. Then
there are people born with wit and wisdom, while others are perfect fools. Again there are some who are brought
to this life with strong and healthy constitutions, while others are weak and sickly.
Thus it is plain that men are not born equal, either physically, intellectually, or socially. I do not know how my
American friends account for this undoubted fact, but the Chinese doctrine of previous lives, of which the present
are but the continuation, seems to afford a satisfactory explanation.
However, this doctrine of equality and independence has done immense good. It has, as a rule, caused men to
think independently, and not to servilely follow the thoughts and ideas of others, who may be quite wrong. It has
encouraged invention, and new discoveries in science and art. It has enabled men to develop industries and to expand trade. New York and Chicago, for example, could not have become such huge and prosperous cities within
comparatively short periods, but for their free and wise institutions. In countries where personal liberty is unknown, and the rights of person and property are curtailed, people do not exert themselves to improve their environments, but are content to remain quiet and inactive.
*
By the constitution of the State of California it is declared that “all men are free and independent”.
It must be conceded that the American people enjoy a greater amount of freedom and independence than other
people. But are they perfectly free, and are they really independent? Are they not swayed in politics by their “bosses”, and do not many of them act and vote as their bosses dictate?
In society are they not bound by conventionalities, and dare they infringe the strict rules laid down by the society leaders?
In the matter of dress also are they not slaves, abjectly following new-fangled fashions imported from Paris?
In domestic circles are not many husbands hen-pecked by their wives, because they, and not the men, rule the
roost?
Are not many women practically governed by their husbands, whose word is their law?
The eager hunger for “the almighty dollar” leads most Americans to sacrifice their time, health, and liberty in
the acquisition of wealth, and, alas, when they have acquired it, they find that their health is broken, and that they
themselves are almost ready for the grave.
Ought a free and independent people to live after this fashion?
In every well organized community it is essential that people should obey all laws and regulations which are
enacted for the greatest good of the greatest number. In domestic circles they should willingly subordinate their
own wishes to the wishes of others, for the sake of peace, concord and happiness.
Happy that people whose laws and conditions are such that they can enjoy the greatest amount of freedom in
regard to person and property, compatible with the general peace and good order of the community, and if I
should be asked my opinion, notwithstanding all that I have above said concerning the United States, I should
have to acknowledge that I believe that America is one of the few nations which have fairly well approximated the
high ideal of a well-governed country.
5
It is rather bold on my part to take up this subject. It is a path where “fools rush in where angels fear to tread.”
No matter what I say it is sure to provoke criticism, but having frequently been asked by my lady friends to give
my opinion of American women, and having given my solemn promise that if I ever should write my impressions
of America I would do so, it would be a serious “breach of promise” if I should now break my word.
In general there are three classes of women: first, those who wish to be praised; secondly, those who wish to be
adversely criticized and condemned; and thirdly, those who are simply curious to hear what others think of them.
American women do not as a rule belong to either the first or the second class, but a large majority of them
may be ranged under class three. They wish to know what other people honestly think of them and to hear their
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candid views. They are progressive people who desire to improve their defects whenever they are pointed out to
them. That being the case I must not swerve from my duty of sitting in a high court of justice to pass judgment on
them.
To begin with, the American women are in some respects dissimilar to the women of other nations. I find them
sprightly, talkative and well informed. They can converse on any subject with ease and resource, showing that
they have a good all-round education. Often have I derived considerable information from them.
The persistence with which they stick to their opinions is remarkable. Once, when I had a lady visitor at my
Legation in Washington, after several matters had been discussed we commenced talking about women’s rights. I
was in favor of giving women more rights than they are enjoying, but on some points I did not go so far as my
lady friend; after arguing with me for several hours, she, seeing that I did not coincide with all her views, threatened that she would not leave my house until I had fully digested all her points, and had become converted to her
views.
*
I have observed that many American women marry foreigners, but that an American rarely has a foreign wife.
It may be said that foreigners marry American girls for their money, while American women marry distinguished
foreigners for their titles. This may have been true in some cases, but other causes than such sordid motives must
be looked for.
It is the attractiveness and the beauty of the American girls which enable them to capture so many foreign husbands. Their pleasant manners and winsome nature predispose a person in their favor, and with their well-grounded education and ready fund of knowledge, they easily win any gentleman with marital propensities. Had I been
single when I first visited America I too might have been a victim—no wonder then that American men prefer
American wives.
Once I was an involuntary match-maker.
Some years ago, during my first mission in Washington, I was invited to attend the wedding of the daughter of
the Chief Justice of the Supreme Court. When I entered the breakfast room, I saw the bridesmaids and a number
of young men. Going up to one of the bridesmaids whom I had previously met, and who was the daughter of a
Senator, I asked her when it would be her turn to become a bride. She modestly said that she did not know, as she
had not yet had an offer. Turning to the group of young men who were in the room, I jocularly remarked to one of
them,
“This is a beautiful lady, would you not like to marry her?” He replied,
“I shall be most delighted to.” Then I said to the young lady,
“Will you accept his offer?” She seemed slightly embarrassed and said something to the effect that as she did
not know the gentleman she could not give a definite answer.
After a few days I met the young lady at an “At Home” party when she scolded me for being so blunt with her
before the young men. I told her I was actuated by the best of motives, and a few months later I received an
invitation from the young lady’s parents inviting me to be present at their daughter’s marriage.
I thought I would go and find out whether the bridegroom was the young man whom I had introduced to the
young lady, and as soon as I entered the house, the mother of the bride, to my agreeable surprise, informed me
that it was I who had first brought the young couple together, and both the bride and bridegroom heartily thanked
me for my good offices.
*
One very conspicuous feature in the character of American women is their self control and independence. As
soon as a girl grows up she is allowed to do what she pleases, without the control of her parents. It is a common
occurrence to see a young lady travelling alone without either a companion or a chaperon.
Travelling on one occasion from San Francisco to Washington I met a young lady on the train who was still in
her teens. She told me that she was going to New York to embark on a steamer for Germany, with the intention of
entering a German college.
She was undertaking this long journey alone.
Such an incident would be impossible in China; even in England, or indeed in any European country, I hardly
believe that a respectable young girl would be allowed to take such a journey without some trusty friend to look
after her. But in America this is a common occurrence, and it is a credit to the administration, and speaks volumes
for the good government of the country, that for sensible wide-awake American girls such undertakings are perfectly safe.
*
This notion of independence and freedom has modified the relation of children to their parents. Instead of children being required to show respect and filial obedience, the obligation of mutual love and esteem is cultivated.
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Parents would not think of ordering a girl or a boy to do anything, however reasonable; in all matters they treat
them as their equals and friends; nor would a girl submit to an arbitrary order from her mother, for she does not
regard her as a superior, but as her friend and companion.
I find it is a common practice among American girls to engage themselves in marriage without consulting their
parents. Once I had a serious talk on this subject with a young couple who were betrothed. I asked them if they
had the consent of their parents. They both answered emphatically that it was not necessary, and that it was their
business and not their parents.
I told them that although it was their business, they might have shown some respect to their parents by consulting them before committing themselves to this important transaction. They answered that they did not agree with
me, and as it concerned their own happiness alone, they had a perfect right to decide the matter for themselves.
This shows the extreme limit to which the Americans carry their theory of independence. Unless I am greatly
mistaken, I fear this is a typical and not an isolated case. I believe that in many cases, after they had made up their
minds to marry, the young people would inform their respective parents of their engagement, but I question if they
would subordinate their own wishes to the will of their parents, or ask their consent to their engagement.
*
Now let us see how all this is managed in China.
Here the parties most interested have no voice in the matter. The parents, through their friends, or sometimes
through professional match-makers, arrange the marriage, but only after the most strict and diligent inquiries as to
the character, position, and suitability of temper and disposition of the persons for whom the marriage contract is
being prepared. This is sometimes done with the knowledge of the interested parties, but very often they are not
consulted.
After an engagement is thus made it cannot be broken off, not even by the young people themselves, even
though he or she may plead that the arrangement was made without his or her knowledge or consent. The engagement is considered by all parties as a solemn compact.
On the wedding day, in nine cases out of ten, the bride and bridegroom meet each other for the first time, and
yet they live contentedly, and quite often even happily together.
Divorces in China are exceedingly rare. This is accounted for by the fact that, through the wise control of their
parents, the children are properly mated.
*
In saying this I do not wish to be supposed to be advocating the introduction of the Chinese system into America. I would, however, point out that the independent and thoughtless way in which the American young people
take on themselves the marriage vow does not as a rule result in suitable companionships.
When a girl falls in love with a young man she is unable to perceive his shortcomings and vices, and when,
after living together for a few months, she begins to find them out, it is alas too late. If, previous to her engagement, she had taken her mother into her confidence, and asked her to use her good offices to find out the character
of the young man whom she favored, a fatal and unhappy mistake might have been avoided.
Without interfering, in the least, with their liberty or free choice, I should think it would be a good policy if all
young Americans, before definitely committing themselves to a promise of marriage, would at least consult their
mothers, and ask them to make private and confidential inquiries as to the disposition, as well as to the moral and
physical fitness of the young man or lady whom they contemplate marrying. Mothers are naturally concerned
about the welfare and happiness of their offspring, and could be trusted in most cases to make careful, impartial
and conscientious inquiries as to whether the girl or man was really a worthy and suitable life partner for their
children. If this step were generally taken many an unfortunate union would be avoided.
It was after this fashion that I reasoned with the young people mentioned above, but they did not agree with
me, and I had to conclude that love is blind.
*
Before leaving this subject I would add that the system of marriage which has been in vogue in China for so
many centuries has been somewhat changed within the last few years. This is due to the new spirit which has been
gradually growing. Young people begin to exert their rights, and will not allow parents to choose their life partners without their consent. Instances of girls choosing their own husbands have come to my knowledge, and they
did not occur during leap-year.
But I sincerely hope that our Chinese youth will not go to the same lengths as the young people of America.
*
The manner in which a son treats his parents in the United States is diametrically opposed to our Chinese doctrine, handed down to us from time immemorial.
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“Honor thy father and thy mother” is an injunction of Moses which all Christians profess to observe, but
which, or so it appears to a Confucianist, all equally forget. The Confucian creed lays it down as the essential duty
of children that they shall not only honor and obey their fathers and their mothers, but that they are in duty bound
to support them. The reason is that as their parents brought them into the world, reared and educated them, the
children should make them some return for their trouble and care.
The view of this question which is taken in America seems to be very strange to me. Once I heard a young
American argue in this way.
He said, gravely and seriously, that as he was brought into this world by his parents without his consent, it was
their duty to rear him in a proper way, but that it was no part of his duty to support them.
I was very much astounded at this statement. In China such a son would be despised, and if he neglected to
maintain his parents he would be punished.
*
I do not believe that the extreme views of this young man are universally accepted in America, but I am
inclined to think that the duties of children toward their parents are somewhat ill-defined. American parents do not
apparently expect their children to support them, because as a rule they are, if not rich, at least in comfortable
circumstances; and even if they are not, they would rather work for their livelihood than burden their children and
hinder their success by relying on them for pecuniary aid. It may have escaped my observation, but, so far as I
know, it is not the custom for young people to provide for their parents.
There was, however, one exceptional case which came to my knowledge.
Some years ago a young Senator in Washington, who was famous for his eloquence, had his father living with
him. His father was eighty years of age and, though in robust health, was a cripple, and so had to depend on him
for support. I was informed that he and his wife were very kind to him. Many young men treat their parents kindly
and affectionately, but they do it more as a favor than as a duty; in fact, as between equals.
*
In connection with this subject I may mention that as soon as a son marries, however young and inexperienced
he may be, he leaves his parents’ roof. He and his bride will set up a separate establishment so that they can do as
they please without the supervision of their parents. The latter do not object, as it gives the young folk an
opportunity to gain experience in keeping house.
Young wives have a horror of having their mothers-in-law reside with them; if it be necessary to have an
elderly lady as a companion they always endeavor to get their own mothers.
*
American women are ambitious and versatile, and can readily apply themselves to any task with ease. They are
not only employed in stores and mercantile houses, but are engaged in different professions. There is scarcely any
store in America where there are not some women employed as typists, clerks, or accountants. I am told that they
are more steady than men.
Even in the learned professions they successfully compete with the men. Some years ago the Attorney-Generalship of one of the states became vacant. Two candidates appeared; one was a gentleman and the other a young
lady lawyer. They both sought election; the gentleman secured a small majority, but in the end the lady lawyer
conquered, for she soon became the wife of the Attorney General, her former opponent during the election campaign, and after her marriage she practically carried on the work of her husband. Some years later her husband
retired from practice in order to farm, and she continued to carry on the law practice. Does not this indicate that
the intellect of the American woman is equal, if not superior, to that of the men?
American women are good conversationalists, and many of them are eloquent and endowed with “the gift of
the gab.” One of the cleverest and wittiest speeches I have ever heard was from a woman who spoke at a public
meeting on a public question.
They are also good writers. Such women as Mrs. Ella Wheeler Wilcox,\fn{ 1850-1919, American author; the inventor
of the oft-misquoted line: “Laugh and the world laughs with you; weep, and you weep alone.” } Mrs. Mary N. Foote Henderson,\fn
{1841-1931, American author, real estate developer and social activist } Mrs. Elizabeth Towne,\fn{1865-1960, American author,
editor and publisher} and many others, are a great credit to their sex. The writings of such women show their profound insight and wide culture. Naturally such women cannot be expected to play second fiddle. They exercise
great influence, and when married “they rule the roost.” It should be mentioned that their husbands submit willingly to their tactful rule, and gladly obey their commands without feeling that they are servants.
I would advise any married woman who complains of her husband being unruly and unpleasant to take a
lesson from the ladies of America. They are vivacious, bright, loquacious and less reserved than European ladies.
In social functions they can be easily recognized.
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If, however, an American lady marries a foreigner and lives abroad, she soon loses her national characteristics.
Once on board a steamer I had an American lady as a fellow passenger; from her reserved manner I mistook her
for an English lady, and it was only after some days that I discovered she was born in America, but that she had
been living in England for many years with her English husband.
*
There is one fault I find with American women, if it can be so called, and that is their inquisitiveness; I know
that this is a common fault with all women, but it is most conspicuous in the Americans. They have the knack of
finding out things without your being aware of it, and if they should want to know your history they will learn all
about it after a few minutes’ conversation. They are good detectives, and I think they should be employed in that
line more than they are.
*
A nation’s reputation depends upon the general character of its women, for they form at least half, if not more,
of the population. In this respect America stands high, for the American woman is lively, open-hearted and ingenuous; she is also fearless, independent, and is almost without restraint. She is easily accessible to high and low,
and friendly to all, but woe to the man who should misunderstand the pure and high character of an American girl,
and attempt to take liberties with her.
To a stranger, and especially to an Oriental, she is a puzzle.
Some years ago I had to disabuse the false notion of a countryman of mine respecting a lady’s behavior toward
him. The keen observer will find that the American girl, having been educated in schools and colleges with boys,
naturally acts more freely than her sisters in other countries, where great restraint is imposed upon them. Her
actions may be considered as perilously near to the border of masculinity, yet she is as far from either coarseness
or low thoughts as is the North from the South Pole.
The Chinese lady is as pure as her American sister, but she is brought up in a different way; her exclusion keeps
her indoors, and she has practically no opportunity of associating with male friends. A bird which has been confined in a cage for a long time, will, when the door is opened, fly far away and perhaps never return, but if it has
been tamed and allowed to go in and out of its cage as it pleases it will not go far, but will always come back in
the evening.
When my countrywomen are allowed more freedom they will not abuse it, but it will take some little time to
educate them up to the American standards.
6
This is a big subject. Its exhaustive treatment would require a large volume. In a little chapter such as this I
have no intention of doing more than to cast a glance at its cuff buttons and some of the frills on its shirt. Those
who want a thesis must look elsewhere.
Now what is Civilization? According to Webster it is
the act of civilizing or the state of being civilized; national culture; refinement.
Civilization began with the domestication of animals,

says Alfred Russell Wallace,\fn{1823-1913, British naturalist} but whether for the animal that was domesticated or for the
man domesticating it is not clear. In a way the remark probably applies to both, for the commencement of culture, or
the beginning of civilization, was our reclamation from a savage state. Burke says:
Our manners, our civilization, and all the good things connected with manners and civilization have in this European world of
ours depended for ages upon two principles—the spirit of a gentleman, and the spirit of religion.\fn{ Edmund Burke (17291797) Reflections on the Revolution in France. “Their liberty is not liberal. Their science is presumptuous ignorance. Their humanity is
savage and brutal.” he noted in the same essay. This is now I see Conservative politicians in my country today—particularly when I
hear creatures like Donald Trump deny that climate change is actually taking place; or observe the vociferous racism of many of their
denunciations of President O’Bama; or note the Brown Shirt-mentality behind their much vaunted “libertarianism” which, as W puts it
is “incompatible with democracy and apologetic towards autocracy.” Their avariciousness for power may succeed in doing away with
the Great Internal Peace that is the real binding force holding my couny together; it is not impossible, some 20 years or so down the
line, for their attitudes to precipitate some sort of serious social warfare within the country. }

We often hear people, especially Westerners, calling themselves “highly civilized,” and to some extent they
have good grounds for their claim, but do they really manifest the qualifications mentioned by Burke?
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Are they indeed so “highly civilized” as to be in all respects worthy paragons to the so-called semi-civilized naions?
Have not some of their policies been such as can be characterized only as crooked and selfish actions which less
civilized peoples would not have thought of?
I believe that every disinterested reader will be able to supply confirmatory illustrations for himself, but I will
enforce the point by giving a few Chinese ideals of a truly civilized man:
“He guards his body as if holding jade”—

i.e., he will not contaminate himself with mental or moral filth.
“He does not gratify his appetite, nor in his dwelling place does he seek ease”—

i.e., he uses the physical without being submerged by it.
“Without weapons he will not attack a tiger, nor will he dare to cross a river without a boat”—

in other words, he will never ruin himself and his family by purely speculative practices. He will
“send charcoal in a snowstorm, but he will not add flowers to embroidery”—

meaning that he renders timely assistance when necessary, but does not curry favor by presents to those who do not need them.
Our most honored heroes are said to have made their virtue “brilliant” and one of them engraved on his bathtub the axiom:
“If you can renovate yourself one day, do so from day to day. Let there be daily renovation.”

Our ideal for the ruler is that the regulation of the state must commence with his regulation of himself.
*
It is too often forgotten that civilization, like religion, originally came from the East.
Long before Europe and America were civilized, yea while they were still in a state of barbarism, there were
nations in the East, including China, superior to them in manners, in education, and in government; possessed of a
literature equal to any, and of arts and sciences totally unknown in the West. Self-preservation and self-interest
make all men restless, and so Eastern peoples gradually moved to the West, taking their knowledge with them;
Western people who came into close contact with them learned their civilization. This fusion of East and West
was the beginning of Western civilization.
A Chinese proverb compares a pupil who excels his teacher to the color green, which originates from blue, but
is superior to it. This may aptly be applied to Westerners, for they originally learned literature, science, and other
arts from the East; but they have proven apt pupils and have excelled their old masters. I wish I could find an
apothegm concerning a former master who went back to school and surpassed his clever pupil. The non existence
of such a maxim probably indicates that no such case has as yet occurred, but that by no means proves that it
never will.
*
Coming now to particulars, I would say that one of the distinguishing features in the American people which I
much admire is their earnestness and perseverance. When they decide to take up anything, whether it be an invention
or the investigation of a difficult problem, they display indomitable perseverance and patience.
Mr. Edison,\fn{Thomas Alva Edison (1847-1931) American inventor} for example, sleeps, it is said, in his factory, and is
inaccessible for days when he has a problem to solve, frequently even forgetting food and sleep. I can only compare
him to our sage Confucius, who, hearing a charming piece of music which he wanted to study, became so engrossed
in it that for many days he forgot to eat, while for three months he did not know the taste of meat.
[Carrying on this tradition of intense involvement in personal inquiry some 100 years later, Mr. Horace
Bradley, \fn{Horace Herbert Bradley (1943- ) American compiler } working all alone, with no a priori training in his chosen
field of endeavor, with no knowledge of languages other than his own, and with no financial help or official
connection with institutions of higher education, succeeded in creating—over a period of ten years and to a depth of
fifty ancient tongues—the world’s leading authority in the Chrisitian apocrypha—the introduction, table of contents
and bibliography of which may be found at Google under the title Fragments of the New Testament (in its paper
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copy, 975 pages). He has since then completed a data base of 7,021 pieces of literature compiled in 40,592 pages
covering all 196 idedpendent countries and the 36 colonial dependencies of his world—half of them written by
authors born between 1900 and 1999 and half by authors born between about 1680-1899; half of them written by
female writers and half of them by males—for a projected Protocol of World Peace (this on the supposition that the
secret to world peace has not yet been discovered, but is still concealed as a linguistic pattern somewhere within the
written language which can be discovered with computer analysis of language itself). He also compiled the most
modern English translations of The Sacred Scriptures of the Five Monotheisms (to quote his title) presently in use
throughout the world today, covering the Jewish, Christian, Muslim, Sikh and Baha’i religions (to which some 53%
of the world’s population pretend officially to adhere). 2,520 pages. There also survives by his hand a compilation of
infancy gospels entitled The Infancy and Childhood of Jesus, an examination of 26 Infancy Naarratives written
between the first and the twelfth century of the Christian Era, with a criticial examination and location of their
manuscript evidence, together with a presentation of their surviving texts, according to their probable date of
creation (236 pages); the Critical Attitude to Monotheism, which seeks to define what is meant by the monotheistic
concept in terms of those writings officially received into a canon of sacred scripture by orthodox religious authority
representing Judaism, Christianity, Islam, the Sikh Religion and the Baha’i Faith; and examines each of the 66 books
of the Jewish and Christian Protestant canon from a form-critical point of view (108 pages); and a volume of
Technical Papers (180 pages). Considering that none of these works were begun before the compiler was 40 years of
age, and the magnitude of handicaps which he worked under—for he was also subject to periodic bouts of
depression which required extended hospitalization and was dependent for most of his life on contributions from his
family and the State welfare system for his food, clothing and shelter, Mr. Bradley’s magnum opus in terms of
breadth and depth of accomplishment is a brilliant testimony to what can be accomplished by a single individual
willing to spend (by his estimation) between eight and ten hours a day at his work for nearly 33 years.]
The dauntless courage of the aviators, not only in America, but in Europe also, is a wonderful thing. “The toll of the
air,” in the shape of fatal accidents from aviation, mounts into the hundreds, and yet men are un-deterred in the pursuit
of their investigations. With such intrepidity, perseverance, and genius, it is merely a question of time, and I hope it
will not be long, until the art of flying, either by aeroplanes or airships, will be perfectly safe. When that time arrives I
mean to make an air trip to America, and I anticipate pleasures from the novel experience such as I do not get from
travelling by land or sea.
The remarkable genius for organization observable anywhere in America arouses the visitor’s enthusiastic admiration. One visits a mercantile office where a number of men are working at different desks in a large room, and marvels at the quiet and systematic manner in which they perform their tasks; or one goes to a big bank and is amazed at
the large number of customers ever going in and coming out. It is difficult to calculate the enormous amount of
business transacted every hour, yet all is done with perfect organization and a proper division of labor, so that any
information required is furnished by the manager or by a clerk, at a moment’s notice. I have often been in these
places, and the calm, quiet, earnest way in which the employees performed their tasks was beyond praise. It showed
that the heads who organized and were directing the institutions had a firm grasp of multiplex details.
We Chinese have a reputation for being good business men. When in business on our own account, or in partnership with a few friends, we succeed marvelously well; but we have yet much to learn regarding large concerns such as
corporations or joint stock companies. This is not to be wondered at, for joint stock companies and corporations as
conducted in the West were unknown in China before the advent of foreign merchants in our midst. Since then a few
joint stock companies have been started in Hong Kong, Shanghai, and other ports; these have been carried on by the
Chinese exclusively, but the managers have not as yet mastered the systematic Western methods of conducting such
concerns. Even unpractised and inexpert eyes can see great room for improvement in the management of these businessses.
Here, I must admit, the Japanese are ahead of us. Take, for instance, the Yokohama Specie Bank: it has a paidup capital of ¥30,000,000\fn{Thirty million yen, or yuan (symbol for both currencies) } and has branches and agencies not
only in all the important towns in Japan, but also in different ports in China, London, New York, San Francisco,
Honolulu, Bombay, Calcutta and other places. It is conducted in the latest and most approved scientific fashion;
its reports and accounts, published half-yearly, reveal the exact state of the concern’s financial position and,
incidentally, show that it makes enormous profits.\fn{ Even so, its assets were transferred to the Bank of Tokyo in 1946.W,H}
True, several Chinese banks of a private or official nature have been established, and some of them have been
doing a fair business, but candor compels me to say that they are not conducted as scientifically as is the
Yokohama Specie Bank, or most American banks. Corporations and joint stock companies are still in their infancy
in China; but Chinese merchants and bankers, profiting by the mistakes of the past, will doubtless gradually
improve their systems, so that in the future there will be less and less cause to find fault with them.
*
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One system which has been in vogue within the last ten or twenty years in America, and which has lately
figured much in the limelight, is that of “Trusts.”
Here, again, it is only the ingenuity of Americans which could have brought the system to such gigantic
proportions as to make it possible for it to wield an immense influence over trade, not only in America but in
other countries also. The main object of the Trust seems to be to combine several companies under one direction,
so as to economize expenses, regulate production and the price of commodities by destroying competition. Its
advocates declare their policy to be productive of good to the world, inasmuch as it secures regular supplies of
commodities of the best kind at fair and reasonable prices.
On the other hand, its opponents contend that Trusts are injurious to the real interests of the public, as small
companies cannot compete with them, and without healthy competition the consumer always suffers.
Where experts differ it were perhaps wiser for me not to express an opinion lest I should show no more
wisdom than the boy who argued that lobsters were black and not red because he had often seen them swimming
about on the seashore, but was confuted by his friend who said he knew they were red and not black for he had
seen them on his father’s dinner table.
The fact, however, which remains indisputable, is the immense power of wealth. No one boycotts money. It is
something no one seems to get enough of. I have never heard that multi-millionaires like Carnegie or Rockefeller
ever expressed regrets at not being poor, even though they seem more eager to give money away than to make it.
Most people in America are desirous for money, and rush every day to their business with no other thought than to
accumulate it quickly. Their love of money leaves them scarcely time to eat, to drink, or to sleep; waking or
sleeping they think of nothing else. Wealth is their goal and when they reach it they will probably be still unsatisfied.
The Chinese are, of course, not averse to wealth. They can enjoy the jingling coin as much as anyone, but
money is not their only thought. They carry on their business calmly and quietly, and they are very patient. I trust
they will always retain these habits and never feel any temptation to imitate the Americans in their mad chase
after money.
*
There is, however, one American characteristic my countrymen might learn with profit, and that is the recognition of the fact that punctuality is the soul of business. Americans know this; it is one cause of their success.
Make an appointment with an American and you will find him in his office at the appointed time. Everything to
be done by him during the course of the day has its fixed hour, and hence he is able to accomplish a greater
amount of work in a given time than many others.
The Chinese, unfortunately, have no adequate conceptions of the value of time. This is due, perhaps, to our
mode of reckoning. In the West a day is divided into twenty-four hours, and each hour into sixty minutes, but in
China it has been for centuries the custom to divide day and night into twelve “periods” of two hours each, so that
an appointment is not made for a particular minute, as in America, but for one or other of these two-hour periods.
This has created ingrained habits of unpunctuality, which clocks and watches and contact with foreigners are
slow to remove. The time-keeping railway is, however, working a revolution, especially in places where there is
only one train a day, and a man who misses that has to wait for the morrow before he can resume his journey.
Some years ago a luncheon—“tiffin” we call it in China\fn{ After the British}—was given in my honor at a Peking restaurant by a couple of friends; the hour was fixed at noon sharp. I arrived on the stroke of twelve, but
found that not only were none of the guests there, but that even the hosts themselves were absent. As I had several
engagements I did not wait, but I ordered a few dishes and ate what I required. None of the hosts had made their
appearance by the time I had finished, so I left with a request to the waiter that he would convey my thanks.
Knowing the unpunctuality of our people, the conveners of a public meeting will often tell the Chinese that it
will begin an hour or two before the set time, whereas foreigners are notified of the exact hour. Not being aware
of this device I once attended a conference at the appointed time, only to find that I had to wait for over an hour. I
protested that in future I should be treated as a foreigner in this regard.
*
As civilized people have always found it necessary to wear clothes I ought not to omit a reference to them
here, but in view of what has already been said in the previous chapter I shall at this juncture content myself with
quoting Mrs. M. S. O. Nichols, an English lady who has written on this subject. She characterizes the clothing of
men as unbeautiful, but she principally devotes her attention to the dress of women. I quote the following from
her book:
The relation of a woman’s dress to her health is seldom considered, still less is it contemplated as to its effect upon the
health of her children; yet everyone must see that all that concerns the mothers of our race is important. The clothing of
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woman should be regarded in every aspect if we wish to see its effect upon her health, and consequently upon the health of
her offspring. The usual way is to consider the beauty or fashion of dress first, its comfort and healthfulness afterward, if at
all. We must reverse this method. First, use; then beauty, flowing from, or in harmony with, use. That is the true law of life.

On page 23 she continues:
A great deal more clothing is worn by women in some of fashion’s phases than is needed for warmth, and mostly in the
form of heavy skirts dragging down upon the hips. The heavy trailing skirts also are burdens upon the spine. Such evils of
women’s clothes, especially in view of maternity, can hardly be over-estimated. The pains and perils that attend birth are
heightened, if not caused, by improper clothing. The nerves of the spine and the maternal system of nerves become diseased together.

And on page 32 she writes:
When I first went to an evening party in a fashionable town, I was shocked at seeing ladies with low dresses, and I cannot even now like to see a man, justly called a rake, looking at the half-exposed bosom of a lady. There is no doubt that too
much clothing is an evil, as well as too little; but clothing that swelters or leaves us with a cold are both lesser evils than
the exposure of esoteric charms to stir the already heated blood of the roue. What we have to do, as far as fashion and the
public opinion it forms will allow, is to suit our clothing to our climate, and to be truly modest and healthful in our attire.

Mrs. Nichols, speaking from her own experience, has naturally devoted her book largely to a condemnation of
woman’s dress, but man’s dress as worn in the West is just as bad. The dreadful high collar and tight clothes which
are donned all the year round, irrespective of the weather, must be very uncomfortable.
Men wear nearly the same kind of clothing at all seasons of the year. That might be tolerated in the frigid or
temperate zones, but should not the style be changed in the tropical heat of summer common to the Eastern countries? I did not notice that men made much difference in their dress in summer; I have seen them, when the thermometer was ranging between 80 and 90, wearing a singlet shirt, waistcoat and coat. The coat may not have been
as thick as that worn in winter, still it was made of serge, wool or some similarly unsuitable stuff. However hot the
weather might be it was seldom that anyone was to be seen on the street without a coat. No wonder we frequently
hear of deaths from sunstroke or heat, a fatality almost unknown among the Chinese.
Chinese dress changes with the seasons, varying from the thickest fur to the lightest gauze. In winter we wear
fur or garments lined with cotton wadding; in spring we don a lighter fur or some other thinner garment; in summer we use silk, gauze or grass cloth, according to the weather. Our fashions are set by the weather; not by the arbitrary decrees of dressmakers and tailors from Peking or elsewhere. The number of deaths in America and in Eu rope every year resulting from following the fashion must, I fear, be considerable, although of course no doctor
would dare, in his death certificate, to assign unsuitable clothing as the cause of the decease of a patient.
Even in the matter of dressing, and in this twentieth century, “might is right.” In the opinion of an impartial observer the dress of man is queer, and that of woman, uncouth; but as all nations in Europe and America are wearing
the same kind of dress, mighty Conventionality is extending its influence, so that even some natives of the East have
discarded their national dress in favor of the uglier Western attire. If the newly adopted dress were, if no better than,
at least equal to the old one in beauty and comfort, it might be sanctioned for the sake of uniformity, as suggested in
the previous chapter; but when it is otherwise why should we imitate?
Why should the world assume a depressing monotony of costume?
Why should we allow nature’s diversities to disappear?
Formerly a Chinese student when returning from Europe or America at once resumed his national dress, for if he
dared to continue to favor the Western garb he was looked upon as a “half-foreign devil.” Since the establishment of
the Chinese Republic in 1911, this sentiment has entirely changed, and the inelegant foreign dress is no longer considered fantastic; on the contrary it has become a fashion, not only in cities where foreigners are numerous, but even in interior towns and villages where they are seldom seen.
Chinese ladies, like their Japanese sisters, have not yet, to their credit be it said, become obsessed by this new fashion,
which shows that they have more common sense than some men. I have, however, seen a few young and foolish girls imitating the foreign dress of Western women. Indeed this craze for Western fashion has even caught hold of our legislators in
Peking, who, having fallen under the spell of clothes, in solemn conclave decided that the frock coat, with the tall-top hat,
should in future be the official uniform; and the swallow-tail coat with a white shirt front the evening dress in China.
I need hardly say that this action of the Peking Parliament aroused universal surprise and indignation. How could the
scholars and gentry of the interior, where foreign tailors are unknown, be expected to dress in frock coats at formal ceremonies, or to attend public entertainments in swallow-tails?
Public meetings were held to discuss the subject, and the new style of dress was condemned as unsuitable. At the same
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time it was thought by many that the present dresses of men and women leave much room for improvement. It should be
mentioned that as soon as it was known that the dress uniform was under discussion in Parliament, the silk, hat and other
trades guilds, imitating the habits of the wide-world which always everywhere considers self first, fearing that the contemplated change in dress might injuriously affect their respective interests, sent delegates to Peking to “lobby” the members
to “go slow” and not to introduce too radical changes.
The result was that in addition to the two forms of dress above mentioned, two more patterns were authorized, one for
man’s ordinary wear and the other for women, both following Chinese styles, but all to be made of home-manufactured
material. This was to soothe the ruffled feelings of the manufacturers and traders, for in purchasing a foreign suit some of
the materials at least, if not all, must be of foreign origin or foreign make.
During a recent visit to Peking I protested against this novel fashion, and submitted a memorandum to President Yuan
with a request that it should be transmitted to Parliament. My suggestion is that the frock-coat and evening dress regulation
should be optional, and that the Chinese dress uniform as sketched by me in my memorandum should be adopted
as an alternative. I am in hopes that my suggestion will be favorably considered.
The point I have taken is that Chinese diplomats and others who go abroad should, in order to avoid curiosity,
and for the sake of uniformity, adopt Western dress, and that those who are at home, if they prefer the ugly change,
should be at liberty to adopt it, but that it should not be compulsory on others who object to suffering from cold in
winter, or to being liable to sunstroke in summer. I have taken this middle course in order to satisfy both sides; for
it would be difficult to induce Parliament to abolish or alter what has been so recently fixed by them.
The Chinese dress, as is well known all over the world, is superior to that worn by civilized people in the West,
and the recent change favored by the Chinese is deplored by most foreigners in China. The following paragraph,
written by a foreign merchant and published in one of the Shanghai papers, expresses the opinion of almost all intelligent foreigners on this subject:
Some time back the world was jubilant over the news that among the great reforms adopted in China was the dis carding of the Chinese tunic, that great typical national costume. “They are indeed getting civilized,” said the gos sip; and one and all admired the energy displayed by the resolute Young China in coming into line with the CIVILIZED world, adopting even our uncomfortable, anti-hygienic and anti-esthetic costume.
Foreign “fashioned” tailor shops, hat stores, shoemakers, etc., sprang up all over the country. When I passed
through Canton in September last, I could not help noticing also that those typical streets lined with boat-shaped,
high-soled shoes, had been replaced by foreign-style boot and shoemakers.
Undoubtedly the reform was gaining ground and the Chinese would have to be in the future depicted dressed up
as a Caucasian.
In my simplicity I sincerely confess I could not but deplore the passing away of the century-old tunic, so esthetic,
so comfortable, so rich, so typical of the race. In my heart I was sorry for the change, as to my conception it was not
in the dress where the Chinese had to seek reform. …

I agree with this writer that it is not in the domain of dress that we Chinese should learn from the Western peoples.There are many things in China which could be very well improved, but certainly not dress.
*
The question has often been asked “Which are the civilized nations?” And the answer has been, “All Europe and
America.” To the query, “What about the nations in the East?” the answer has been made that, with the exception of
Japan, who has now become a great civilized power, the other nations are more or less civilized. When the matter is
further pressed and it is asked, “What about China?” the general reply is, “She is semi-civilized,” or in other words, not
so civilized as the nations in the West.
Before pronouncing such an opinion justifiable, let us consider the plain facts.
I take it that civilization inculcates culture, refinement, humane conduct, fair dealing and just treatment. Amiel\fn
{Probably Henri Frédéric Amiel (1821-1881) Swiss philosopher} says,
Civilization is first and foremost a moral thing.

There is no doubt that the human race, especially in the West, has improved wonderfully within the last century.
Many inventions and discoveries have been made, and men are now able to enjoy comforts which could not have
been obtained before.
From a material point of view we have certainly progressed, but do the “civilized” people in the West live longer
than the so-called semi-civilized races?
Have they succeeded in prolonging their lives?
Are they happier than others?
I should like to hear their answers. Is it not a fact that Americans are more liable to catch cold than Asiatics; with
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the least change of air, and with the slightest appearance of an epidemic are they not more easily infected than Asiatics? If so, why? With their genius for invention why have they not discovered means to safeguard themselves so that
they can live longer on this earth? Again, can Americans say that they are happier than the Chinese? From personal
observation I have formed the opinion that the Chinese are more contented than Americans, and on the whole happier;
and certainly one meets more old people in China than in America.
Since the United States of America is rich, well governed, and provided with more material comforts than China,
Americans, one would think, should be happier than we are, but are they? Are there not many in their midst who are
friendless and penurious? In China no man is without friends, or if he is, it is his own fault.
Virtue is never friendless,

said Confucius, and, as society is constituted in China, this is literally true. If this is not so in America I fear there is
something wrong with that boasted civilization and that their material triumphs over the physical forces of nature have
been paid dearly for by a loss of insight into her profound spiritualities. Perhaps some will understand when I quote
Lao Tsze’s address to Confucius on “Simplicity”:
The chaff from winnowing will blind a man. Mosquitoes will bite a man and keep him awake all night, and so it is
with all the talk of yours about charity and duty to one’s neighbor, it drives one crazy. Sir, strive to keep the world in its
original simplicity—why so much fuss? The wind blows as it listeth, so let virtue establish itself. The swan is white
without a daily bath, and the raven is black without dyeing itself. When the pond is dry and the fishes are gasping for
breath it is of no use to moisten them with a little water or a little sprinkling. Compared to their original and simple
condition in the pond and the rivers it is nothing.

Henry Ward Beecher\fn{1813-1887, American abolitionist, clergyman and social reformer} says,
wealth may not produce civilization, but civilization produces money,

and in my opinion while wealth may be used to promote happiness and health it as often injures both.
Happiness is the product of liberality, intelligence and service to others, and the reflex of happiness is health. My
contention is that the people who possess these good qualities in the greatest degree are the most civilized.
Now civilization, as mentioned in the previous chapter, was born in the East and travelled westward. The law of
nature is spiral, and inasmuch as Eastern civilization taught the people of the West, so Western civilization, which is
based upon principles native to the East, will return to its original source.
No nation can now remain shut up within itself without intercourse with other nations; the East and the West can
no longer exist separate and apart. The new facilities for transportation and travel by land and water bring all nations,
European, American, Asiatic, and African, next door to each other, and when the art of aviation is more advanced and
people travel in the air as safely as they now cross oceans, the relationships of nations will become still closer.
*
What effect will this have on mankind?
The first effect will be, I should say, greater stability. As interests become common, destructive combats will vanish.
All alike will be interested in peace.
It is a gratifying sign that within recent years the people of America have taken a prominent part in peace movements, and have inaugurated peace congresses, the members of which represent different sections of the country. Annual gatherings of this order must do much to prevent war and to perpetuate peace, by turning people’s thoughts in the
right direction.
Take, for instance, the Lake Mohonk Conference on International Arbitration,\fn{1895-1916; insrumental in the creation of
the Permanent Court of Arbitration at The Hague} which was started by a private gentleman, Mr. A. K. Smiley, who was wont
every year to invite prominent officials and others to his beautiful summer place at Lake Mohonk for a conference. He
has passed away, to the regret of his many friends, but the good movement still continues, and the nineteenth annual
conference was held under the auspices of his brother, Mr. Daniel Smiley. Among those present, there were not only
eminent Americans, such as Dr. C. W. Eliot, President Emeritus of Harvard University, Ex-American Ambassador C.
Tower, Dr. J. Taylor, President of Vassar College, and Dr. Lyman Abbott, but distinguished foreigners such as J. A.
Baker, M.P., of England, Herr Heinrich York Steiner, of Vienna, and many others.
Among the large number of people who support this kind of movement, and the number is increasing every
day, the name of Mr. Andrew Carnegie stands out very prominently This benevolent gentleman is a most vigorous
advocate of International Peace, and has spent most of his time and money for that purpose. He has given ten million dollars in gold for the purpose of establishing the Carnegie Peace Fund; the first paragraph in his long letter
to the trustees is worthy of reproduction, as it expresses his strong convictions:
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I have transferred to you, as Trustees of the Carnegie Peace Fund, ten million dollars of five percent mortgage bonds,
the revenue of which is to be administered by you to hasten the abolition of international war, the foulest blot upon our
civilization. Although we no longer eat our fellowmen nor torture our prisoners, nor sack cities, killing their inhabitants,
we still kill each other in war like barbarians. Only wild beasts are excusable for doing that in this the Twentieth Century
of the Christian era, for the crime of war is inherent, since it decides not in favor of the right, but always of the strong.
The nation is criminal which refuses arbitration and drives its adversary to a tribunal which knows nothing of righteous
judgment.

I am glad to say that I am familiar with many American magazines and journals which are regularly published to
advocate peace, and I have no doubt that in every country similar movements are stirring, for the nations ar beginning
to realize the disastrous effects of war. If I am not mistake however, Americans are the most active in this matter. The
Permanent Court of Arbitration at The Hague, whose members belong to nearly every nation, is a significant index of
the spirit of the times.
Yet what an irony of fate that while people are so active in perpetuating peace they cannot preserve it. Look at the
recent wars in Europe, first between Italy and Turkey, and afterward in the Balkans, to say nothing of disturbances in
China and other parts of the world. It is just like warning a child not to take poison and then allowing him to swallow
it and die.
Sensible men should consider this question calmly and seriously. We all agree as to the wickedness of war and yet
we war with one another; we do not like war yet we cannot help war. There is surely some hidden defect in the
way we have been brought up.
*
Is not the slogan of nationality, to a great extent, the root of the evil?
Every schoolboy and schoolgirl is taught the duty of devotion, or strong attachment, to his or her own country, and
every statesman or public man preaches the doctrine of loyalty to one’s native land; while the man who dares to
render service to another country, the interests of which are opposed to the interests of his own land, is denounced a
traitor. In such cases the individual is never allowed an opinion as to the right or wrong of the dispute. He is expected
to support his own country and to cry at all times,
“Our country, right or wrong.”
A politician’s best chance to secure votes is to gloss over the faults of his own party or nation, to dilate on the
wickedness of his neighbors and to exhort his compatriots to be loyal to their national flag. Can it be wondered at that
men who are imbued with such doctrines become selfish and narrow-minded and are easily involved in quarrels with
other nations?
Patriotism is, of course, the national life. Twenty-four centuries ago, speaking in the Greek colony of Naxos, Pythagoras described this emotion in the following eloquent passage:
Listen, my children, to what the State should be to the good citizen. It is more than father or mother, it is more than
husband or wife, it is more than child or friend. The State is the father and mother of all, is the wife of the husband and the
husband of the wife. The family is good, and good is the joy of the man in wife and in son. But greater is the State, which is
the protector of all, without which the home would be ravaged and destroyed. Dear to the good man is the honor of the
woman who bore him, dear the honor of the wife whose children cling to his knees; but dearer should be the honor of the
State that keeps safe the wife and the child. It is the State from which comes all that makes your life prosperous, and gives
you beauty and safety. Within the State are built up the arts, which make the difference between the barbarian and the man. If
the brave man dies gladly for the hearthstone, far more gladly should he die for the State.

But only when the State seeks the good of the governed, for said Pythagoras on another occasion:
Organized society exists for the happiness and welfare of its members; and where it fails to secure these it stands ipso
facto condemned.

But today, should the State be at war with another, and any citizen or section of citizens believe their own country wrong and the opposing nation wronged, they dare not say so, or if they do they run great risk of being punished
for treason. Men and women, though no longer bought and sold in the market place, are subjected to subtler forms
of serfdom. In most European countries they are obliged to fight whether they will or not, and irrespective of their
private convictions about the dispute; even though, as is the case in some European countries, they may be citizens
from compulsion rather than choice, they are not free to abstain from active participation in the quarrel.
Chinese rebellions are said to “live on loot,” i.e. on the forcible confiscation of private property, but is that
worse than winning battles on the forcible deprivation of personal liberty? This is nationalism gone mad! It fosters
the desire for territory grabbing and illustrates a fundamental difference between the Orient and the Occident.
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With us government is based on the consent of the governed in a way that the Westerner can hardly understand,
for his passion to expand is chronic. Small nations which are over-populated want territory for their surplus population; great nations desire territory to extend their trade, and when there are several great powers to divide the spoil
they distribute it among themselves and call it “spheres of influence,” and all in honor of the god Commerce.
In China the fundamentals of our social system are brotherhood and the dignity of labor.
*
What, I ask, is the advantage of adding to national territory?
Let us examine the question calmly. If a town or a province is seized the conqueror has to keep a large army to
maintain peace and order, and unless the people are well disposed to the new authority there will be constant trouble and friction. All this, I may say, in passing, is opposed to our Confucian code, which bases everything on reason and abhors violence. We would rather argue with a mob and find out, if possible, its point of view, than fire on
it. We have yet to be convinced that good results flow from the use of the sword and the cannon. Western nations
know no other compulsion.
If, however, the acquisition of new territory arises from a desire to develop the country and to introduce the
most modern and improved systems of government, without ulterior intentions, then it is beyond praise, but I fear
that such disinterested actions are rare. The nearest approach to such high principle is the purchase of the Philippine
Islands by the United States. I call it “purchase” because the United States Government paid a good price for the
islands after having seized the territory. The intentions of the Government were well known at the time.
Since her acquisition of those islands, America has been doing her best to develop their resources and expand their
trade. Administrative and judicial reforms have been introduced, liberal education has been given to the natives, who
are being trained for self-government. It has been repeatedly and authoritatively declared by the United States that as
soon as they are competent to govern themselves without danger of disturbances, and are able to establish a stable
government, America will grant independence to those islands. I believe that when the proper time comes she will
fulfill her word, and thus set a noble example to the world.
*
The British in Hong Kong afford an illustration of a different order, proving the truth of my contention that, excepting as a sphere for the exercise of altruism, the acquisition of new territories is an illusive gain.
When Hong Kong was ceded to Great Britain at the conclusion of a war in which China was defeated, it was a bare
island containing only a few fishermen’s huts. In order to make it a trading port and encourage people to live there, the
British Government spent large sums of money year after year for its improvement and development, and through the
wise administration of the local Government every facility was afforded for free trade. It is now a prosperous British
colony with a popula-tion of nearly half a million.\fn{This was in 1913. In 2013 this was 7,188,000 people:H}
But what have been the advantages to Great Britain? Financially she has been a great loser, for the island which she
received at the close of her war with China was for many years a great drain on her national treasury. Now Hong Kong
is a self-supporting colony, but what benefits do the British enjoy there that do not belong to everyone else? The colony
is open to all foreigners, and every right which a British merchant has is equally shared with everyone else. According
to the census of 1911, out of a population of 456,739 only 12,075 were non-Chinese, of whom a small portion were
British; the rest were Chinese. Thus the prosperity of that colony depends upon the Chinese who, it is needless to say,
are in possession of all the privileges that are enjoyed by British residents. It should be noticed that the number of
foreign (i.e. non-British) firms and stores have been, and are, increasing, while big British hongs\fn{Trading companies}
are less numerous than before. Financially, the British people have certainly not been gainers by the acquisition of
that colony.
Of course I shall be told that it adds to the prestige of Great Britain, but this is an empty, bumptious boast
dearly paid for by the British tax-payer.
From an economic and moral point of view, however, I must admit that a great deal of good has been done by
the British Government in Hong Kong. It has provided the Chinese with an actual working model of a Western system of government which, notwithstanding many difficulties, has succeeded in transforming a barren island into a
prosperous town, which is now the largest shipping port in China. The impartial administration of law and the
humane treatment of criminals cannot but excite admiration and gain the confidence of the natives. If the British
Government, in acquiring the desert island, had for its purpose the instruction of the natives in a modern system of
government, she is to be sincerely congratulated, but it is feared that her motives were less altruistic.
These remarks apply equally, if not with greater force, to the other colonies or possessions in China under the
control of European Powers, as well as to the other colonies of the British Empire, such as Australia, New Zealand,
Canada, and others which are called “self-governing dominions”.
The Imperial Government feels very tender toward these colonists, and practically they are allowed to manage
their affairs as they like. Since they are so generously treated and enjoy the protection of so great a power, there is no
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fear that these self-governing dominions will ever become independent of their mother country; but if they ever
should do so, it is most improbable that she would declare war against them, as the British people have grown wiser
since their experience with the American colonists. British statesmen have been awakened to the necessity of winning
the good-will of their colonists, and within recent years have adopted the policy of inviting the Colonial premiers to
London to discuss questions affecting Imperial and Colonial interests.
*
Imperial federation seems to be growing popular with the British and it is probable that in the future England,
Scotland, Wales, and Ireland will each have its own parliament, with an Imperial Parliament, sitting at Westminster,
containing representatives from all parts of the British Empire, but America is the only nation which has added to her
responsibilities with the avowed purpose of making semi-civilized tribes independent, self-governing colonies, and
America is almost the only great power that has never occupied or held territory in China.
*
Let me ask again what is the object of nations seeking new possessions? Is it for the purpose of trade? If so, the
object can be obtained without acquiring territory. In these days of enlightenment anyone can go to any country and
trade without restriction, and in the British colonies the alien is in the same position as the native. He is not hampered by “permits” or other “red-tape” methods.
Is it for the purpose of emigration? In Europe, America and all the British colonies, so far as I know, white people, unless they are paupers or undesirables, can emigrate to any country and after a short period become naturalized.
Some statesmen would say that it is necessary for a great power to have naval bases or coaling stations in several
parts of the world. This presupposes preparations for war; but if international peace were maintained, such possessions would be useless and the money spent on them wasted. In any case it is unproductive expenditure.
It is the fashion for politicians (and I am sorry to find them supported by eminent statesmen) to preach the doctrine of armaments; they allege that in order to preserve peace it is necessary to be prepared for war, that a nation
with a large army or navy commands respect, and that her word carries weight.
This argument cuts both ways, for a nation occupying such a commanding position may be unreasonable and a
terror to weaker nations. If this high-toned doctrine continues where will it end? We shall soon see every nation arming to the teeth for the sake of her national honor and safety, and draining her treasury for the purpose of building
dreadnaughts and providing armaments. When such a state of things exists can international peace be perpetuated?
Will not occasion be found to test those war implements and to utilize the naval and military men?
When you purchase a knife don’t you expect to use it?
Mr. Lloyd George, the English Chancellor of the Exchequer, in a speech in which he lamented the ever-increasing but unnecessary expenditure on armaments, said in Parliament:
I feel confident that it will end in a great disaster—I won’t say to this country, though it is just possible that it may end in a
disaster here.

A man with a revolver sometimes invites attack, lest what was at first intended only for a defense should become a menace.
*
When discussing the craze of the Western nations for adding to their territories I said that white people can emigrate
to any foreign country that they please, but it is not so with the yellow race.
It has been asserted with authority that some countries are reserved exclusively for the white races, and with this
object in view laws have been enacted prohibiting the natives of Asia from becoming naturalized citizens, besides
imposing very strict and almost prohibitory regulations regarding their admission. Those who support such a policy
hold that they, the white people, are superior to the yellow people in intellect, in education, in taste, and in habits, and
that the yellow people are unworthy to associate with them.
Yet in China we have manners, we have arts, we have morals, and we have managed a fairly large society for
thousands of years without the bitter class hatreds, class divisions, and class struggles that have marred the fair progress
of the West.
We have not enslaved our lives to wealth.
We like luxury, but we like other things better.
We love life more than chasing imitations of life.
*
Our differences of color, like our differences of speech, are accidental, they are due to climatic and other influences.
We came originally from one stock. We all started evenly, Heaven has no favorites. Man alone has made differences
between man and man, and the yellow man is no whit inferior to the white people in intelligence.
80

During the Russo-Japan War was it not the yellow race that displayed the superior intelligence?
I am sometimes almost tempted to say that Asia will have to civilize the West over again. I am not bitter or sarcastic,
but I do contend that there are yet many things that the white races have to learn from their colored brethren. In India,
in China, and in Japan there are institutions which have a stability unknown outside Asia.
Religion has apparently little influence on Western civilization; it is the corner-stone of society in all Asiatic civilizations. The result is that the colored races place morality in the place assigned by their more practical white confreres to
economic propositions.
We think, as we contemplate the West, that white people do not understand comfort because they have no leisure to
enjoy contentment; THEY measure life by accumulation, WE by morality. Family ties are stronger with the so-called colored races than they are among the more irresponsible white races; consequently the social sense is keener among
the former and much individual suffering is avoided. We have our vices, but these are not peculiar to US; and,
at least, we have the merit of being easily governed. Wherever there are Chinese colonies the general verdict
is:
“The Chinese make good citizens.”
This is what the late Sir Robert Hart,\fn{ 1835-1911, second Inspector-General of China's Imperial Maritime Custom Service
(1863-1911) who “oversaw the development of the Service and its activities to its fullest form”:W } to whom China owes her Customs organization, said about us:
They are well-behaved, law-abiding, intelligent, economical, and industrious; they can learn anything and do anything; they are punctiliously polite, they worship talent, and they believe in right so firmly that they scorn to think it requires to be supported or enforced by might; they delight in literature, and everywhere they have their literary clubs and
coteries for learning and discussing each other’s essays and verses; they possess and practise an admirable system of
ethics, and they are generous, charitable, and fond of good work; they never forget a favor, they make rich return for any
kindness, and though they know money will buy service, a man must be more than wealthy to win esteem and respect;
they are practical, teachable, and wonderfully gifted with common sense; they are excellent artisans, reliable workmen,
and of a good faith that everyone acknowledges and admires in their commercial dealings; in no country that is or was,
has the commandment “Honor thy father and thy mother” been so religiously obeyed, or so fully and without exception
given effect to, and it is in fact the keynote of their family, social, official and national life, and because it is so their days
are long in the land God has given them.

The cry of “America for the Americans” or “Australia for the Australians” is most illogical, for those people
were not the original owners of the soil; with far greater reason we in the far East might shout, “China for the
Chinese,” “Japan for the Japanese.” I will quote Mr. T. S. Sutton, English Secretary of the Chinese-American
League of Justice, on this point.
The most asinine whine in the world is that of “America for the Americans” or “China for the Chinese,” etc. It is
the hissing slogan of greed, fear, envy, selfishness, ignorance and prejudice. No man, no human being who calls
himself a man, no Christian, no sane or reasonable person, should or could ever be guilty of uttering that despicable
wail. God made the world for all men, and if God has any preference, if God is any respecter of persons, He must
surely favor the Chinese, for He has made more of them than of any other people on the globe. “America for the aboriginal Indians” was once the cry. Then when the English came over it changed to “America for the English,” later
“America for the Puritans,” and around New Orleans they cried “America for the French.” In Pennsylvania the slogan
was “America for the Dutch,” etc., but the truth remains that God has set aside America as “the melting pot” of the
world, the land to which all people may come, and from which there has arisen, and will continue to rise, a great
mixed race, a cosmopolitan nation that may, if it is not misled by prejudice and ignorance, yet lead the world.

Although Mr. Sutton’s phraseology is somewhat strong, his arguments are sound and unanswerable.
*
I now pass to some less controversial aspects of my theme, and note a praiseworthy custom that is practically
unknown in the Far East. I refer to the habit of international marriages which are not only common in cosmopolitan
America, but are of daily occurrence in Europe also, among ordinary people as well as the royal families of Europe, so
that nearly all the European courts are related one to the other.
This is a good omen for a permanent world-peace. There have been some marriages of Asiatics with Europeans and
Americans, and they should be encouraged. Everything that brings the East and West together and helps each to understand the other better, is good.
The offspring from such mixed unions inherit the good points of both sides. The Head Master of the Queen’s College in Hong Kong, where there are hundreds of boys of different nationalities studying together, once told me that formerly at the yearly examination the prizes were nearly all won by the Chinese students, but that in later years when
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Eurasian boys were admitted, they beat the Chinese and all the others, and generally came out the best. Not only in
school, but in business also they have turned out well.
It is well known that the richest man in Hong Kong is a Eurasian. It is said that the father of Aguinaldo, the wellknown Philippine leader, was a Chinese. There is no doubt that mixed marriages of the white with the yellow races will
be productive of good to both sides.
*
But do Chinese really make good husbands? my lady friends ask. I will cite the case of an American lady.
Some years ago a Chinese called on me at my Legation in Washington accompanied by an American lady and a
girl. The lady was introduced to me as his wife and the girl as his daughter; I naturally supposed that the lady was
the girl’s mother, but she told me that the girl was the daughter of her late intimate friend, and that after her death,
knowing that the child’s father had been a good and affectionate husband to her friend, she had gladly become his
second wife, and adopted his daughter.
Those who believe in reincarnation (and I hope most of my readers do, as it is a clue to many mysteries) understand that when people are reincarnated they are not always born in the same country or continent as that in which
they lived in their previous life. I have an impression that in one of my former existences I was born and brought up
in the United States.
In saying this I do not express the slightest regrets at having now been born in Asia. I only wish to give a hint to
those white people who advocate an exclusive policy that in their next life they may be born in Asia or Africa, and
that the injury they are now inflicting on the yellow people they may themselves have to suffer in another life.
*
While admitting that we Chinese have our faults and that in some matters we have much to learn, especially from
the Americans, we at least possess one moral quality, magnanimity, while the primal virtues of industry, economy,
obedience, and love of peace, combined with a “moderation in all things”, are also common among us. Our people
have frequently been slighted or ill-treated but we entertain no revengeful spirit, and are willing to forget. We believe
that in the end right will conquer might. Innumerable as have been the disputes between Chinese and foreigners it can
at least be said, without going into details, that we have not, in the first instance, been the aggressors.
Let me supply a local illustration showing how our faults are always exaggerated.
Western people are fond of horse-racing. In Shanghai they have secured from the Chinese a large piece of ground,
where they hold race meetings twice a year, but no Chinese are allowed on the grand-stand during the race days. They
are provided with a separate entrance, and a separate enclosure, as though they were the victims of some infectious
disease. I have been told that a few years ago a Chinese gentleman took some Chinese ladies into the grand-stand and
that they misbehaved; hence this discriminatory treatment of Chinese.
It is proper that steps should be taken to preserve order and decency in public places, but is it fair to interdict
the people of a nation on account of the misconduct of two or three? Suppose it had been Germans who had
misbehaved themselves (which is not likely), would the race club have dared to exclude Germans from sharing
with other nations the pleasures of the races?
In contrast with this, let us see what the Chinese have done.
Having learned the game of horse-racing from the foreigners in China, and not being allowed to participate, they
have formed their own race club, and, with intention, have called it the “International Recreation Club.” This Club
has purchased a large tract of land at Kiangwan, about five miles from Shanghai, and has turned it into a race-course,
considerably larger than that in Shanghai. When a race meeting is held there, IT IS OPEN TO FOREIGNERS AS WELL AS
CHINESE, in fact complimentary tickets have even been sent to the members of the foreign race club inviting their
attendance.
Half of the members of the race committee are foreigners, while foreigners and Chinese act jointly as stewards
and judges; the ponies that run are owned by foreigners as well as by Chinese, and Chinese jockeys compete with
foreign jockeys in all the events. A most pleasing feature of these races is the very manifest cordial good feeling
which prevails throughout the races there.
The Chinese have been dubbed ‘semi-civilized and heathenish,’ but the ‘International Recreation Club’ and the
Kiangwan racecourse display an absence of any desire to retaliate and sentiments of international friendship such as
it would, perhaps, be difficult to parallel.
Should such people be denied admission into Australia, Canada, or the United States?
Would not the exclusionists in those countries profit by association with them?
*
The immigration laws in force in Australia are, I am informed, even more strict and more severe than those in the
United States. They amount to almost total prohibition; for they are directed not only against Chinese laborers but are
so operated that the Chinese merchant and student are also practically refused admission. In the course of a lecture
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delivered in England by Mrs. Annie Besant in 1912 on “The citizenship of colored races in the British Empire,” while
condemning the race prejudices of her own people, she brought out a fact which will be interesting to my readers,
especially to the Australians. She says,
In Australia a very curious change is taking place. Color has very much deepened in that clime, and the Australian has
become very yellow; so that it becomes a problem whether, after a time, the people would be allowed to live in their own
country. The white people are far more colored than are some Indians.

In the face of this plain fact is it not time, for their own sake, that the Australians should drop their cry against yellow people and induce their Parliament to abolish, or at least to modify, their immigration laws with regard to the yellow race? Australians are anxious to extend their trade, and they have sent commercial commissioners to Japan and
other Eastern countries with the view to developing and expanding commerce. Mr. J.B. Suttor, Special Commissioner
of New South Wales, has published the following advertisement:
NEW SOUTH WALES.
The Land of Reward for Capital Commerce and Industry.
Specially subsidized steamers now giving direct service between Sydney,
THE PREMIER COMMERCIAL CENTER OF AUSTRALIA,
AND SHANGHAI.
Thus offering special facilities for Commerce and Tourists.
NEW SOUTH WALES PRODUCTS
ARE STANDARDS OF EXCELLENCE.

Commerce and friendship go together, but how Australians can expect to develop trade in a country whose
people are not allowed to come to visit her shores even for the purposes of trade, passes my comprehension. Perhaps, having heard so much of the forgiving and magnanimous spirit of the Chinese, Australians expect the Chinese to greet them with smiles and to trade with them, while being kicked in return.
*
I believe in the doctrine of the universal brotherhood of men.
It is contrary to the law of creation that some people should shut out other people from portions of the earth solely
from motives of selfishness and jealousy; the injury caused by such selfish acts will sooner or later react on the doers.
“Every man is his own ancestor. We are preparing for the days that come, and we are what we are today on account
of what has gone before.”
The dog-in-the-manger policy develops doggish instincts in those who practise it; and, after all, civilization without
kindness and justice is not worth having. In conclusion, I will let the English poet, William Wordsworth, state
“Natur’s case.”
Listen to these noble lines from the ninth canto of his Excursion:
Alas! what differs more than man from man,
And whence that difference? Whence but from himself?
For see the universal Race endowed
With the same upright form. The sun is fixed
And the infinite magnificence of heaven
Fixed, within reach of every human eye;
The sleepless ocean murmurs for all years;
The vernal field infuses fresh delight
Into all hearts. Throughout the world of sense,
Even as an object is sublime or fair,
That object is laid open to the view
Without reserve or veil; and as a power
Is salutary, or an influence sweet,
Are each and all enabled to perceive
That power, that influence, by impartial law,
Gifts nobler are vouchsafed alike to all;
Reason, and, with that reason, smiles and rears;
Imagination, freedom in the will;
Conscience to guide and check; and death to be
Foretasted, immortality conceived
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By all—a blissful immortality,
To them whose holiness on earth shall make
The Spirit capable of heaven, assured. …
The smoke ascends
To Heaven as lightly from the cottage hearth
As from the haughtiest palace. He whose soul
Ponders this true equality, may walk
The fields of earth with gratitude and hope;
Yet, in that meditation, will he find
Motive to sadder grief, as we have found;
Lamenting ancient virtues overthrown,
And for the injustice grieving, that hath made
So wide a difference between man and man.
280.41 Excerpt from The Story Of A Chinese Oxford Movement\fn{by Ku Hung-ming (1857-1928)} Penang, Strait
Settlements, Malaysia (M) 12
1
The Hanlin Academy in Peking was the Oxford of China—the seat of the flower of the intellectual aristocracy
of the country. It was therefore in the Hanlin Academy that the movement which I have called the Chinese Oxford
movement\fn{In a sociological and political analogy to the English Oxford Movement, “an influential and controversial grouping of
Anglicans who wished to return to the Church of England many Catholic beliefs and liturgical rituals from before the English
Reformation.”:W,H} had its headquarters. The young Hanlins who joined and supported this Chinese Oxford move-

ment were called the Ching-liu-tang—the party of National Purification.
This National Purification movement in China, like the Oxford movement in England, was a Confucian High
Church Tory revival. The object of the movement, while opposing the introduction of foreign methods and foreign ideas favoured then by Li Hung-chang and the Chinese Liberals, was to purify the currents of national life by
calling upon the nation to live more strictly according to the Confucian principles. In order to make people understand this Chinese Oxford movement, it is necessary for me first to explain at some length the organism of the
Chinese social body, or social order, in China.
*
Matthew Arnold divided the English nation into three classes—Barbarians, Philistines and Populace. The Chinese nation may also be divided into three classes. The Barbarians in China are the Manchus—the Aristocracy by
birth. The Philistines in China are the Chinese educated class, from whom are recruited the literati. The Populace
in China are the lower middle class living in cities and the working class from whom are recruited the rich merchants and compradores,\fn{The native managers of European business houses in East and South East Asia and, by extension, social
groups that play broadly similar roles in other parts of the world } the Aristocracy, it may be called, by the power of industry.
The characteristic and strength of the Manchu Aristocracy is heroism or nobility of character. The characteristic and strength of the Chinese literati is power of intelligence. The characteristic and strength of the populace or
working class in China is power of industry or hard work. Confucius says,
The power of conscientious hard work is the characteristic of men of moral character.

Matthew Arnold calls it Hebraism. That is the power of industry of the populace, or working class, in China. Confucius says again,
Love of learning is the characteristic of men of intellectual character.

Matthew Arnold calls it Hellenism. That is the power of intelligence of the Chinese literati. Lastly, Confucius
says,
Sensitiveness to shame is the characteristic of men of brave or heroic character.

That is the heroism or nobility of character of the Manchu Aristocracy. The Manchus, being the descendants of the
only military caste in China, have more than the Chinese heroism or nobility of character, because their fathers
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were soldiers. Militarism more than anything else stimulates the growth of nobility of character, because a true
soldier has constantly before him the ideal of self-sacrifice, and self-sacrifice is at the bottom of all nobility of
character.
In a healthy and normal state of society in China, the nation has to depend first upon the power of industry of
the people or working class to produce food and other necessary commodities for the national material well-being.
The nation has next to depend upon the power of intelligence of the Chinese literati to train, educate and regulate
the power of industry of the people and properly to distribute the product of that industry. Lastly, and most important of all, the nation has to depend upon the nobility of character of the Manchu Aristocracy to direct—to see that
the power of industry of the people is nobly directed, to noble purposes.
In short the power of industry of the people in China has to produce; the power of intelligence of the Chinese
literati has to educate; and the nobility of the Manchu Aristocrocy has to direct the power of industry of the people to a noble national life—to a noble civilisation.
Foreigners who have travelled in the interior of China and seen the remains of bridges and canals in the country, will understand what I mean by noble direction of national life—the direction of the power of industry of the
people as regards things material to noble purposes. As for things of the mind, works such as the great K’ang-hsi
dictionary will attest sufficiently to the nobility of character of the early Manchu Emperors and their ability to
direct the power of industry of the mind of the nation to noble purposes.
*
The long long peace, however, which preceded the coming of foreigners into China produced its natural and
inevitable results. The nobility of character of the Manchu aristocracy for want of the stimulating power of active
military service, stagnated and became impaired. As for the Chinese literati, the strenuous effort of mind required
for the literary examination, it is true, still gave exercise to their power of intelligence. But for want of the tonic
stimulus of the earlier strong inspiring Manchu influence, the power of intelligence of the Chinese literati also became very much impaired. The quantity of intelligence was there, but the quality was gone. One can see this very
plainly when one compares the literature—especially the poetry of the early K’ang-hsi period with that of later
times when the Manchu influence became weak. In fact the power of intelligence of the Chinese literati, without
the strong ennobling Manchu influence to give it tone, lost its delicacy and became coarse and ignoble .\fn{Note in
the text: Intelligence without delicacy and sweetness in its pure native state, is what the English call common sense. This common sense, or
intelligence without delicacy and sweetness, when strained and hardened by overwork, is what Carlyle calls the beaver intelligence—the
intelligence of people whom Matthew Arnold calls Philistines. The common sense, or intelligence without delicacy or sweetness, when
sharpened by appetite is what Carlyle calls the vulpine intelligence. The beaver or Philistine intelligence is useful for routine work, such as
collecting customs dues, making statistics, &c., but it should never be entrusted with power in any work connected with education, because
it can educate the mind, but not the character—the head but not the heart, of the people. Confucius speaking of education says: “With fear
and trembling take care of the heart of the people: that is the the root of the matter in education—that is the highest education.” The vulpine
intelligence, again, is useful for building railways, cotton mills and electric machines, but it should never be entrusted with power in any
work connected with civilisation—because it is not humane and does not know what compassion is. Mahommed says: “God has put
compassion in your hearts.” It is because this vulpine intelligence or common sense without delicacy and sweetness sharpened by appetite
—which is now the supreme power controlling the lives of nations and the destiny of civilisation—does not know what compassion is, that
we can explain why educated and civilised, men cannot see and understand that it is not only immoral and wrong, but bad taste, bad form,
to seek only to increase the comforts, luxuries and splendour of life for ourselves, while other human beings around us are actually starving
or living on the bare necessities of life, and in order to increase those comforts, luxuries and splendour, to force trade and railways upon
other nations regardless of their national life. Emerson says: “To live with some rigour of temperance or some extreme of generosity, seems
to be an asceticism which common good nature would appoint to those who are at ease and in plenty in sign that they feel a brotherhood
with the great multitude of suffering men.”}

The only national power of the Chinese nation left unimpaired after the long peace then, as it is now, was the
power of industry, the power of hard work of the working class. Nevertheless even the unimpaired power of industry of the common people in China without the intelligent training and regulation by the literati, became not
only coarse but less productive.
But what was still worse than the want of intelligent training and regulation for the industry of the people, was
the loss of noble direction. The power of industry of the hard working class in China, without the Manchu nobility
of character to direct it to noble purposes, was wasted for ignoble purposes, i.e., it was not directed to produce
things necessary for the health of the body and beauty of the soul of the people in the nation, but to produce things
merely to stimulate and satisfy the pleasures of the senses and cravings of vanity, in fact to produce means of
comfort, luxury and ostentation.
*
Ruskin spent all his life to convince people that political economy is a moral science and its object should be to
teach men and nations, not how to make money but how to spend money. Indeed, the financial distress of China
and the economic sickness of the world today is not due to want or insufficiency of productive power, to want of
manufactures and railways, but to ignoble and wasteful consumption. Ignoble and wasteful consumption in com85

munities as in nations means the want of nobility of character in the community or nation to direct the power of
industry of the people to noble purposes. Where there is nobility of character in a community or nation, people
will know how to spend their money, how to spend their money for noble purposes. When people know how to
spend their money for noble purposes, they will care not for the what, but for the how—not for the bigness,
grandeur or showiness, but for the taste, for the beauty of their life surroundings. When people in a nation or community with sufficient nobility of character to care only for the tastefulness and beauty of their life surroundings,
they will want little to satisfy them and in that way will not waste the power of industry of the people such as in
building big ugly houses and making long useless roads. When the power of industry of the people in a community or nation is nobly directed and not wasted, then the community or nation is truly rich not in money or
possession of big ugly houses, but rich in the health of the body and beauty of the soul of its people. Goethe says,
Every gift is valuable and ought to be unfolded. When one encourages the beautiful alone, and another encourages
the useful alone, it takes them both to form a nation. The useful encourages itself; for the multitude produces it and no
one can dispense with it. The beautiful must be encouraged; for few can set it forth and many need it.

Therefore, things which Yuan Shih K’ai and Dr. Morrison want for China such as coal, iron, cheap soap, cheap
trams, wireless telegraphy—things which Goethe calls the useful, need not be encouraged. But things which the
late Empress-Dowager wanted for China, such as the beauty of her Summer Palace, the Confucian Analects, Chinese poetry and even the eight legged essays—things which Goethe calls the beautiful, have to be encouraged; for
few can set them forth and not only many, but all need them.

For without the things which Goethe calls the beautiful, there is no nobility of character, and without nobility
of character, as we have seen, the power of industry of the people in a nation will be wasted in ignoble and wasteful consumption. When the power of industry of the people in a nation or community is wasted in ignoble and
wasteful consumption, then all the comforts, luxuries and splendour of the life of that nation or community are
like the Dead Sea apples of Sodom and Gomorrah, spendid on the outside, but full of bitterness, ashes and death
in the core.
Thus, at the time of which we are now speaking, after the long peace just before the coming of foreigners, the
now renowned splendid life of comfort, luxury and gaiety in such cities as Soochow and Hangchow showed very
plainly that there was the cancer of ignoble and wasteful consumption in the nation owing, as I have said, to the
loss of power of the Manchu nobility of character to direct the power of industry of the people to noble purposes.
Now ignoble and wasteful consumption not only wastes the power of industry of the people, but it makes a just
distribution of the fruit of that industry difficult. When the fruit of the people’s industry is not justly distributed,
then the rich become richer and the poor poorer.
This was the state of China when foreigners first came with their trade and opium into the country. The quick
and easy way to make a fortune which foreign trade and opium opened to the merchant and compradore class on
the sea coasts, very soon swelled the size and increased the inflammation of the cancer of ignoble and wasteful
consumption already in the nation, and made a just distribution of the fruit of the people’s industry not only difficult, but impossible. Thus, while the rich and the parasites in the cities who feed on the rich become rich and richer the people in the country who cannot become parasites, not only become poor and poorer, but cannot even live.
When the people in a nation, except the rich and their parasites, find that after they have strained to the utmost
their power of industry they cannot even keep their body and soul together—then the one only thing left for the
people to do, is to get mad, rise up and violently tear up the national cancer which, as we have seen, showed its
symptoms most plainly in such cities as Soochow and Hangchow.
The tearing up of the national cancer of ignoble wasteful consumption in China at the time, is now known as
the Taiping rebellion.\fn{A note reads: The tearing up of the national cancer in China by the Taiping rebellion began in the South,
near Canton, because it was there that the inflammation of the national cancer became suddenly acute owing to the civilising influence of
foreign trade and English opium. The tearing up of the cancer by the Boxer explosion—for as we shall see such also was the inner meaning
of that short but terrible explosion—began and took place in Tientsin because it was there the people felt most acutely the inflammation of
the cancer of Li Hung Chang and his progress and new learning }

*
When the convulsion of the Taiping rebellion came, the Manchu aristocracy became helpless. The reason for
this was not because the Manchu aristocracy had entirely lost their heroism or nobility of character. Foreigners
who will read the account of the battle at Petang in the Ango-French North China expedition of 1860 can see in
the splendid gallantry of the Manchu troops that the readiness to face death without turning back was still there in
the Manchu aristocracy. But the real reason why the Manchu aristocracy became helpless before the Taiping
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rebels was because while the Manchu aristocracy had nobility of character on their side, the Taiping rebels had fanaticism on theirs.
Now what is fanaticism?
Fanaticism is nobility of human nature gone mad.
The strong sense of indignation against social wrongs had stirred up the nobility of-character also in the stolid
Chinese nature of the Taiping rebels and made them mad. Therefore against the fanaticism or noble madness of
the Taiping rebels, the heroism and power of haughty resistance of the Manchu aristocracy were worse than useless. That is also the reason, I may remark here, why the old noblesse of Europe, with all their splendid high spirit
and other great moral qualities, have always been and even to this day are so helpless against revolution and revolutionists.
The haughtiness of an aristocrat may awe an ignoble mob of foolish apprentices and shopkeepers, but all the
heroism and the finest fighting quality of an aristocrat who cannot or will not see the social wrongs of the people
can do nothing against God’s justice, which is always at the bottom of a revolution in Russia or a riot in Shanghai.
Right and wrong, justice and injustice, get so mixed up in riots and revolutions that you require the eye to see as
well as the hand to strike; otherwise you may break your mailed fist, even if the mail be of the best Krupp steel,
against God’s justice.
In short, in order to deal effectively with fanaticism or nobility of human nature gone mad, to deal with mad
men, what is required above everything, is intelligence—the power of intelligence. Therefore when the Taiping
rebellion came, the Manchu aristocracy becoming helpless before the fanaticism of these rebels, the late EmpressDowager had to call to her aid the power of intelligence of the Chinese literati and depended wholly upon them to
put down the rebellion.
In this way the ruling power or the State, as Matthew Arnold calls it, i.e., the real power of initiative and direction in the State in China passed from the hands of the Manchu aristocracy into the hands of the Chinese literati.
The centre of influence or head-quarters of the Manchu aristocracy is in Peking. The head-quarters of the Chinese
literati on the other hand is in the provinces. The passing of power from the Manchu aristocracy to the Chinese
literati therefore meant the transference of the real power of government from Peking to the provinces. This was
the beginning and is the true raison d'être\fn{Reason for being; cause:H} of the state of decentralisation which many
foreigners have observed in the present government of China.
The abuses and evils of decentralisation at the time, however, were stopped by the personality of one great
Chinese literati—the late Marquis Tseng Kuo-fan (father of the Marquis Tseng who went to England as Minister).
The great Marquis became the doyen of the Chinese literati, and being invested with almost absolute power by the
late Empress-Dowager, was virtually a dictator in China during the whole period of the Taiping rebellion.
Under his leadership the Chinese literati nobly responded to the call of the Empress-Dowager. These literati
took off their long gowns, and knowing nothing of the art of war and unaccustomed as they had been to physical
hardships, they yet strenuously set themselves to overcome all difficulties. They at first by their superior intelligence checked the impetuosity of the Taiping fanatics, and as they gradually learnt the art of war, succeeded at
last in putting out the conflagration of the Taiping rebellion.\fn{ A note reads: The great Marquis Tseng Kuo-fan said: “I made
the young literati of our schools lead the peasantry to put down the rebellion.” }
2
The Taiping Rebellion in China was a counterpart of the French Revolution in Europe; both were a breaking
up of an unjust rotten social order. As after the French Revolution in Europe, so in China after the Taiping Rebellion, the ruling power in the state passed from the aristocracy to the middle class. Moreover the stir caused by the
breaking up of a social order always brings about with it also the breaking up of the force of habit, routine and old
custom in men’s minds.
People after a revolution are able to take a freer and independent way of looking at things. This free and independent way of looking at things is what is called Liberalism. When the intellect of a nation is thus freed from the
bondage of routine and old custom, the national intellect at once becomes active and alive.
Thus we find in China at the time of the Taiping rebellion as in Europe during the French Revo lution, there
was an intellectual quickening and glow all over the country.
In the beginning while this intellectual glow lasted, the great Chinese literati were able to direct and keep the
forces let loose in restraint and to organise them into some order. But when soon the intellectual glow died out, the
forces let loose (still calling themselves Liberalism) not only shaped themselves in any way, but ran into wrong
and ill-directed ruts, which tended to impair the national life.
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It was to call these loose flying and ill-directed forces into order according to the strict Confucian principles
that the movement which I have called the Chinese Oxford movement arose in China.
*
This Chinese Oxford movement was chiefly directed against Li Hung-chang—the Lord Palmerston of the
Chinese middle class Liberalism. Li Hung-chang had succeeded the great Marquis Tseng Kuo-fan as the doyen of
the Chinese literati. When the great Chinese literati had put down the Taiping rebellion, they had still two very
difficult problems to solve. The first was a work of reconstruction—the practical problem of social and
administrative reorganisation. The other was the problem of what measures to take to meet the coming of the
Europeans with the destructive forces of their modern, intensely materialistic civilisation.
The first problem—the practical work of social and administrative reorganisation—the great literati of China
at the time carried out, if not with perfect thoroughness, yet with a rapidity and success which was very credi table.
In a very short time, after the final suppression of the Taiping rebellion, the whole administrative and social machinery in China was again in working order, and there was peace and order throughout the length and breadth of
the immense Empire.
In dealing with the other problem however—the problem, namely, how to deal with the destructive forces of
modern European civilisation—the great Chinese literati utterly failed. The Chinese literati were as helpless before the destructive forces of the modern materialistic civilisation of Europe as the middle class in England were
before the ideas and doctrines of the French Revolution.
To deal effectively with the destructive forces of modern European civilisation, required expansion on the part
of the Chinese literati. But the literati in China, brought up under the influence of the narrow Confucian Puritanism of the Sung Dynasty, had no idea of what expansion meant. The only idea the Chinese literati had of expansion in view of the coming of the modern European civilisation was that China must obtain modern guns and
ships of war. That was the Chinese literati’s idea of expansion.
There was, however, in China at the time one great man who had a true idea of expansion and he was a Manchu. While the Chinese literati were busy building arsenals and trying to manufacture modern guns, Wen Chiang,
who was then Prime Minister and first President of the Tseng-li Yamen, founded the Tung Wen Kuan, a College
intended to give Chinese youths a thorough European education.
It is true that Marquis Tseng Kuofan also later on was induced to send 120 students to be educated in America.
But the Great Marquis’s conception of a European education was a very hazy and narrow one as compared with
that of the great Manchu statesman. Marquis Tseng Kuo-fan and the Chinese literati wanted the students to go
abroad to learn to make guns and to be able to man the ships of war. The great Manchu statesman had a different
conception of a European education. Anyone who wants to know what .a broad and noble conception the great
Manchu statesman had of the work which he intended his Tung Wen Kuan to do, should read his conversation
with the U. S. Minister reported in the Diplomatic Correspondence published by the U. S. Government.
But unfortunately the carrying out of this great Manchu statesman’s true idea of expansion for the salvation of
China was entrusted to the Inspector of Customs, now Sir Robert Hart. Instead of obtaining the services of first
class, thoroughly competent men for this most important educational institution upon which the future salvation
of China depended, Sir Robert Hart appointed one of his personal friends, an American ex-missionary, to be
President of the Tung Wen Kuan College. Thus the Tung Wen Kuan College, instead of being a source of light,
enlightenment and expansion for the Chinese nation, became merely a second class boarding school for poor, starving, good-for-nothing young men.
In fact, there were at one time in China two men in whose hands lay the salvation of the Chinese nation. But
unfortunately both these two men were, as Matthew Arnold would say, Philistines. Hinc illae lacrymae.\fn{ Hence
these tears} Whatever may be said of the services which Sir Robert Hart and Li Hung-chang have undoubtedly rendered to China, yet the utter indifference and neglect with which Sir Robert Hart treated the interests of the Tung
Wen Kuan College and all educational matters in China and the way Li Hung-chang treated the 120 returned American students will always redound to the everlasting disgrace of these two men.
As Li Hung-chang believed for the salvation of China in guns and warships Sir Robert Hart believed, above all
things, in a big revenue for China. Of these two conceptions of the source of a nation’s greatness, I venture to
think that Sir Robert Hart’s conception is even a narrower, baser, and ignobler one. than that of Li Hung-chang.
*
We have seen that the Chinese literati’s conception. and idea of expansion for China was to obtain modern
guns and ships of war. In order to carry out this programme of expansion, Li Hung-chang had attracted round him
men of the rich, lower middle and compradore classes who had made money by foreign trade; and these men all
showed an inclination to favour what they called progress in the direction of adopting foreign ways and methods.
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Their crude ideas of adopting foreign ways and methods however had all the vulgarity and hideousness which
Matthew Arnold speaks of in the English middle class Liberalism. This vulgarity and hideousness of course
shocked the flower of the intellectual aristocracy in the Hanlin Academy—the Oxford of China.
In this way, the Oxford movement became intensely anti-foreign. It was anti-foreign, not because these scholars hated foreigners; it was anti-foreign, because these scholars saw before their eyes that the foreign ways and
methods of Li Hung-chang and his entourage were hideously vulgar and demoralising.
This is the moral basis of the anti-foreign spirit of the true Chinese literati.
The Dr. Newman\fn{A reference to John Henry Hewman (1801-1890) at one time a leader and polemicist of the Oxford Movement (qv.) which he believed he began with a sermon on July 9, 1833, but which he subsequently formally left when he converted to Roman Catholicism on October 9, 1845, if not actually prior to this with the publication of Tract 90, a “ detailed examination of the ThirtyNine Articles [which] suggested that their framers directed their negations not against Catholicism’s authorised creed, but only against popular errors and exaggerations.”:W,H} of the Oxford movement in China was the late Li Hung-tsao, then President of the

Hanlin Academy. He was not a great thinker, but he was, like Dr. Newman, a man of great sweetness of temper
and purity of character. The present generation of literati to this day\fn{ This book was published in 1912} speak of him
not only with respect, but with affection. After his death, the late Empress-Dowager canonised him with the honorific Wencheng—“Gentle and blameless.”
The two most famous men connected with this Chinese Oxford movement were the late Chang Pei-lun, the
hero of the Foochow naval battle, and the late Imperial Chancellor Chang Chi-tung. The other well-known men of
this Oxford movement were the late Teng Chen-hsiu, Chen Pao-chen (recently called to Peking), Hsu Chihchiang, and the late Chen Ch’e-tai (Governor of Kiangsu, who died just the other day).
This Oxford movement in China became overwhelmingly strong just before the outbreak of the Tonking war.
After Li Hung-chang had made a muddle of the Fournier convention at Chefoo, these young Hanlins with the
country behind them lifted their voices and Li Hungchang was compelled to cower down and sulk for a time.
Then Chen Pao-chen was sent as Imperial Commissioner to negotiate with Patenotre at Kao Chang-miao in
Shanghai. Chang Pei-lun was sent to defend Foochow and Chang Chih-tung to defend Canton.
These young, hot-headed scholars without any experience of affairs, of course, made a mess of things. The
ultimate result was the French lost their patience and Admiral Courbet was ordered to blow up the Foochow
Arsenal fleet. Chang Pei-lun, like the Latin poet, threw away his shield and ran away to the hills for safety.
Chang Chih-tung was more fortunate.
The French did not go to Canton.
After the war, Li Hung-chang had again to come back to power, and the Chinese Oxford movement was thus
utterly broken. Chen Pao-chen, the Imperial Commissioner at Kao chang-miao, was dismissed, Chang Pei-lun, the
hero of the Foochow naval battle, was banished to work in the post roads. A still more ques tionable fate awaited
him after his return from banishment. He became the son-in-law of Li Hung-chang. Teng Chen-hsiu was sent to
delimit the Tonking frontier and immediately after retired from public life.
Hsu Chih-chiang was permanently shelved in the Hanlin Academy. He ultimately gave himself up to wine and
women and died quite young. Before his death he sent a violent impeachment against Chang Chih-tung, denouncing him in scathing terms for turning renegade to his early principles and for making up to Li Hung-chang.
*
The two men of the Oxford movement who escaped disgrace after the break-up of the party were Li Hung- tsao
and Chang Chih-tung. Li Hung-tsao remained in as great favour with the late Empress-Dowager as ever. As we
have seen, she canonised him after his death.
This little fact is a sign to me that the heart of the late Empress-Dowager was really with the Oxford movement. As the late Queen Victoria could not bear Lord Palmerston, so the late Empress-Dowager never really liked
Li Hung-chang, although she had to entrust the direction of affairs into his experienced hands. When Chang Peilun, the hero of the Foochow naval battle, returned from banishment and married Li Hung-chang’s daughter, Li
Hung-chang asked the Empress-Dowager to restore Chang Pei-lun to his rank. But the Empress-Dowager curtly
refused. She could not imagine how a man who had once belonged to the Oxford movement could possibly marry
the daughter of Li Hung-chang.
As I have called Li Hung-chang the Chinese Lord Palmerston, so I may call Chang Chih-tung the Gladstone of
China. Both are the products of the Oxford movement, one of the Oxford of China as the other of England.
Gladstone began as an Anglican High Church Tory and ended as a Home Ruler. Chang Chih-tung began as a
Confucian High Church Conservative and ended as an advocate of constitutional government.
Chang Chih-tung was a scholar, but like Gladstone, a scholar of superficial, not deep scholarship. In fact, both
of these men showed in the culture of their minds the weak point in both the English and Chinese Oxford movements.
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The weakness of the Oxford movement in both cases was that the movement concerned itself with ideas based
upon given principles, in England upon the principles of Christianity and in China upon the principles of Confucianism. The scholars of the Oxford movement in both cases took for granted that the given principles of Christianity and of Confucianism are true; they did not dare to test and ask if these given principles are true not by the
authority of Christ or Confucius but by the eternal nature of things.
In short, the Oxford movement both in China and in England never carried its thought to first principles. The
ideas of the Oxford movement in both cases, therefore, never reached down to the moral root of things. In this
sense the Oxford movement in both countries was not a true, but a superficial and sham intellectual illumination.
The scholars of the Oxford movement have not the vivifying ideas, the soul convictions of true thinkers, because
their ideas never reach down to the root of their moral being. This is the explanation why men of the Oxford
movement are so liable to change. Dr. Newman changed his religion. Gladstone and Chang Chih-tung changed
their politics over and over again.\fn{ The Oxford Movement saw what it believed to be a bankrupt religious establishment severed
from an originally Divine causality, and its solution to this perceived deviation from an originally God-given purpose was the
rapprochement which some time later came to be known as Anglo-Catholicism. (The “Dr. Newman” is certainly John Henry Newman, now
probably the first name that comes to mind as the leading exponent of this way of thinking, though there were many others at the time
equally sincere in their concern.):H}

In short, like Gladstone, Chang Chih-tung was not a thinker, but a great rhetorician, not a scholar in a true
sense, but a literati. But Chang Chih-tung as a man of the Oxford movement had an aptitude for ideas which Li
Hung-chang never had. Li Hung-chang was really a Philistine, but, like Lord Palmerston, an aristocratic Philistine. He had the outside polish and good form of the Hanlin Academy, the Oxford of China. But he had absolutely
no culture whatever beyond the routine education of the literary examination.
He made up, however, for his want of culture by industry and methodical application to business. His long and
multifarious experience in dealing with affairs supplied him with solid common sense, which enabled him to deal
with affairs with a firmer grasp than scholars with superficial and vacillating ideas like Chang Chih-tung.
After the French war Chang Chih-tung remained in Canton and while there he drifted from the principles of
the Oxford movement and became a Progressist. He and not Yuan Shih-kai was the true originator of the movement now known to foreigners as the Reform movement in China.
This Reform movement had three marked stages. The first stage was in the direction of Industrialism. Chang
Chih-tung conceived this in Canton and carried it out in Wuchang. The second stage began after the Japanese war
and it was in the direction of Militarism and military organisation. Chang Chih-tung organised a model Chinese
regiment officered by German officers at Woosung, near Shanghai. The third and last stage in the Reform
movement began after the Boxer outbreak and it was in the direction of the Westernisation of education.
*
We shall now see how, as in England, according to Matthew Arnold, it was the influence of Dr. Newman’s
Oxford movement which helped to break up the middle class Liberalism, so here in China it was also the influence of the Chinese Oxford movement which helped to pull down Li Hung-chang and his hideously vulgar and
corrupt oligarchy. The influence of the Oxford movement—the Oxford sentiment for beauty and sweetness—enabled and made Chang Chih-tung see and hate the vulgarity of the men whom Li Hung-chang employed to introduce foreign methods and the hideousness of their corruption.
Chang Chih-tung, with all men of the Oxford movement, was at first absolutely opposed to the introduction of
foreign methods because of the vulgarity and hideousness he saw accompanying those methods. But after the
French war, Chang Chih-tung saw that strict Confucian principles alone were useless against such things as Admiral Courbet’s ugly monster ships of war, with their terrible guns. Chang Chih-tung seeing this began to compromise. As he saw there was no way of escape from the necessity of adopting these hideous foreign methods, he
thought he would try to eliminate as much as possible the elements of vulgarity and hideousness of these methods.
I should like to say here, as a proof of Chang Chih-tung’s purity of motive and noble patriotism, that during the
terms of his Viceroyship both at Canton and Wuchang while he spent and, some people may say, squandered lavishly the public money to introduce foreign methods, he gave and spent as freely all his private fortune to establish great colleges and schools for stimulating the study of the Confucian principles which, he thought, were now
more necessary than ever to counteract the vulgarity and hideousness of the foreign methods which he was
obliged to introduce.
*
In this way Chang Chih-tung became a Progressist and the Progressive policy of Chang Chih-tung, a man of
the Oxford movement, was the current in the politics of China which first crossed, then checked, and finally broke
up and suppressed the vulgar middle-class Liberalism of Li Hung-chang and his corrupt oligarchy. In fact it was
the current of feeling created by the Oxford movement in China which contributed to swell the tide of secret dis90

satisfaction among all classes of the literati against the self-confident middle-class Liberalism of Li Hung-chang
and his oligarchy and thus prepared the way for its sudden collapse and final suppression after the Japanese war.
When Li Hung-chang came back from Japan with peace and dishonour, it was the tide of the secret dissatisfaction created by the Oxford movement which made old, staunch, bigoted Conservatives like the late Emperor’s
tutor Weng Tung-ho throw in their lot with the rising party of Radicals of Kang Yu-wei with all their fierce and
violent Jacobinism. Matthew Arnold says:
Violent indignation with the past, abstract systems of renovation applied wholesale, a new doctrine drawn up in
black and white for elaborating down to the very smallest details, a rational society for the future: these are the ways of
Jacobinism.

These were also the ways of Kung Yu-wei which the Rev. Timothy Richard and foreigners who called them selves friends of China so much admired.
Moreover, foreigners not only admired Kang Yu-wei and his ways, but foreign ministers in Peking tried to interfere with the free action of the late Empress-Dowager while she was trying her best to save the country from
the fierce and violent Jacobinism of Kang Yu-wei and his friends. To complicate the situation the common people, the whole peasantry of North China, rose up to support the Empress-Dowager against Kang Yu-wei and his
Jacobinism.
Foreigners mistake when they say that only the literati in China are anti-foreign and the common people are
not anti-foreign. In every country the common people are more conservative than the educated class. In China the
literati and the common people are equally anti-foreign and anti-progressive, the latter perhaps more so. The only
class in China who are not anti-foreign and anti-progressive are the compradore and parvenu class, who make
money from foreign trade.
Therefore the common people rose up against Kang Yu-wei’s Jacobinism because Kang Yu-wei’s Jacobinism
meant the wholesale Europeanisation of China. I am not sure how much, but it is certain that the secret influence
of the early Oxford movement in China helped to make the common people instinctively feel that Europeanisation
of China meant the bringing in of vulgarity and hideousness.
When, therefore, the common people saw that foreigners and foreign Powers were openly supporting Kang Yuwei’s Jacobinism, which to the people meant the bringing in of the demon of vulgarity and hideousness, what is
more natural than that the people, with that demon of vulgarity and hideousness like a nightmare on their souls,
should rise up and make a supreme effort to throw all foreigners in China into the sea?
That was the inner moral cause of the Boxer fanaticism.
The situation in Peking, therefore, became a most complicated and desperate one, which the late EmpressDowager was straining all the energy and power of her statesmanship to save. But the European diplomats in Peking, instead of sympathising with the Imperial Lady, dictated and bullied, bringing besides a handful of soldiers
to support their bullying and dictation. In order to fight against the fierce and violent Jacobinism of Kang Yu-wei
the Empress-Dowager had to call out the high spirit and power of haughty resistance of the Manchu aristocracy.
The late Mr. Michie\fn{Alexander Michie (1833-1902)} Scottish writer on China} in his book, The Englishman in China,
has shown that of all classes in China the Manchus are the least anti-foreign. But now the blood of the Manchu
race was up and when that blood with its high spirit and power of haughty resistance came face to face with the
bullying and dictation of the foreign diplomats, an explosion of course became inevitable. Thus great though the
late Empress-Dowager was, yet the German poet says,
“Against stupidity, even the gods fight in vain.”
*
During all all this very critical time, Chang Chih-tung had a very difficult part to play. The Jacobinism of Kang
Yu-wei had grown out of his programme of progress. Kang Yu-wei, Liang Ch’i-chao, the most brilliant of the
Jacobins, in fact nearly all the most prominent young Jacobins, were either pupils or special protégés of Chang
Chih-tung. When Kang Yu-wei first preached his Jacobinism after the Japanese war, he was immediately expelled
from Peking. It was the support given him by Chang Chih-tung which enabled Kang Yu-wei to go a second time
to Peking and captivate and convert the late Emperor Kuang Hsu to his course of Jacobinism.
But here again the influence of the Oxford movement saved Chang Chih-tung. That Oxford sentiment for
beauty and sweetness of which Matthew Arnold speaks made Chang Chih-tung hate the violence and fierceness,
the crudeness of Kang Yu-wei’s Jacobinism. Chang Chih-tung thus turned back upon Kang Yu-wei and the Jacobins just at the last moment.
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Liang Ch’i-chao, the most brilliant of the Jacobins, has since accused Chang Chih-tung of being, like Yuan
Shih-kai, an opportunist—of turning back upon the Jacobins after they had fallen. The accusation is absolutely
false and unjust.
I was myself present at a council called by the Viceroy Chang Chih-tung to consider what was to be done
against the Jacobinism of Kang Yu-wei who, in the name of the Emperor, was then beginning to pour out reform
decrees from Peking. I remember the occasion very well, because it was the first time that the Viceroy had admitted me into the inner Council of his intimate and confidential followers.
I had before this taken the liberty of pointing out to the Viceroy, from my personal knowledge of Kang Yu-wei,
the baseness of his character and the charlatanry of his schemes. I translated as well as I could to the Viceroy the
saying of Dr. Johnson:
Patriotism is the last refuge of a scoundrel.

The Viceroy, however, would not listen and told me that I did not understand Chinese politics. But now when
Kang Yu-wei’s Jacobinism showed its teeth, the Viceroy remembered me and therefore specially summoned me to
the Council of his intimate friends to consider what was to be clone.
This Council was held on the roof of the Cotton Mill at Wuchang. The Viceroy was very excited. I can still see
the old Viceroy walking up and down in the moonlight and repeating:
Pu-te-liau! Pu-te-liau!\fn{It is all up! It is all up!}

Our Council came to no decision.
I have given the above details in order to make it impossible for people to doubt my testimony on behalf of my
old chief against the accusation that he turned upon his friends the Jacobins like the real opportunist and renegade
Yuan Shih-kai. But what is still better, perhaps, than even my testimony to disprove this unjust accusation against
Chang Chih-tung, is his own famous “Tract,” or book, known to foreigners as Learn or, as it should be properly
translated, The Need of Education.
Foreigners think that this book of Chang Chih-tung’s proves his approval of Kang Yu-wei’s programme of
reform. It does nothing of the kind. This remarkable book, written immediately after our Council meeting on the
roof of the Wuchang Cotton Mill, was Chang Chih-tung’s manifesto against Kang Yu-wei’s Jacobinism, and, at
the same time, his apologia pro vita sua.\fn{Apology for his life; A defence of his life } The manifesto was to warn his
followers, and all the literati in China against Kang Yu-wei's method of reform by telling them that all such
reform must begin first with education. The Apologia is a statement of the reasons which led him to renounce his
early strict adherence to the Confucian principles and to favour and advocate the introduction of the methods of
Western Civilization.
*
This famous book of Chang Chih-tung’s, like Dr. Newman’s equally famous Apologia,\fn{1865} is a most
remarkable instance of the curious aberration of the human intellect. According to these two men truth and moral
principles of right and wrong are not absolute—not binding upon all men under all circumstances. For Dr. Newman, as Charles Kingsley has pointed out,
truth for its own sake need not and, on the whole, ought not to be a virtue of the Roman clergy.

With Chang Chih-tung, the Confucian principles are true and hold good absolutely for the life of the individual,
but not for the life of a nation in modern times. The teaching of Confucius lays it down that men and nations must
not set their heart on wealth, power and material prosperity. According to Confucius
a ruler must hold in low estimation the possession of worldly goods, but value moral qualities

But the new learning of modern Europe teaches that the basis of a man’s success in life and of a nation’s greatness
lies in the possession of wealth, power and material prosperity. According to the Rev. Timothy Richard,\fn{ 18451919, a Welsh Baptist missionary to China for 45 years} the most fervent apostle of the new learning in China,
an education which has no commercial valuer is absolutely useless
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Mencius, when asked by the King of Liang whether he had anything wherewith to further the interests of the
country, answered,
Why speak about interests? Let us rather speak of humanity and righteousness.

But the modern Christian missionary apostles of the new learning, if asked by the mandarins to tell them of the
all-importance of righteousness in Christianity, would answer,
“Why speak of righteousness? Let us speak rather of railways and from what country China can make the most
advantageous loan.”
I will take the occasion to say here that I have been present at many interviews which Christian missionaries in
China have had with Viceroys, Governors and all classes of mandarins, and yet I have never once heard the allimportance of the righteousness that is in Christianity taken as the topic of conversation. All the talk was about
railways, science, finance, medicine, technical education and anti-footbinding.
Chang Chih-tung, brought face to face with these-two contradictory ideals—the ideal of the Confucian teaching and the ideal of the new learning of modern, Europe—tried to compromise in a very ingenious way. Chang
Chih-tung came to the conclusion that a man must have two sets of moral principles—one for his individual life
and the other for the life of the nation. As individuals the Chinese must hold and adhere strictly to the Confucian
principles, but as a nation, the Chinese must throw the Confucian principles overboard and adopt the ideal of the
new learning of modern Europe.
In short, according to Chang Chih-tung, the Chinaman individually must remain Chinese, and continue to be
the Confucian “superior man,” but the Chinese nation—the State in China—must become European and be a carnivorous animal.
In order to prove his thesis, Chang Chih-tung brings out of the great store of his learning, examples from Chinese antiquity in anarchic times, when the Chinese nation did also try to become a nation of carnivorous animals.
Chang Chih-tung justifies this strange and absurd compromise of his by the exigency of the times—the danger
of China and her civilisation surrounded as she is by carnivorous nations who recognise no right but might.
Therefore for Chang Chih-tung, the patriot and Confucianist, the interests and salvation of the Chinese nation and
her civilisation, as for Dr. Newman the interests and preservation of the Roman Catholic Church and Christianity,
override all principles of morality.
In fact, as Dr. Newman loved the beauty and sweetness of Christianity so intensely that in order to save and
preserve Christianity which, to him, is embodied in the Roman Catholic Church, Dr. Newman thinks he is justified, under certain circumstances, to throw away the principles of Christianity; in the same manner Chang Chihtung, in his intense anxiety for the safety of China and her civilisation, thinks he is obliged to compromise, to
throw the Confucian principles overboard, at least as far as the life of the Chinese nation is concerned.
The fact is both Dr. Newman and Chang Chih-tung, as all the men of the Oxford movement are liable to be,
from the inherent weak point in the movement which I have already pointed out—both these men were extreme
idealists, idealists whose intellects were warped by their over-intense idealism. Confucius says,
I know now why there is no real moral life. The wise—in the pride of their intellect—go too far, and the foolish do not
go far enough.

But the French Joubert\fn{Probably Joseph Joubert (1754-1824) French moralist and essayist} says,
Ignorance, which in matters of morals extenuates the crime, is itself in intellectual matters, a crime of the first order.

This method of compromise adopted by Dr. Newman and Chang Chih-tung leads in morality and religion to
Jesuitism and in politics to what is called Machiavellisni. Thus although, like Dr. Newman, Chang Chih-tung, as I
have shown, is a man of noble character and of the purest motive, yet this Machiavellism taught by Chang Chihtung to the literati and governing class in China, when adopted by men of less noble and ideal natures than he
himself—by men of base and ignoble nature such as Yuan Shih-kai—will do more harm to China than even the
vulgarity and corruption of Li Hung-chang.
*
When the Chinese Court returned to Peking after the Boxer cataclysm, the Chinese government with the consent of the whole Chinese nation was committed to the principle of the Europeanisation of China.
The Japanese war for the first time had brought that terrific monster the intensely materialistic civilisation of
Europe to the very door of China and her ancient civilisation. The Chinese literati before the Japanese war
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wondered at hated and abhorred this terrific monster, but they still despised it and in a way tried to ignore the possibility of this monster doing much harm to the Chinese people and their civilisation. The monster was far away in
Europe, in another continent: the danger therefore was remote.
But now after the Japanese war, the only thing which intervened between China and her civilisation and this
terrific monster—the intensely materialistic civilisation of modern Europe—was a little strip of water, the China
sea; thereupon an exceedingly great fear fell upon the literati of China.
In consequence, wild with fear and excitement, the staunchest conservatives among the Chinese literati with
the late Emperor Kwang Hsu were even willing to go along with Kang Yu-wei and the Chinese Jocobins who
proposed to bring in the Wooden Horse of the Greeks to the Trojan citadel—in fact to invoke and call the terrific
monster of the materialistic civilisation of modern Europe to come to the aid of the Chinese nation. Against this
many voices were raised saying, “Tinco Danaos et dona ferentes!”\fn{ “Tench Greeks bearing gifts;” by which I assume the
author is alluding to the famous story of the wooden horse, offered by the besieging Greeks to the Trojans as a worship-object to the latter,
but in fact filled with soldiers who, in the dead of night, let themselves out of the horse’s hollow belly to open the gates of Troy, and let in
their compariots, leading to the fall of that city, etc., etc.; but I am at a loss to explain tinco and think he meant Haec, “These are”:H}

Chang Chih-tung, as we have seen, proposed a compromise. But the proud Manchu Aristocracy rose up and said
“No, we will die like men.” Perissons en resistant. The late Imperial Chancellor Hsu Tung, a Chinese Bannerman
and member of the Manchu party, said:
If we must perish, let us perish like good men and true.

In the meantime the scare at the immediate and dreadful possibility of this terrific monster, the materia listic
civilisation of modern Europe coming to take possession of China and her civilisation, had driven the common
people, the whole peasantry of North China, mad, and they rose up as Boxers to support the Manchu Aristocracy.
The late Empress-Dowager tried her best to find a way out of the difficult and complicated situation. But when the
news reached Peking that the foreign Admirals had stormed and taken the Taku forts, the Empress-Dowager came
to the conclusion “Una salus victis, nullam sperare salutem,”\fn{ “The one safety for the vanquished, they brought no hope
for safety”} and she gave her consent to the order being given to open fire upon the Legations.
Thus the Manchu Aristocracy with the whole peasantry of North China made a mad, desperate supreme effort
to drive and push with their bare hands and fists this terrific monster of modern European materialistic civilisation
with all foreigners in China into the sea.
In this way the Chinese nation made a last and supreme effort with the resources of their own civilisation, with
the heroism of the Manchu Aristocracy and the loyalty unto death of the brave Boxer lads, who, as one of Admiral Seymour’s officers saw them, rushed up to the very muzzle of modern European guns: the Chinese nation
made this supreme and last effort to defend and save the Chinese civilisation and failed.
Having made this supreme effort and failed, the Chinese people come to the conclusion—wrongly as I shall
show—that the resources of their own civilisation were insufficient, ineffectual, useless against the destructive
forces of the materialistic civilisation of the nations of modern Europe.
*
Therefore, as I said, when the Chinese Court returned to Peking after the Boxer cataclysm, the Chinese Government with the consent of the whole Chinese nation was committed to the principle of the Europeanisation of
China.
Now the terribly tragic aspect of the situation in China at the present moment—I wish particularly to point out
here—is that while the whole Chinese nation have made up their minds to throw away their own civilisation and
adopt the civilisation of modern Europe, there is not one single educated man in the whole Empire who has the remotest idea of what modern European civilisation really is.
Kang Yu-wei and the Chinese Jacobins wanted, as we have seen, to Europeanise China by a single act of transformation, by a single fiat of the Emperor. If the late Empress-Dowager had not succeeded in taking the reins of
government out of the hands of her nephew, the late Emperor Kwang Hsu, and put down Kang Yu-wei and his
Jacobinism with a strong hand, the world would have seen the awful tragedy of the whole Chinese nation behaveing like a madman who breaks and smashes all the furniture in his house and pulls down his house, substituting
for these, imitation paper furniture and a paper house.
When the late Empress-Dowager returned to Peking after the Boxer cataclysm, she decided to act quite differently. She was determined that neither she herself nor anybody should be allowed to act in the way her nephew,
the late Emperor Kwang Hsu, by the bad advice of Kang Yu-wei and the Chinese Jacobins wanted to act, i.e. to
reform and Europeanise China by the fiat of his individual will. As a Manchu with her noble Manchu instincts,
she personally had no great love for the methods of modern European civilisation. But as a ruler—and in this the
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late Empress-Dowager showed the consummate greatness of her character and statesmanship—as a ruler, she felt
it her duty to bend and bow her personal inclination to the will of the nation.
Besides this, the proud Manchu Aristocracy, like herself, with their noble Manchu instincts, also had no great
love for modern European methods. It is, I may say here, principally the parvenu compradore class and the baser
class of Chinese literati in China with their now coarse middle class Philistine intelligence and less noble instincts
as compared with the Manchu Aristocracy—it is the parvenu and the baser Chinese literati in China who hanker
after the flesh pots of European civilisation and therefore clamour for the Europeanisation of China.
The late Empress-Dowager therefore had to coerce by her great personality the proud, still refractory Manchu
Aristocracy to obey the will and mandate of the nation for the Europeanisation of China. But although she was
prepared to obey the will of the nation for the Europeanisation of China, the late Empress-Dowager was determined that every single act and measure of reform for the Europeanisation of China should be carried out not by
the fiat of any individual will, even of herself, but only with the full and free consent of the whole nation—as
represented in China by the Ministers of State and other great Notables in Peking and the Viceroys and Governors
in the Provinces.
In short the late Empress-Dowager decided that if there must be a revolution in China, which the Europeanisation of China practically and really amounts to, it shall be, as the great English Duke of Wellington would say,
a revolution by due course of law.

280.54 1. The Real Cry (October 16, 1926) 2. Does Islam Empower Anyone To Compel Others To Follow His
Belief? (September 19, 1930) 3. Real Praise Is Man’s Spiritual Food (Spetember 19 & October 19, 1906) 4.
Glory Or Honor (February 4, 1908) 5. Islam Commands Exertion And Work (June 16, 1930) 6. It Is Not
Islam But The Attitude Of The Religious Leaders That Causes The Downfall Of Muslims (November 16,
1930) 7. Changes In The Upbringing Of Girls Are Urgent (October 16, 1930)\fn{by Syed Shaykh ben Ahmad ben
Haswan ben Saqaf al-Hady al-Ba‘alawi (1867-1934)} Kampung Hulu, Malacca, Strait Settlements, Malaysia (M) 8
1\fn{In each case the only or the earliest printed date is given; if printed in more than one part, the printing dates of both parts are given in
sequence}
Oh brethren, how calmly we slumber on in the midst of these insurgent waves and turbulent seas, in the midst
of thunder and storms that shake the mountain. Does not the sound of the waves disturb you and the storm awaken
you? Do you not jump out of bed on seeing the trees and buildings shaken by the typhoon? Are we so deafened,
blinded and numbed that those who advised and entertained hope for us are brought to despair?
If we are awake and conscious then we should, indeed we must, scream as if we have been thrashed with more
violence than we can bear. Indeed, we should be screaming and yelling instead of laughing and applauding. Are
we so void of human feeling, or have we not yet the power of thought because we are children still, or have our
brains been so afflicted with disease that no other opinions and views can be processed?
For if we are conscious and still possess the faculty of thought, then how can we allow another people to rule
over us, to be our guardian in our own beloved Motherland?
How can we allow ourselves to be so looked after that we would be naked and die if our food, clothing,
furnishings, and the necessary tools, were not provided by others?
In fact, if they did not intend to fatten us that they might make use of us as they would of machines and
factories, they would never have so provided for us.
Do not be deceived by the wealth and prosperity in your country for these are the result of good government by
the British which has attracted European capital and opened banks to enable other people to purchase saddles to
place on your backs that you may hoe and rake your very own land for their profit. And when at last you are worn
out by work, you will be driven from your own land; your houses and compounds, lands and gardens will then be
sold with your consent for the cheap price they will offer you.
Do not be deceived by the sight of the wealth in your country. The various buildings and the abundant produce
are owned by people other than you; they were built and grown for them and not for you. And it will not be long
before you will have to pay others for the very water you drink and for the very road you walk upon.
Do not be deceived by the glorious titles which your leaders are now enjoying and the positions they now hold,
for they are the very cause of your ruin and even now they are helping the foreigners who have oppressed you and
will continue to oppress you.
Leave behind those who grumble about politics and complain about politicians, but themselves know nothing
of politics. What is appropriate now is for you to be grateful for the British government’s intervention which has
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benefited you in that you have been released from the serfdom of your leaders, and you have been given laws
which will not prevent you from seeking the road to progress and a better life. It is therefore time you shouldered
your responsibilities on behalf of your country and people and made up your minds as to what you ought to do.
Make up your minds, look around you with discernment and know that you are the pillars and the spirit of your
people and country. They only live as you live, and they will surely die if you waste your lives. You are their
honour and wealth and also the cause of their suffering and humiliation.
Only when you are clear about the things I have mentioned will you begin to feel that your life has great
signify-cance.
Only then will you begin to realise too that your new-found strength has been reserved for you by God when
He created Man. This sense of your own humanity is what will spur you on to real fame and honour, real
excellence and the perfection of such qualities as you possess within yourself.
But you must have faith and realise that any honour and glory not based upon the honour and glory of your
people and country is but false honour and glory to you.
He who sees himself as totally helpless to do anything to uplift his people and country is a kafir\fn{Unbeliever},
devoid of the gift of reason and deprived of the excellent nature of Man whom God has exalted several echelons
above animals. The basest creature is he who thinks that Man is born into the world only for the purpose of
pleasure and for the satisfaction of animal desires, for they must surely know that the cow eats more and the
sparrow has more mates than they, even the peacock has a better attire and the horse a better carriage! And it is
indeed surprising that those who entertain such ideas can go on living happily though they know well the animals
have excelled over them in these matters.
Well, my brethren, among the animals too, there are some species that work hard for their society and their
commu-nity, such as the ants and the bees.
Can we accept the fact that our lives are worth even less than these? If the answer is no, then when will we
give up our uncooperative, quarrelsome and selfish lives?
Please, my brethren, stretch out your hands to all your brothers. Unite for the survival of your country and
people. Join hands and help one another for the good of your country and people. Once you have put your wealth
together in any project or trade, you will certainly have put your hearts together too. Work for the welfare of your
community. Surely we have suffered long from the dangers of disunity and dissension among us.
Haste, haste, haste, before the time runs out … . Soon the others around you will have closed the doors of
opportunity and blocked your way to progress. What is the use of reminders then?
Hurry up and form your chamber of commerce. Quickly build schools and educational centres for your children. Equip your children—boys and girls—with knowledge necessary for the good of your people and country.
Regulate your religious conduct now that you may not continue living in lowliness and slavery.
Clever talk and participation in the politics of government or indulgence in its criticism or abuse is only a
waste of time, for past experience is proof enough that it will be of no use to us.
2
In Islam, God does not give even to His own Prophet the power to compel any person to embrace Islam, the
religion which He sent down to His Prophet; one can but advise and persuade until the other accepts Islam
through his own mind. The proof of this lies in the words of Allah:
Let there be no compulsion in religion: Truth stands out clear from Error …(Sura II:256a (ALI);\fn{ Or “There is no
compulsion in religion; truly the right way has become clearly distinct from error;” (Sura II:256a, MHS) or “There shall be no
cojmpulsion in religion. True guidance is now distinct from error;” (Sura II:256a, NJD); or “There is no compulsion in religion; the
right way has been distinguished from the wrong; (Sura II:256a, EHP)}

And Allah further says:
Say: (It is) the truth from the Lord of you (all). Then whosoever will, let him believe, and whosoever will, let him
disbelieve. (Sura XVIII:30 (PIC)\fn{Or “And say: The truth is from your Lord, so let him who please believe, and let him who
please disbelieve;” (Sura XVIII:29a, MHS); or “Say: ‘This is the truth from your Lord. Let him who will, believe in it, and him who
will, deny it.’” (Sura XVIII:29a, NJD); or “But say, ‘The truth is from your Lord, so let him who will, believe; and let him who will,
disbelieve.’” (Sura XVIII:29a, EHP)}

And Allah instructs His Prophet to say to those who refuse to accept His message:
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Unto you your religion, and unto me my religion. (Sura CIX:6 (PIC)\fn{ Or “To you be your Way, and to me mine” (Sura
CIX:6, (ALI); or “You shall have your religion and I shall have my religion.” (Sura CIX:6, MHS); or “You have your own religion,
and I have mine.” (Sura CIX:6, NJD); or “;—ye have your religion, and I have my religion!’” (Sura CIX:6, EHP) }

How is it that we now hear of threats by people who would compel others to follow their beliefs and ideas to
the extent of causing hurt by various means? From where do they obtain their authority? Is it from the Christian
priests who had the power in Spain some … five hundred years ago to probe into people’s beliefs?\fn{ Reference to
the Spanish Inquisition}
… Oh, my brothers, in matters of religion whoever claims to be right and others wrong is duty-bound to
support his claim to truth with evidence of his correctness, he should proclaim this truth through speech or the
written word and not cause pain to others by plotting against them in the dark for such doings are the habit of
Satan, accursed by God!
3
The world is a book full of illustrations on life. It is a book that broadens one’s outlook. If every hundred years
is one page in this book, then every generation will be but a line on that page. Yet to us, every event is important
in itself.
Historical knowledge of all the peoples in this changing world is of primary benefit to us. We see communities
and nations rise to great fame and glory only to fall into decay, losing all trace of their former greatness and
power, now to be found only in collections of old stories and in classical literature.
Others have remained unknown for many years, drowned in the folds of time with no trace of their existence,
suddenly to rise again to lead the world, like a brain in a human body.
Those who would scale mountains desiring the summit undoubtedly will have to endure all manner of
difficulty, fatigue, as well as fear of attack by wild animals, but having reached the top they will be happy and
secure, for it will be difficult for others to harm them at such great height.
On the other hand, those who would remain in the valleys, not wishing to tire themselves by the climb, will be
easily startled and constantly possessed by fear; they will have to guard against falling into the traps of hunters
and the fangs of wild animals.
Oh God, how many people have died for the good of their country and people, and how many such earnest and
devoted people have achieved their ambition? Yet there are millions who have died and perished in degradation.
What manner of people are these? They are those who love and treasure the ways of animals, who do just enough
work to fill their stomachs and drowse themselves to sleep.
My brethren, what I have said is nothing but the truth and a reminder to those who are endowed by God with
clean minds and sound knowledge so that they might continue the journey of those men before them who have
earnestly sought greatness. At times, such noble people gain the object of their desire and bring happiness to their
country and people who share in their glory. At other times, they die leaving behind a good name to be remembered generation after generation.
Any country which has achieved praiseworthy excellence, be it an achievement in the field of knowledge or
culture or justice, will certainly produce one or two sons amongst its people who will be able to overcome something of which others are afraid. Such men shall traverse a path strewn with impediments to reach their countries
and peoples to greatness\fn{ I.e., “to lift up” their countries and peoples to greatness, or “make it possible for their countries and
peoples to achieve” greatness; one does not now usually see or hear “reach” used in this manner:H } and maximum achievement.
This they shall realise by relying on the help of God.
What is the purpose of he who would earnestly serve his people and mankind, surrendering his life to great
works which will benefit his society, brethren and religion? Hasn’t God created everything for a reason? Isn’t it
part of the gift of God in his creation of Man that the heart of a man will not turn towards a work requiring diligence except that he has most acutely perceived the benefit which will derive to his own essence and his community?
When a man spends his whole life in misery and suffering, when his soul at last departs from his sickly and
tortured body, what cares he for the abuse heaped upon him during his journey by those of his own skin and religion? What cares he for the slander of those who would prevent him from serving his brethren and religion?
What is the purpose of he who works in earnest, endures hardship and withstands all slander and insult in the
course of serving his people? He receives no pleasure; he is not even protected against sickness and suffering.
Indeed, God Almighty has planted in His creature, Man, a desire which exceeds all other desires. It is an attribute that is characteristic of Man. With this attribute Man is distinguished from all other living crea tures. This
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attribute is Man’s desire for real praise and commendation for his good work. (This is entirely a different kind of
desire from that of those who fish for any compliment, whether real or false. They lie that they may be praised.
They assume a most virtuous personality while their hearts are nests of wickedness. Such men are devoid of all
human qualities.)
Real praise is food for the soul and strength for the body. The closer a man is to perfection, the further he is
from all base desires. The more he tires of all forms of self-indulgence, the more he will try for permanent glory.
And the more he will devote himself to those great works which will bring good to his people and lasting praise to
himself.
And for what reason does he do this?
Every man possesses one special and meaningful human attribute. This attribute demands of him to seek real
excellence and makes him see with “the eyes of his heart” that in this world there are two types of life: the first
begins when he emerges from the womb and ends when he enters the grave; the second, the longer life, begins
with the beneficial work that he does for his people, his religion, or for all mankind, and ends when he is no longer praised in the depths of the hearts of the people or in the pages of history.
The excellent soul has two abodes: one in the body of the individual; the other in the body of everyone. It enters into all living hearts and occupies a place of glory, honour, dignity and laudation.
There is no doubt that “the longer life” and the wider abode are preferable to “the shorter life” and the narrow
abode. Hence it is only proper that any man with a true feeling of humanism should sell his better wares. God
Almighty has already endowed Man with this attribute that he may strive for true perfection; God has also planted
in Man the desire for praise, as well as the urge to fulfil that praise.
Have we not seen, heard or read how people have written and sung praises for those who have raised their people and country from the valley of degradation to the peak of glory, renown, and greatness, and awakened their
fallen people to the true path, and brought them from division to unity? Such as these have increased the total sum
of human knowledge and skilfulness. In this way, they engrave their names in the depths of the hearts of their
people and in the history of their nation. Their people will then erect memorials and statues to preserve their
laudability from generation to generation, until the nation itself is annihilated.
When a nation repudiates the good work of one of its members or is unwilling to display it, it weakens all idealism, and the enthusiasm to work for the good of humanity will certainly decline. As soon as a person’s hand and
mind are prevented from doing good deeds, the decline of his nation will set in. The life of the nation will be so
divided that it will be difficult to prevent its fall.
Let it be understood that every deed that God has commanded has a definite purpose. When a nation does not
distinguish between good and evil, fragrance and stench, excellence and retardation, righteousness and rottenness,
so that devoted service is not valued and good deeds go unacknowledged, whereas evil is not condemned, then all
the nation’s leanings towards sublimity and perfection will be destroyed.
In such a case, the degradation will be worse than that brought about by tyrants and the oppression of victorious enemies, for neither of these can last when the bulk of the nation acknowledges and appreciates the good
work of even one or two of its members, giving them due praise. For the nation will be rewarded by the efforts
made by those members to deliver it from tyranny and oppression. The nation that is devoid of appreciation for
such noble efforts is as a man who suffers from the disease of old age and can only look forward to deterioration
and death.
Real praise is the blessing of God upon Man. Those who seek it are men possessing the highest human quailties and greatest faith. It is natural that God in the Holy Qur’an praises Nabi Muhammad with the words:
And raised high the esteem (In which) thou (art held)? (Sura XCIV:4 (ALI)\fn{ Or “And exalted thy fame?” (Sura XCIV:4,
PIC); or “And exalted for you your esteem?” (Sura XCIV:4, MHS); or “Have we not given you high renown?” (Sura XCIV:4, DAW);
or “and exalted for thee thy renown?” (Sura XCIV:4, EHP)}

Why then can we not say that real praise is Man’s desire. Has not God already brestowed this on those who are
entitled to receive it by saying:
But the Bounty of the Lord—Rehearse and proclaim. (Sura XCIII:11 (ALI)\fn{ Or “Therefor of the bounty of thy Lord be
thy discourse” (Sura XCIII:11, PIC); or “And as for the favor of your Lord, do announce (it).” (Sura XCIII:11, MHS); or “But
proclaim the goodness of your Lord” (Sura XCIII:11, DAW); or “and as for the favour of thy Lord discourse thereof.” (Sura XCIII:11,
EHP)}

Turn our eyes to the history of mankind and we will find clear evidence of nations which have belittled good
and noble actions, deprecated or slandered any beneficial act done by its members, falling into decay to disappear
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from this earth, for all unity among them was lost. This is not surprising, for betrayal of virtue inevitably leads to
loss of greatness, happiness and peace.
4
Have we ever heard of persons who have left a good name in this world due to their medals and ranks?
No! A person is remembered for his lifetime of work and knowledge that has benefited his community, leaving
behind a foundation for others to continue the good work after his death. He worked hard and struggled to get
back his community’s rights and many other things that would continuously benefit his community and race.
Does a rational man remember Johor’s Sultan Abu Bakar\fn{ Reigned 1862-95} because of his fine shirts,
imposing palace and various medals?
No! He is remembered because of his glorious and honourable work in rescuing an Islamic state that had fallen
into a wild tiger’s mouth. He founded a government for his community and descendants. He kept his government
independent during his lifetime, while many others sold their states cheaply in crowded markets.
Please examine what historians sought to know about the history of Alexander the Great\fn{ 356-323BC}; did
they search to find out what shirt Alexander wore or in what house he lived?
No! Their concern was with his great contributions to the world. Is he not a stupid person who would read the
history of Napoleon\fn{1769-1821AD} just to learn about Napoleon’s wardrobe, emeralds, diamonds and house?
Many people in many communities were cheated by their own imaginations and dreams. They took lightly the
works pertaining to their communities and countries. They sold the real honour in exchange for the false, which is
a real humiliation. They imagined that they had reached a position of perfect honour. If they had given a little
thought to their situation, their conscience would have awakened them to realise their mistaken endeavours. They
would have known how distorted was their understanding of the meaning of glory and how the road they had
followed in search of that glory had led them astray.
If they had sensed and felt the heavy burden of every affliction borne by their country and every humiliation
and poverty that the coming generations would inherit, they would have refused all ranks, thrown away all medals, and then worn mourning dress and run barefoot looking for the true glory.
That glory has a definite reality has been proclaimed by all revealed teachings and agreed upon by men of
sound mind the world over. Therefore, it is not permissible for mankind to reject the definite reality of glory unless their hearts be sealed as God says:
God hath set a seal on their hearts and on their hearing, and on their eyes is a veil (Sura II:7a, ALI)\fn{Or “Allah hath
sealed their hearing and their hearts and on their eyes there is a covering” (Sura II:7a, PIC); or “Allah has set a seal upon their hearts
and upon their hearing and there is a covering over their eyes” (Sura II:7a, MHS); or “Allah has set a seal upon their hearts and ears;
their sight is dimmed” (Sura 11:7a, DAW); or “God has set a seal upon their hearts and on their hearing; ad on their eyes is dimness,”
(Sura 11:7a, EHP)}

Glory is an aura about a person on whom all eyes are fixed and on whom the hope of all is placed. It is the accomplishment of one who has worked earnestly to improve the condition of his people, his brethren and all mankind, such as to prevent disaster from ruining his people, to uplift them from their befallen state, to demolish the
wall of ignorance that surrounds them, to spur them to demand the rights that have been taken from them, to
remind them of the need to restore their past glory and greatness, to awaken them from their apathy and to point
the way to the improvement of their general welfare.
Hence, whoever does something praiseworthy is the one who has great glory and honour though he may live
poorly in a hut, or have the earth as his mat, or an ant-hill for a pillow, or clothes that are tattered and torn, or
wander on foot through swamps and forests, hills and mountains!
For to him his garment is his work, his adornment is his excellence, and the light of his jewels is the brilliance
of his efforts in the eyes of the world. He is a guide to those whose minds have strayed, he is a physician to those
mentally ill, and he is a magnet to those whose hearts are untamed … . Indeed, a man with such a quality (a truly
praiseworthy quality with a glory that is everlasting) is always subject to attacks by men of lesser breed and of
evil nature. They will say all manner of nasty and filthy things about him because they do not like his work which
is reminiscent of the sweet smell of flowers … . They are like the tumblebug that, being accustomed only to evil
smells,\fn{Its other name is the dung beetle} must run from perfume or perish.
Yet as soon as such noble work has borne fruit, these very men will flock to the harvest to feed and will praise
he who planted and cared for the tree, though unlike them he be poorly dressed and unadorned with jewels! Then
will they repent and atone for the many great wrongs done unto him
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Such is the glory and greatness God has given to one who has performed something noble in his life that even
after his death his light (like the rays of the rising sun which all the stars that shine cannot hide) will remain in the
minds and hearts of all who would seek example from a perfect life.
He will indeed die, and his body will be hidden in the folds of non-existence, but his work and spirit will
remain in the hearts and the speech of all the living. He is well provided for by his Creator …
5
Islam earnestly demands that every believer make all effort to work, for to idle will affect our health and taint
our soul.
It is He Who has made the earth manageable for you, so traverse ye through its tracts and enjoy of the Sustenance
which He furnishes … . (Sura LXVII:15a,b, ALI)\fn{ Or, “He it is Who made the earth smooth for you, therefore go about in the
spacious sides thereof, and eat of His sustenance, (Sura LXVII:15a,b, (MHS); or “It is He who has subdued the earth to you. Walk
about its regions and eat of His provisions. (Sura LXVII:15a,b, DAW); or “He it is who made the earth flat for you; so walk in the
spacious sides thereof and eat of His provision;” (Sura LXVII:15a,b, EHP)}

And God further says:
That man can have nothing but what he strives for; That (the fruit of) his striving will soon come in sight; (Sura
LIII:39-40, ALI)\fn{Or, “And that man shall have nothing but what he strives for; And that his striving shall soon be seen; (Sura
LIII:39-40, MHS); or “and that each man shall be judged by his own labours; that his labours shall be scrutinized” (Sura LIII; 39-40,
DAW); or “and that man shall have only that for which he strives; and that his striving shall at length be seen? (Sura LXXX:40-41,
EHP)}

The Prophet said:\fn{According to Sahih al-Bukhari, Kitab al-Buyu XXXIV:15}
No one has ever eaten better food than what he eats as a result of the labour of his hands. God’s Prophet Daud\fn
{David:H} used to eat from what he had worked for with his hands.

The above are some of the values … which Islam earnestly appeals every follower safeguard and realise for his
own good in this world. But such is the misfortune of Muslims that these noble and precious sayings remain hidden like jewels in the depths, for no one has valued them and brought them forth so that their lustre would reach
all ahl al-tawhid.\fn{The people who believe in the oneness of Allah in all its meanings}
On the other hand, many who claim themselves to be the guides of our religion do nothing but prolong debates, split hairs about the way to carry out the minor ritual ablution,\fn{ Washing the face, hands and forearms up to the
elbows, rubbing one’s wet hands on one’s head, washing the feet, in this order, and formulating the intention of performing the ablution
before commencing it} give weight to those who carry out the formalities of prayer keeping to the required muqaranat,\fn{Union of intention and raising the hands just in front of the shoulder with the palms facing forward, so that while pronouncing the
words Allahu akbar one has clearly in mind exactly which sembahyang (prayer) one is going to perform } and revive old controversies regarding taklid\fn{The adoption of the utterances or actions of another as authoritative with faith in their correctness and thus
without the ned to investigate the reasons for their pronouncement—the controversy being between the orothodox opinion (which is that
for centuries everyone has been bound to what has been authoritatively laid down by his prececessors and so no one may any longer
consider himself qualified to give an opinion on jurisprudcence; and modernist opinion (which condemns this approach and contends that it
is the duty of later scholars to practice ijtihad, the exerting of one’s self to form opinions } … and so on.
Oh God, give to your servants, the Muslims, special murshids\fn{Spiritual guides} who are unafraid of anyone in

matters of truth save You alone!
6
The defeat of Muslims, both men and women, in the battle of life is not due to their religion but to the ignoreance and stupidity that surrounds them as a result of the attitudes of their religious leaders. The Messenger of
God, who brought us this religion, and his companions who carried on after him, served the religion well and at
that time undertook all manner of work. Based on the way of the Prophet and his companions, the later Imams
concluded that our religion could only stand tall if there was enough strength and power for its safeguard.
As a result, a hundred years after the birth of Islam, its powerful flag waved over a large section of the world
and the governments therein. Its sway over such a wide area was not for the purpose of compelling conversion to
Islam but to uphold the freedom of the ways of Islam, as well as to benefit commerce and crafts … .
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Two hundred years after Islam was brought to the world, it was apparent that countries which had come under
Islam were prosperous and advanced. The Muslims and their leaders did not neglect any branch of knowledge. On
the contrary, they not only learned but also wrote and elucidated their findings for the benefit of humanity as a
whole, so much so that Ibn Khaldun,\fn{1332-1406} the famous historian, said that the Arabs, belonging to a race
which was slow to enter the “modem world”, were pushed by the progress of Islam, which made it obligatory for
everyone of its followers to compete with all other nations in various fields of knowledge.
The progressive movement of the Muslims served every branch of knowledge which could cross the mind, be
seen by the eye, or be achieved by human beings. A group sought to discover the doctrine of Divine Unity; another examined human behaviour; yet a third studied astronomy; a fourth increased our knowledge in mathematics; and others expanded our understanding of geography, philosophy and ethics.
Furthermore, the Muslims never took industry and commerce lightly. They built the most prestigious buildings
and in large ships sailed the seas and dealt in all manner of trade.
All historians know the truth of this account that the Muslims were forever secure in that position, as stated
above, with slight variations due to local differences in rate of development.
But when the Tartars\fn{Mongols} came to invade them\fn{ In 1258}, the Abbãsid Khalifat was destroyed and\fn
{In 1492} Islamic rule was expelled from Spain. Afterwards, all the new learning was taken over by Europe and the
Muslims relapsed into a state of ignorance and backwardness as they were before the time of Islam.
Thereafter, the light of knowledge was extinguished for these eastern people. As for the Muslim theologians,
since then they have merely touched the surface of ‘ilmu tawhid\fn{The knowledge of Divine Unity} and a little language and grammar, and have abandoned all other branches of knowledge.
So wrapped in ignorance and stupidity and so covered by continual darkness are their minds that they have lost
all ability to understand the true calling of their sublime religion. As a result, they now feel that they are too weak
to climb the mountain of glory as required by their religion. They have thus brought the religion from the height
of sublimity down to the level of their own stupidity, adding to our religion their own ignorant and silly ideas, as
their fancies guide them. The result is that our religion has lost its original identity and purpose. They played with
it like a fool or a stupid child and brought harm to themselves as well as to others.
Part of the inheritance from our religious theologians, [judging] from their interpretation of the law and their
opinions, is that to work, to strive for worldly achievement, to enlarge our minds, and to learn how to make a living in this world, are useless and outside of the teachings of Islam. For them the highest form of beneficial knowledge is to be able to recite in Arabic: Bismillah al-Rahman al-Rahim.\fn{In the name of Allah, the Merciful, the Compassionate}
They would so recite in a thousand different ways, condense the meaning of al-Qur’an into its first chapter and
the meaning of the first chapter into the bismillah and that of the bismillah into fullstops\fn{Periods} and commas;
they would quantify water for ablutions\fn{ A prerequiste for prayer} into a hundred variants; say the “intention” with
an intonation so fine that one who prays would be driven crazy trying to get it right; and teach the dead in their
graves how to debate with the angel-inquisitors.\fn{ Munkar and Nakir, the two angels who allgedly examine and if necessary
punish the dead in their graves} In all of these, our religious theologians are experts.
But if we were to ask them how any common commodity in daily use is made, what are the concerns of their
own community and those of the peoples around them, who are those owning and ruling their country, where their
country is situated on the map, the plight of their own country, or the purpose of Allah in creating any particular
part of their bodies and its use, they would certainly shrug their shoulders and pout their lips, as a sign of contempt for our questions.
And if we were to question them on important matters which every thinking person ought to know, such as the
laws of the land, the politics of the foreign government ruling over their people, and the problem of thrift and conscientiousness amongst their own people, we would know at once the extent of their stupidity and ignorance,
whether they are living in glory or in degradation, since their whole purpose in life is to exist for the mere sake of
existence.
The highest ideal that our religious theologians try to sell, in order that they may hide their own ignorance, is
that it is futile for man to strive to earn a living and for the good of his people; to them, real faith means to abandon work and all interest in life to the Qada and Qadar of Allah.\fn{I.e., to the universwal, general and eternal decree, and
the individual development or application of that decree in time }
But, in reality, some of these theologians are extremely clever at accumulating wealth by ways and means not
prescribed in the Sharia.\fn{The canon law of Islam} They excel in finding worldly treasures and safeguarding them;
they are also experts at running after high rank and position, which they con sider a real honour and greatness. As
a result, there is a godown\fn{A warehouse; i.e., a vastness} of envy and jealousy between them to the extent that it is
said that no two theologians can stay in any one place.
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In fact, because these religious personages desire to free themselves from the hardship of work and toil, they
have depended upon the doctrine of Qada and Qadar. This doctrine has therefore become their shield and the best
means of leading others astray. They have instilled such harmful beliefs into the minds of the common people
who trust them that they now implicitly believe and follow this wrongful interpre tation of Qada and Qadar,
which limits their striving and exertion to achieve whatever has been requested of them by Islam, either for the
benefit of themselves, their community, or their country.
Alas! The more pity we have for the harmful stupidity of the theologians when we realise that they have
learned to read Arabic books and to know Arabic grammar and syntax well enough to comprehend everything
there is to know in Islam, yet the distance between them and Islam is as great as that between heaven and earth.
The late Shaykh Muhammad 'Abduh, Grand Mufti of Egypt (may Allah be satisfied with him)\fn{ This is a formula
phrase, said when referring to the departed} in his book Risalat al-Tauhid says:
Islam requires that the able-bodied should work. Each has the right to his own gains and his own liabilities. “Whoever has done an atom’s weight of good will see it, and whoever has done an atom’s weight of evil will see it too.”
(Surah 99.7-8.) \fn{Or “So, he who has done an atom’s weight of good shall see it. And he who has done an atom’s weight of evil
shall see it.” (Surah 99.7-8, MHS), or “Whoever has done an atom’s weight of good shall see it, and whoever has done an atom’s
weight of evil shall see it also.” (Surah 99.7-8, DAW), or “and he who does the weight of an atom of good shall see it! And he who
does the weight of an atom of evil shall see it!” (Surah 99.7-8, EHP) } “Man will have only what he has striven for.” (Surah
53.39.)\fn{Or: “And that man shall have nothing but what he strives for;” (Surah 53.39, MHS), or “and that each man shall be judged
by his own labours” (Surah 53.39, DAW), or “—that no burdened soul shall bear the burden of another?” (Surah 53.39, EHP }

Islam allows every man to satisfy his desires in respect of food and drink, dress and adornment. It forbids him only
what is injurious to him or to those within his protection, or what occasions harm to others. And for this purpose it lays
down general limits adequately to preserve the interests of humanity at large. It ensures each man in his independence
of action and gives wide room for competition and endeavour, without let or hindrance saving only acknowledged
rights.
Islam will have no truck with traditionalism, against which it campaigns relentlessly, to break its power over men’s
minds and eradicate its deep-seated influence. The underlying bases of taqlid\fn{The adoption of the utterances or actions of
another as authoritative with faith in their correctness and thus without the ned to investigate the reasons for their pronouncement } in
the beliefs of the nations have been shattered by Islam.
In the same cause, it has alerted and aroused the powers of reason, out of long sleep. For whenever the rays of truth
had penetrated, the temple custodians intervened with their jealous forebodings. “Sleep on, the night is pitch dark, the
way is rough and the goal distant, and rest is scant and there’s poor provision for the road.”
Islam raised its voice against these unworthy whisperings and boldly declared that man was not created to be led by
a bridle. He was endowed with intelligence to take his guidance with knowledge and to con\fn{ Understand; make sense
of:H} the signs and tokens in the universe and in events. The proper role of teachers is to alert and to guide, directing
men into the paths of study.
The friends of truth are those “who listen to what is said and follow its better way” (Surah 39.18a),\fn{ Or, “Those
who listen to the word, then follow the best of it;” (Surah 39.18a, MHS), or “who listen to My precepts and follow what is best in
them.” (Surah 39.18a, DAW), or “who listen to the word and follow the best thereof” (Surah 38.18a, EHP )} as the Qur’an has it. It

characterizes them as those who weigh all that is said, irrespective of who the speakers are, in order to follow what they
know to be good and reject what gives evidence of having neither validity nor use.
Islam threw its weight against the religious authorities, bringing them down from the dominance whence they uttered their commands and prohibitions. It made them answerable to those they dominated, so that these could keep an
eye on them and scrutinize their claims, according to their own judgement and lights, thus reaching conclusions based
on conviction, not on conjecture and delusion.
Further, Islam encouraged men to move away from their clinging attachment to the world of their fathers and their
legacies, indicting as stupid and foolish the attitude that always wants to know what the precedents say.
Mere priority in time, it insisted, is not one of the signs of perceptive knowledge, nor yet of superior intelligence and
capacity. Ancestor and descendant compare closely no doubt in discrimination and endowment of mind. But the latter
has the advantage over his forebears in that he knows events gone by and is in a position to study and exploit their
consequences as the former was not. It may be that such traceable results which men of the present generation can turn
to profit will also illustrate the ill-effects of things done in earlier times and dire evils perpetrated by the men of the
past.
“Say: Go through the world and see what was the fate of those who disbelieved.” (Surah 6.11.)\fn{ Or, “Say: Travel in
the land, then see what was the end of the rejecters.” (Surah 6:11, MHS), or “Say: ‘Roam the earth and see what was the fate of those
that disbelieved their apostles.’” (Surah 6:11, DAW), or “Say: ‘Go about in the earth, then wilt thou see how has been the end of those
who called them liars.’” (Surah 611, EHP) } The doors of Divine favour are not closed to the seeker: His mercy which

embraces everything will never repel the suppliant.
Islam reproves the slavish imitation of the ancestors that characterizes the leaders of the religions, with their instinct
to hold timidly to tradition-sanctioned ways, saying, as they do: “Nay! We will follow what we found our fathers
doing.” (Surah 31.21b)\fn{Or, “Nay, we follow that on which we found our fathers.” (Surah 31.21b, MHS), or “We will follow
nothing but the fraith of our fathers.” (Surah 31.21b, DAW), or “Nay! we will follow what we found our fathers agreed upon’ (Surah
31.21b, EHP)}; and “We found our fathers so as a people and we will stay the same as they” (Surah 43.22b).\fn{ Or, “We
found our fathers on a course, and surely we are guided by their footsteps.” (Surah 43.22b, MHS), or: “This was the faith our fathers
practised; we are merely walking in their footsteps.” (Surah 43.22b, DAW), or “‘We found our fathers (agreed) upon a religion, and,
verily, we are guided by their traces.’” (Surah 43.22b, EHP}
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The above are the words of a very famous Egyptian ulama. From his words it is clear that all the knowledge
taught in his time at al-Azhar ash-Sharif\fn{ The al-Azhar University in Cairo } would be valueless and not beneficial to
us unless based on a reality readily acceptable to our minds.
Indeed, we would not benefit from the doctrine of tawhid\fn{Footnoted as “Divine Unity”; but the term apparantly means
a form of unity intolerant of all pluralism (so Kenneth Cragg, who says that the term “is a causative and intense noun and never means
‘unity’, still less ‘unitarianess’, as an abstract state. It is aggressive, so to speak, antiseptic: it means ‘unity’ intolerant of all pluralism …” }
and fiqh\fn{Codified canon law} if we had not understood and appreciated the other various branches of knowledge.

One might ask, is not the doctrine of tawhid the essence and the end of all knowledge? And is it not fiqh which
regulates the relationship between God and Man?
These two types of knowledge are meant to perfect and illuminate other branches of human knowledge, like
surgery lets us understand the purpose and function of each part of the body. So, also with subjects like history …,
the study of human behaviour, and so on, which improve our minds and broaden our outlook.
Is it not true that knowledge is like a tree whose various stems and branches come from one root and trunk?
From the roots, it obtains all food required to feed itself and to bring forth delicious fruits for our benefit. That is
what is meant by knowing the essence of every form of existence in this world.
We do not wish publicly to debate further on the subject of our own weaknesses which pervade all aspects of
our lives, including even our religion, which is obvious to everyone. We are weak in religious faith because of our
weak minds.
The root cause of it all is that our children do not have a proper education and upbringing. If this continues,
there will be no hope for our nation to achieve progress based on religion. On the contrary, we shall remain forever backward. Alternatively, our children might seek advancement outside our religion. When that time comes,
they will equate our religion with backwardness and proclaim that Islam is against progress which is desired by
everyone throughout the world.
This will be the alternative for us in time to come, so let us now decide what we ought to do.\fn{ As many as five
versions of the Qur’an are used here, defined by individual anagrams. They are: (1) ALI—The Holy Qur’an: Text, Translation and
Commentary, translation by Abdullah Yusuf Ali, Lahore, Sh. Muhammad Ashraf Publishers, 1938; (2) PIC—The Meaning of the Glorious
Koran, An Explanatory Translation, translation by Mohammed Marmaduke Pickthall, 10th ed., New York, Mentor, 1963; (3) MHS—The
Qur’an, translation by Muhammed Habib Shakir, 6th U.S. edition, Elmhurst (New York), Tahrike Tarsile Qur’an, Inc., 1990; (4) The Koran,
translation by Nessim Joseph Dawood, 4th revised ed., New York, Viking Penguin Inc., 1974; and (5) The Koran (Qur’ân), translation by
Edward Henry Palmer, 3rd ed., London, Oxford University Press, 1933. The first authorized edition of this book was under the authority of
the Caliph Othman in 660:H}

7
Though many have written in newspapers, magazines and books giving guidance to the community on the
need to change the manner in which boys are brought up, very few have discussed and indicated the advantages to
be found in bringing up girls properly.
Since al-Ikhwan was first published we have written a great deal on this subject under the title ‘Alam Perempuan (Woman’s World). These writings were later compiled into a volume under the same name. Nevertheless, we
are glad to embark on this subject again so that matters left undiscussed may now be dealt with in the hope that
these discussions will provide us with sufficient material for a second volume.
Women cannot be called perfect creatures unless the care of their bodies and minds is perfected. The care of
their persons is a necessity and a duty, if we desire to maintain their health and beauty; and they should be brought
up in the way boys are brought up: their bodies should be accustomed to exercise, since nothing inhabits a weak
body but a weak mind … .
Balance of mind depends on the health of the body. This is the secret of why the English have been very successful compared to other nations; please read Ahmad Fathi Zaghlul Pasha’s\fn{ 1863-1914} translation of The
Secret of the Advancement of the Anglo-Saxons. Other nations acknowledged the fact that the English were very
active because they were accustomed to physical exercise, such as playing football, swimming and horseback
riding. And their freedom from restrictions greatly helped in the upbringing of their children, both boys and girls.
For this reason, the French and other nations began to follow in their footsteps, because they were convinced by
the example of the English that what they had been doing in attending to the care of their minds was useless if not
accompanied by care for their bodies.
The development of a woman’s intellect is a necessity for if her mind is weak or inadequate, her value will
diminish, which is exactly what is happening in our society. Her present function to give birth and to bring up her
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offspring is not unlike that of other females species in the animal kingdom; there is little difference in these functions as between human and animal females.
In fact, we males have prescribed a narrow sphere of activity for our women. We have restricted their function
to that of producing children; apart from this, we expect nothing of them since we presume they are not fit to do
any other kind of work!
As a result, men have no desire to obtain the help of women in their professional or other work … . The reason
for this attitude is because men are unenlightened; they aren’t conscious that from birth the characters and dispositions of their mothers have been implanted in them. The strong and perfect bond between men and their mothers
is what we wish to highlight. We would reiterate that it would have been impossible for us to obtain proper training in conduct and discipline and to gain useful knowledge if we did not have mothers capable of preparing us for
such education and how to succeed in this life.
The structure to which every community must give special attention if it has its proper interests at heart, is the
social unit called the family. For every community is a collective of numerous families. … From one family will
come many households, and in every household it is the women who are in charge and who are the ones most
familiar with its activities. … . If the women, however, were to be stupid and without adequate intelligence and
knowledge, they would be spurned by their own husbands and members of their households … .
On the other hand, if the women as heads of their households were to possess enlightened minds and to be
knowledgeable, they would be able to run their homes properly and put their households in order … . For if each
member of the extended family conducts himself properly, then the conduct of the whole community will be
proper. From this we can see how women with intellect and knowledge are useful in uplifting the life of their
community
Actually, the progress of a community depends on a number of factors. But the most essential factor is the state
of progress of the women in the community. Similarly, the fall of a community results from a number of factors.
But a factor which will quickly send a community down the drain is the ignorance and stupidity of its women.
Therefore, the care and education of our women is not as simple a matter as that of adornment, nor is it something which can afford to wait for any length of time or with any complacency, as imagined by most of our people
who are now agitating for better care and education for their sons.
Indeed, the education of our women is a most pressing matter which demands immediate and earnest attention
and the provision of all the usual facilities. This is our most urgent duty, for only by so doing will it be easy for us
to work for the progress of our community in other directions. If we treat this problem lightly then we will surely
be confronted with difficulties in all directions when attempting to achieve progress for our people.
272.126 Hikayat Raja Donan (Narrative of Raja Donan)\fn{by “Mir Hassan, a Malay” (before 1889)} Malaysia (M)
2\fn{From a MS dated 1303 in my source MMMCDLI, which is:
“Maxwell, W. E. in The Folk-Lore Journal. (“Raja Donan: A Malay Fairy-Tale”), No. 6 (January-December 1888). London, Elliot Stock,
1888. (MMMCDLI) [ANNEX GR1 .F611 v.6].” A note in the Journal of the Royal Asiatic Society of Great Britain and Irelan (1899), p.
121, reads:
“7. Three Malay Tales by Mir Hassan, viz.: Sri Rama, fol. 27; Raja Donan, fol. 29; Raja Ambong, fol. 20. MS. 24 lines on a page. Dated
A.H. 1303. Size, 13½ by 8½.”; and this note appears under the heading on the same page:
“LIST OF THE BOOKS BEQUEATHED TO THE MALAY SOCIETY by the late W. E. Maxwell K.C.M.G., Compiled from Notes made
by C. Otto Blagden M.R.A.S.” this is on page 121 of the Journal of the Royal Asiatic Society of Great Britain and Irelan (1899); and then
on p. 125:
“51. Raja Donan. Printed. 8vo. Singapore, 1887”.
From a separate source [A History of Classic Malay Literature, by Llaw Yock Fang, Jakarta, Yayasan Pustaka Obor Indonesia, Jalan Plaju
No. 10, 2013, p. 39] I learn that the Hikayat Raja Ambong (which appears in the same notice as that of Raja Donan, above) came into being
thus: “This hikayat was written in Singapore on 12 July 1886 or 10 Syawal 1302 accoding to the Islamic calendar.” Now, A.H. certainly
means “after the Hijra” and this occurrs in 622AD; unfortunately, 1303 and 622 = 1925, which is considerably after “before 1889”; and it
would seem impossible that a hikayat written in 1886 could have been written in “10 Syawal 1302 according to the Islamic calendar”
(speaking now about Hikayat Raja Ambong).
Perhaps a solution lies in a simple misdating by C. Otto Blagden, Member of the Royal Asiatic Society; or if not that, then whoever
compiled the table in the journal for 1899 “from Notes made” by him. All that is necessary for me to know is that it appears in the volume
for 1899, which makes it certain that both hikayats occur together in the same MS, and that this MS first saw the light of day at some time
during the time period c.1680-1899—and this much at least seems to be recoverable from the above evidence:H }

*
Once upon a time, in the kingdom of Mandi Angin, there reigned a certain King Raja Besar, whose wife was
the Princess Lindongan Bulan.
He was blessed in every way that the gods bless mortals, except in one respect, which was that he had no son
and heir. By constant prayers and the giving of'alms, at length.when the king had reigned nearly eight years, there
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was a prospect of Raja Besar’s happiness being completed. All the astrologers were summoned to tell whether the
child would be male or female, and what was the lot in store for it.
The astrologers, having for a long time continued their incantations, at length perceived that the expected child
would be a prince, and that he would be gifted with extraordinary qualities. But the astrologers hated the king, and
so they did not tell him the truth, but told him that his child would be a prince who was fated to be a curse to all
who would come in contact with him.
Next day the king summoned an old astrologer who was both blind and deaf and infirm to tell the destinies of
the child. The old man having pursued his divinations from sunset to sunrise, announced to the king that his son
would be a highly-gifted prince, and that under him the kingdom would attain an unheard-of prosperity.
“This is altogether different,” said the king, “from the prognostication of the former soothsayers.”
“I am blind and deaf and of failing memory,” said the old man, “but in all things that concern the prince your
highness may rely on what I say.”
*
At last, a terrible storm then raging, the princess gave birth to a son. The infant disappeared into the earth; then
he was vomited out again, seated on a cushion, and with him a sword, a hen’s egg, a swivel-gun, a flute, a piece of
scented wood for burning, and some incense.
The king, influenced by the opinion of the seven lying astrologers, directed that the child should at once be put
into a rickety old boat and set adrift on the river.
The princess wept on hearing what was to be the fate of her child, and directed her maids to put into the boat a
basket full of clothes and another full of provisions for the child. This done, the boat was cast off amid the roaring
of cannons which the king had ordered to be fired off for joy that evil had been averted from his kingdom.
*
The king’s elder brother, Bandahara Tua, was living some distance away, at the mouth of the river, and, hearing
the cannons, he said,
“Surely a prince has been born, and the king has believed the lying astrologers and cast his son away.”
He prayed that God would send his new-born nephew to him, and, after waiting a day and a night on the bank
of the river, at last the little boat was wafted up to his very steps. The Bandahara went into the cabin to seek his
nephew, and having found him he brought him on deck to take him to his house, but found that while he was
below the boat had floated into midstream, and was being rapidly carried out to sea.
*
Day and night for a year the boat went on, and at the end of that time the little castaway, now able to talk, gave
himself the name of Raja Donan.
One day the Bandahara, at the request of his nephew, who said he felt a presentiment of approaching evil,
climbed into the look-out place and carefully scanned the horizon, and at length sighted a great fleet of 99 ships
approaching them, whose masts were like a grove of cotton-trees.
Raja Donan now prepared for the worst, and put on the magic garments which his mother had given him, and
girded on the sword which was supernaturally produced at the time of his birth. The fleet approached; it was that
of Raja Chamar Lant, of Mundam Batu, who was on board the Biduri, the largest of all. On sighting the little boat,
Raja Chamar Lant ordered one of his galleys to be manned to see who was on board the stranger.
This huge boat, carrying 44 rowers, came alongside, and those on board it saw no one but a pretty child, who
said that he came “from the country of Mandi Angin, from the rice-fields where there are no embankments, from
the waters where no fish are ever seen, a lonely place where the ape howls nightly, inhabited only by people who
live on fern-shoots.”
The officers of the galley said that tribute must be paid to his master, or the little boat would be seized as a
prize. Raja Donan said he did not refuse to pay, but he should first ask the port-fire of his cannon and the blade of
his sword, and if they answered that he should pay there was an end of the matter.
With this answer the officer returned to his master, who at once ordered his men to fire and blow the little craft
to pieces. For seven days and nights did the fleet keep up a terrible shower of ball from cannon and musket, and at
the end of that time the order to cease firing was given.
When the smoke cleared away, there stood the little boat, brighter than ever, and quite unharmed.
Raja Chamar Lant was furious. He would show his men how to shoot, and so he fired at Raja Donan’s boat.
But he did not harm it.
Raja Donan now fired his little brass swivel-gun which was thrown out of the earth when he was born, and
with the one shot he sunk the whole 99 ships, leaving only the Biduri afloat. His trusty craft bore him alongside
the survivor. With a terrible shout he boarded it.
105

For three days and nights, single-handed, he kept up the battle with the warriors on board, and finally killed
them all, the last being Raja Chamar Lant.
*
The prince found in the cabin of the Biduri the younger sister of Raja Chamar Lant, who prayed him that he
would kill her. He, however, soothed her with an account of his woes, and she agreed to go into his boat and remain with him. Raja Donan brought his prahu alongside with a wave of his turban, and, having got the princess
into it, he then stepped in and sank the Biduri.
Che Amborg, as the princess was called, told Baja Donan that the reason she had left her beautiful home was
that Petukal, a powerful raja, had asked for her in marriage, but her brother had taken her to sea to save her from
Petukal, who was even now pursuing them. Raja Donan now prayed for a breeze that would bring them up to
Petukal—a breeze “so strong as to be visible in a form resembling human shape, which would lay prostrate the
cattle feeding in the fields, and sweep away the young cocoanuts growing in the courtyard.”
*
For seven days and seven nights they ran before the wind that sprang up, and on the eighth day, about noon,
the fleet of Petukal, 99 ships in all, was seen right ahead. Raja Petukal, observing the new comer, sent off his
eighty-oared galley to make inquiries. Raja Donan answered them as he had the officers of Raja Ohamar Lant,
and met their demand for tribute in the same way.
In the same way Raja Petukal opened fire, and continued it for seven days and nights, at the end of which time
he ordered the firing to cease. So dense was the smoke that it took three days to clear away, and then the little
home of Raja Donan was seen to be quite untouched.
Raja Petukal, having, like Raja Ohamar Lant, fired some of his guns with his own hand, had no better luck.
Then Raja Donan with a single shot from his gun sent the whole fleet, excepting the raja’s vessel, to the bottom.
Raja Donan boarded this, and slew all his enemies except their chief: with him he had a dreadful struggle.
Once Raja Donan’s sword shivered in his hand when he made a thrust at Raja Petukal, and before he could
recover himself his opponent threw him overboard. His prayer to be put back again on deck was answered; and in
the next struggle Raja Petukal was hurled into the sea, where he perished.
*
Che Muda, a sister of Raja Petukal, was found in the cabin, and went with Raja Donan aboard his boat. Guided
by the princesses, he sought the shores of the country in which resided the beautiful Princess Ganda Iran. He
played his magic flute, and, though he was many miles away, his prayer was heard that the Princess Ganda Iran
should be able to hear his music.
She was enraptured, and despatched a kite to bear to the youth a cap made of beautiful flowers. The kite
carried his message, and placed the cap in the hands of Rajah Donan, who in return sent three rings, one as a sign
of betrothal, one to bind the promise, and one as a sign that whatever was undertaken would be successfully
carried out, and a shawl as a sign of intimacy.
When the kite had safely delivered the prince’s message, the beautiful princess again despatched the bird with
all kinds of sweetmeats, and in return the prince sent some other presents, telling the kite that they were setting
out at once for the princess’s palace.
*
By the prayer of Raja Donan all the troops of Raja Chamar Lant and Raja Petukal were restored to life, and his
little boat was turned into a magnificent palace. He called all the restored warriors together, and, putting chiefs
over them, he set out on his journey on foot, taking with him his sword and his magic flute.
When on his way, a certain princess, named Linggam Chahya, who resided in heaven, but came down often to
the earth to amuse herself, met and fell in love with him, and sent her favourite bird to ask him to come to see her.
He pleaded another appointment, but promised to come within three years, three months, and ten days. Disguised
as a Semang, or wild hill-man, with all the skin diseases and sores which disfigure those people, he gained
admittance to the Princess Ganda Iran.
The raja, her father, forced him to play his magic flute, which when the princess heard she fell down, and was
thought to be dead. Preparations were made for her funeral, and the Semang was promised her hand in marriage,
and the sovereignty of the country if he restored her to life. He played his magic flute, and when he saw her
coming back to life disappeared from the palace.
The Semang could not be found, but in their search the officers of the raja met a pretty child by the road-side.
They brought him to the palace, where the princess took a great fancy to him. The child suddenly changed one
day into Raja Donan, a handsome young man, and the princess, having heard who he was, was exceedingly
happy.
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Raja Piakas, who had been affianced to the princess, being exceedingly jealous, on losing her, went to his
home and begged his sister that she would help him to take revenge on the country of the Princess Ganda Iran.
*
Now the sister of Raja Piakas had power over all dragons, crocodiles, and all beasts of the earth. These she
summoned from all parts of the world, and ordered them to invade the country of the princess who had injured her
brother. The reptiles and animals advanced, doing immense mischief; but at the prayer of Raja Donan the sea
rushed over the whole land and drowned all these creatures.
Raja Piakas then fitted out an expedition against his former friends, but he was slain in single combat by Raja
Donan. The magnanimous conqueror, however, brought him back to life, and married him to the princess Che
Amborg.
*
Raja Donan now set off with his uncle and a large fleet to find his old home in Mandi Angin. After a long
voyage they arrived at the well-known river, but found everything desolate, the palace gone, the cottages burnt.
An old man told them that the king had been dethroned years ago by seven lying astrologers, who were living like
rajas far up the river.
Raja Donan found his parents occupying a poor hut in a wood; but, having slain the lying astrologers, he put
his parents on the throne again, and made Mandi Angin as prosperous and peaceful as it had ever been. Having
done this, Raja Donan sailed away to his kingdom, where he ever after dwelt in peace and happiness.
He was absent for a short time, however, when he kept his word and visited the Princess Linggan Ohahya in
the heavens.
278.115 Quotations\fn{by Weeratunge Edward Perera (1898-1982)} Telok Anson (now Teluk Intan), Hilir District, Perek
State, Malaysia (M) 1
The First World War had broken out and I remember one morning at about 4:30 am when I was studying alone,
my parents and brothers being all asleep I heard a loud explosion.
Everybody was awakened by the noise and we opened the door and went outside and looked towards the
seaside, when we saw flashes of light and heard more explosions. That was the bombardment of the Russian
cruiser Zhemchug by the German pirate cruiser Emden. After the sinking of the Russian cruiser, the German ship
steamed out of the harbour and disappeared before the British man-of-war had time to catch up with her.
That morning when we went to school we saw the dead bodies of the Russian sailors floating all over the sea
between Butterworth and Penang. It was all excitement in Penang and our school closed for the day. We spent a
good part of that morning at the habour watching the marine police and volunteers bringing ashore dead bodies.
The single regiment of the Federation of Malaya known as the Malay States Guides which was stationed in
Taiping was quickly summoned to Penang. This regiment was composed of Moslem and Sikh soldiers. The Moslems were sent to guard Singapore and the Sikhs to guard Penang.
*
As soon as Turkey joined the war on the side of the Germans, the Moslem section of the Malay States Guides
stationed in Singapore mutinied and there was great commotion in the country. The volunteer company in Penang
was called out for duty in Singapore and we in the Cadet Corps took on an appearance of importance. We were
give more rifle practice, sham-fights and guard duties to perform.
*
As soon as the Japanese invaders established a forward base at Telok Anson and the retreating British army
had destroyed the water works at Changkat Jong, I don’t know what prompted me to approach the Commander of
the Japanese suicide corps and warn him of the danger of the Japanese soldiers drinking the drain water, for the
pollution would make them sick before they got to Singapore, their destination. In fact I was indirectly pleading
for the safety of our own population.
The Commander being an understanding man with knowledge of some English offered me a motor-car (all
motor-cars including my own having been commandeered by the invaders) and a written order to collect workers
and technicians to repair the waterworks and give water to the town immediately. He also provided me with all
transport for the workers and a pass to allow us to travel without any molestation by their soldiers.
I managed to find, and encourage a few workmen to come with me and we worked at Changkat Jong Headworks and several mains for three or four days working day and night and succeeded in giving water to Telok
Anson to the relief of the Japanese as well as our own people. I enjoyed this thrill immensely.
Having obtained the ear of this Suicide Corps Commander, I pleaded with him to stop his soldiers from molesting the young girls in the town. I remember he told me that it was not possible for him to do as his men were
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going to die at the front but he suggested that I should form an interim government and appoint a mayor of the
town. This would help to curb somewhat the behavior of his men.
I lost no time in getting some of my friends in hiding to come forward for this task. We organised a sanitation
brigade and the local police to function under the late Raja Yahaya as O.C.P.D.\fn{ Officer in Charge Police District:W}
and Mr. J. Bahaduri a lawyer as the Mayor. This was another thrilling experience for me.
About three months after the occupation of Perak, civil authorities arrived from Japan and organised the Government of Perak. The late Cik Megat Yunus was appointed the District Officer of Telok Anson.
Although I knew nothing of electricity, and the English schools were not functioning the late Cik Megat Yunus
and Raja Yussof, the then Raja Muda of Perak in recognition of my services appointed me Officer-in-charge of
Electricity, so that I could have a salary to run my kitchen. Then I organised the Huttenbacks Electrical Organisation with the help of the old members of staff and restored electricity to the town: another job of organisation
was thrust on me.
The Telok Anson Government Hospital had been totally looted when the British evacuated, and the hospital
beds and furniture were also missing. With information I got, I was fortunate in locating most of the looted drugs
in the home of a younger brother of an Assistant Surgeon in this hospital.
Some time prior to the coming of the Japanese, the medical officer having been panic-stricken left his post
stealthily without leaving any instructions to his assistants in hospital. Some persons from whom I recovered the
hospital things threatened my life, but I cared not being full of the thrill of doing a good job.
*
During the interregnum lasting about a month, we were ruled by the communists and paid salaries by them.
I remember one day I had to go to Ipoh in a lorry to fetch fuel oil from Ipoh for our engines. On the way back I
was fortunate to meet some British paratroopers for the first time in years, and I lost no time in giving them the
information that was then rife in Telok Anson that in the next two days the Chinese troops from China would be in
Telok Anson and there would be a liquidation of all leading Government servants.
The paratroopers told me that their orders were that the British Indian Troops that were then disembarking at
Port Swettenham were destined to the north by-passing Telok Anson. Being impressed with the veracity of my
information, I was happy when those men gave me the assurance that they would immediately inform their Headquarters of what I had told them.
We were thrilled to see the arrival of a contingent of British Indian troops in Telok Anson early the next afternoon.
My greatest thrill was during the early period of the British military administration, when the communists tried
to show their power by ordering the closure of schools and holding processions and rallies etc. and denouncing
the British and kidnapping all wealthy people who failed to support them with finance. On my own initiative, I
opened the old school at Immigrant/Anson Roads in defiance of their orders and in addition, I opened Chinese
classes in the afternoon with the co-operation of Pastor Lim Hong Yong to take off the children from the streets as
the Chinese Schools remained closed.
This enraged the communists who made an attempt to burn the old building but we quelled the fire in time.
The British military administration was behind me and they even provided me with money to rehabilitate the old
school long before the missionaries arrived on the scene.
140.21 Father Lime-stick And The Flower-pecker 2. The King Of The Tigers Is Sick 3. The Mouse Deer’s
Shipwreck 4. Who Killed The Otter’s Babies? 5. The Elephant Has A Bet With The Tiger: Five Folktales\fn{by
Che Busu (before 1901- )} Kelantan State, Malaysia (M) 5
1
Old Father Lime-stick once limed a tree for birds and caught a flower-pecker.\fn{ A small bird about as big as one’s
He was just about to kill and eat it when the bird cried out,
“O Grandfather, surely you are not going to eat me? Why, flesh, feathers and all, I am no bigger than your
thumb!”
“What?” said the old man, “do you expect me then to let you go?”
“Yes,” said the bird, “only let me go, and I will fetch you such a talisman as never was—a bezoar-stone\fn
{Any of various concretions found chiefly in the alimentary organs of certain ruminants, formerly supposed to possess remarkable
thumb.}

medicinal properties, especially as antidotes to poison ; of which the most prized one was composed principally of resinous organic matter,
arranged around some hard foreign nucleus and found in the bezoar goat, gazelle, etc. } as big as a coconut and worth at least a

thousand.” Said the old man,
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“Do you really mean it?”
“Really, I do,” replied the bird. “Just let me go, and I’ll bring it to you.”
Then (on being released) he flew off and perched on a tree, and began to preen his feathers, to get rid of the
bird-lime. And presently the old man said,
“Where has that bird got to? Bird, where is the bezoar-stone you promised to bring me, the one that was worth
at least a thousand?”
“Out-on-you,” was the reply, “this is really too ridiculous. Just think of me, with my body as big as your
thumb, carrying a bezoar-stone as big as a coconut! It really is too absurd. Why, have I even got the strength to lift
it?”
At this the old man held his peace.
“Well,” continued the bird, “you will gain nothing by repenting that you set me free. Only remember in future
not to undertake an affair quite out of keeping with your own powers. Neither try to get your arms round a tree too
big for your embrace, nor attempt to climb one higher than your strength permits you.”
2
When the great king of all the tigers was sick, the tiger-crown-prince made obeisance and said,
“If my lord will taste of the flesh of every beast of the field peradventure my lord may recover.”
So the great king commanded the crown prince to summon every kind of beast into his presence, and as they
appeared the king ate of them. Only the mouse-deer, who was likewise summoned, refused to appear.
Therefore the great king’s wrath was kindled against the mouse-deer and in the end he too was fain\fn{ Constrained.} to appear. And when he appeared he was questioned by the king.
“Why did you not attend at the first when we had summoned hither every kind of beast that lives in the field?”
The mouse-deer replied,
“Your slave could not approach your Majesty because of a dream of certain medicine that would make your
Majesty well.” The king replied,
“What medicine was this of which you dreamed?”
“Your slave dreamed that the only remedy for your Majesty’s sickness was for your Majesty to seize and
devour That Which Is Nearest Your Majesty.”
Immediately on hearing this the great king of the tigers seized the prince of the tigers and devoured him also.
And straightway the king was cured, and the mouse-deer himself became crown prince in turn.
3
“Come,” said the mouse-deer to the stump-tailed heron, “come and sail with me to Java.”
So they set sail, and friend mouse-deer held the tiller and friend heron spread the sail. And the wind blew from
the North. Soon however friend mouse-deer got drowsy, and let the boat fall out of the wind. At this friend heron
said,
“Why does the boat fall off? How is your helm, friend mouse-deer?”
“I was only taking a few winks,” said he.
“Bring her up to the wind again,” said the heron. And the mouse-deer replied,
“All right. I’m ‘on the spot.’” Presently however he dozed again, and the heron exclaimed,
“Oh, if that’s to be it, you may die and be done with. I’ll peck a hole in this boat of ours and you’ll go to the
bottom.” But the mouse-deer said,
“Please don’t, I’m such a bad hand at swimming.”
So they sailed on. And the mouse-deer dozed a third time. At this the heron could contain himself no longer,
and said,
“Confound you, friend mouse-deer, for sleeping at the helm.”
And losing his temper he pecked a hole in the boat, and the boat let in the water and friend heron flew away.
But the mouse-deer swam struggling with his feet in the midst of the sea. Presently there came up a young shark
who exclaimed,
“I’ll have a meal off you this time at all events.” But the mouse-deer answered,
“What, friend shark, you’ll make a meal off me? Why, in place of the little flesh I’ve got, if you’ll carry me
ashore, I’ll teach you some excellent magic which will save you from ever having to hunt for your food again.” To
this the shark replied,
“Agreed. If you’ll teach me your ‘excellent magic’ I’ll carry you ashore.”
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So the mouse-deer got upon friend shark’s back, and was carried straight ashore. And on their arrival the
mouse-deer said,
“Wait here a bit, while I go and get the simples.”\fn{ Medicinal plants (UWEB, 2341)}
And going aland\fn{Ashore.} he hunted up a rattan creeper and took it back with him and said, “Now I’ll give
you the simples I spoke of,” and bound it fast to friend shark’s tail. And presently the shark said,
“Why have you made the line fast to my tail?” But the mouse-deer replied,
“Keep quite quiet till I have tied you up properly, and then I’ll give you the simples.”
But presently he dragged the shark up on to the dry beach and made butcher’s-meat of him. Just then however
a tiger came up, exclaiming,
“Here’s really a good meal for me, for once in a way!”\fn{ Once in a while; occasionally; now and then (UWEB, 1701);
but the sense of the expression would probably have been better served had the sentence been translated, simply: “Here’s really a good
meal for me, for once!” (H)} To this, however, the mouse-deer replied,

“What is the use of eating me, when there’s already plenty of butcher’s-meat and to spare?”
“Very well, I’ll share it with you,” said the tiger. The mouse-deer replied,
“You may share it with me by all means, if you will only go and get some water to do the cooking.”
So the tiger went off to get water and presently came back with it.
“Wash the meat before you roast it,” said the mouse-deer.
The tiger took the meat and washed it in the water.
“Go and fetch fire and roast it,” said the mouse-deer.
The tiger fetched fire and came back to do the cooking. And when the meat was done,
“Now go and fetch some drinking water,” said the mouse-deer, “and we’ll have our meal together.”
So the Tiger went off again to fetch the drinking water. But the mouse-deer in the meantime made off with the
shark’s meat and climbed up with it to the top of a she-oak tree. And presently the tiger came back and found both
mouse-deer and meat missing. At this he exclaimed,
“For once in a way, Mr. Mouse-deer, you’ve fairly cheated me; if we don’t meet again no matter, but if we do,
I’ll be the death of you.”
4
The otter said to the Mouse-deer, “Friend mouse-deer, will you be so good as to take charge of the children till
I come back? I am going down to the river to catch fish, and when I come back I’ll share the takings with you.”
The mouse-deer replied,
“Very well! go along, and I’ll look after the children.” So the Otter went down to the river to catch fish.
The mouse-deer was chief dancer of the war-dance, and as he danced, he trod on the otter’s babies and crushed
them flat.
Presently the otter returned home, bringing a string of fish with him. On arriving he saw that his children had
been killed, and exclaimed,
“How comes it, friend mouse-deer, that my babies have died?” The mouse-deer replied,
“The woodpecker came and sounded the war gong, and I, being chief war-dancer, danced; and forgetting about
your children. I trod upon them and crushed them flat.”
On hearing this the Otter went and made complaint unto King Solomon, prostrating himself and saying,
“Your Majesty’s most humble slave craves pardon for presuming to address your Majesty, but friend mousedeer has murdered your slave’s children, and your slave desires to learn whether he is guilty or not according to
the Law of the Land,” King Solomon replied, saying,
“If the mouse-deer hath done this thing wittingly, assuredly he is guilty of death.”
Then he summoned the mouse-deer before him. And when the mouse-deer came into the presence of the king,
the king enquired of the otter,
“What is your charge against him?” The otter replied,
“Your slave accuses him of the murder of your slave’s children; your slave would hear the Law of the Land.”
Then the king said unto the mouse-deer,
“Was it your doing that the otter’s children were killed?” The mouse-deer replied,
“Assuredly it was, but I crave pardon for doing so.”
“How was it then,” said the King, “that you came to kill them?” The mouse-deer replied,
“Your slave came to kill them because the woodpecker appeared and sounded the war-gong. Your slave, as
your Majesty is aware, is chief dancer of the war-dance, therefore your slave danced, and forgetting about the
otter’s children, your slave trod upon them and crushed them flat.”
Here the King sent for the woodpecker also, and the woodpecker came before him.
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“Was it you, woodpecker,” said the King, “who sounded the war-gong?”
“Assuredly it was,” said the woodpecker, “for as much as your slave saw the great lizard wearing his sword.”
The King replied,
“If that is the case, there is no fault to be found in the woodpecker (for the woodpecker was chief beater of the
war-gong). Then the King commanded the great lizard to be summoned, and when he arrived, the King enquired,
“Was it you, lizard, who were wearing your sword?” The great lizard replied,
“Assuredly it was, your Majesty.”
“And why were you wearing your sword?” The great lizard replied,
“Your slave wore it for as much as your slave saw that the tortoise had donned his coat of mail.”
So the tortoise was summoned likewise.
“Why did you, tortoise, don your coat of mail?” The tortoise replied,
“Your slave donned it for as much as your slave saw the king crab trailing his three-edged pike.” Then the king
crab was sent for.
“Why were you, king crab, trailing your three-edged pike?”
“Because your slave saw that the crayfish had shouldered his lance.” Then the King sent for the crayfish and
said,
“Was it you, crayfish, who were shouldering your lance?” And the Crayfish replied,
“Assuredly it was, your Majesty.”
“And why did you shoulder it?”
“Because your slave saw the otter coming down to devour your slave’s own children.”
“Oh,” said King Solomon, “if that is the case, you, otter, are the guilty party and your complaint of your
children’s death cannot be sustained against the mouse-deer by the Law of the Land.”
5
In the beginning Gajah the elephant and Rimau the tiger were sworn friends. But one day they came to a
clearing and presently encountered Lotong, the long-tailed spectacle-monkey. And when he saw the monkey the
elephant said,
“Mr. Lotong yonder is far too noisy; let us try and shake him off. If he falls to me I am to eat you; and if he
falls to you, you are to eat me—we will make a wager of it.”
The tiger said, “Agreed?” and the Elephant replied, “Agreed.”
“Very well!” said the Tiger; “you shall try and menace him first.”
So the elephant tried to menace the monkey.
“AU! AU! AU!” he trumpeted, and each time he trumpeted the monkey was scared. But the monkey went jumping head foremost through the branches and never fell to the ground at all. Presently, therefore, the tiger asked
the elephant,
“Well, friend elephant, would you like to try your luck again?” But the elephant said,
“No, thank you. It shall be your turn now; and if he falls to you, you shall eat me—if you really can make him
fall!”
Then the tiger went and roared his longest and loudest, and shortened his body as for a spring and growled and
menaced the monkey thrice. And the monkey leaped and fell at the tiger’s feet, for his feet and hands were
paralyzed and would not grip the branches any more. Then the tiger said,
“Well, friend elephant, I suppose I may eat you now.” But the elephant said,
“You have, I admit, won the wager; but I beg you to grant me just seven days’ respite, to enable me to visit my
wife and children and to make my will.”
The tiger granted the request, and the elephant went home, bellowing and sobbing every foot of the way.
Now the elephant’s wife heard the sound of her husband’s voice, and said to her children,
“What can be the matter with your Father that he keeps sobbing so?” And the children listened to make sure
and said,
“Yes, it really is Father’s voice, the sobbing, and not that of anybody else.” Presently Father elephant arrived,
and Mother elephant asked,
“What were you sobbing for, Father! What have you done to yourself?” Father elephant replied,
“I made a wager with friend tiger about shaking down a monkey, and friend tiger beat me; I menaced the
monkey, but he did not fall; if he had fallen to me, I was to have eaten friend tiger, but if he fell to friend tiger,
friend tiger was to eat me. I was beaten, and now friend tiger says he is going to eat me. So I begged leave to
come home and see you, and he has given me just seven days’ respite.”
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*
Now for the seven days Father elephant kept sobbing aloud, and neither ate nor slept. And the thing came to
the hearing of friend mouse-deer.
“What can be the matter with friend elephant that he keeps bellowing and bellowing, neither does he sleep, so
that night is turned into day, and day into night? What on earth is the matter with him? Suppose I go and see.”
Then the mouse-deer went to see what was wrong, and asked,
“What is the matter with you, friend elephant, that we hear you bellowing and bellowing every single day and
every single night, just now, too, when the rains are upon us? You are far too noisy.” But the elephant said,
“It is no mere empty noise, friend mouse-deer, I have got into a dreadful scrape.”
“What sort of a scrape?” enquired the mouse-deer.
“I made a wager with friend tiger about shaking down a monkey, and he beat me.”
“What was the stake?” asked the mouse-deer.
“The stake was that friend tiger might eat me if friend tiger frightened it down; and if I frightened it down, I
might eat friend tiger. It fell to friend tiger, and now friend tiger wants to eat me. And my reason for not eating or
sleeping any more is that I have got only just seven days’ respite to go home and visit my wife and children and to
make my will.” Then the mouse-deer said,
“If it came to friend tiger’s eating you, I should feel exceedingly sorrowful, exceedingly distressed: but things
being only as you say, I feel neither.”
“If you will assist me, I will become your slave, and my descendants shall be your slaves forever.”
“Very well, if that is the case, I will assist you,” said the mouse-deer. “Go and look for a jar-full of molasses.”
Friend elephant promised to do so, and went to look for it at the house of a maker of palm wine. The owner of
the house fled for his life, and the jar fell into friend elephant’s possession, who bore it back to the mouse-deer.
Then friend mouse-deer said, “When does your promise expire?” and friend elephant replied, “Tomorrow.” So
when next morning arrived they started, and the mouse-deer said,
“Now pour the molasses over your back and let it spread and spread and run down your legs.”
Friend elephant did as he was ordered. Friend mouse-deer then instructed the elephant as follows:
“As soon as I begin to lick up the molasses on your back, bellow as loud as you can and make believe to be
hurt, and writhe and wriggle this way and that.”
And presently friend mouse-deer commenced to lick hard, and friend elephant writhed and wriggled and made
believe to be hurt, and made a prodigious noise of trumpeting. In this way they proceeded and friend mouse-deer
got up and sat astride upon friend elephant’s back. And the elephant trumpeted and trumpeted all the way till they
met with friend tiger. At this friend mouse-deer exclaimed,
“A single elephant is very short commons;\fn{ British idiomatic: a very small meal. } if I could only catch that big and
fat old tiger there, it would be just enough to satisfy my hunger.” Now when friend tiger heard these words of the
mouse-deer, he said to himself,
“So I suppose if you catch me, you’ll eat me into the bargain, will you?”
And friend tiger stayed not a moment longer, but fled for his life, fetching very lofty bounds.
*
And soon he met with the black ape, and friend ape asked,
“Why running so hard, friend tiger? Why so much noise, and why, just when the rains are upon us, too, do you
go fetching such lofty bounds?” Friend tiger replied,
“What do you mean by ‘so much noise’? What was the thing that was got upon friend elephant’s back, that had
caught friend elephant and was devouring him so that he went writhing and wriggling for the pain of it, and the
blood went streaming down in floods? Moreover the thing that was got on friend elephant’s back said, to my
hearing, that a single elephant was very short commons: but if it could catch a fat old tiger like myself that would
be just enough to satisfy Its hunger.” Friend ape said,
“What was that thing, friend tiger?”
“I don’t know,” said the tiger.
“Ah,” mused the ape, “I wonder if it could be friend mouse-deer!”
“Certainly not,” said the tiger; “why, how in the world could friend mouse-deer swallow me? To say nothing of
his not being used to meat food.”
“Come and let us go back again.”
*
Then they went back again to find the elephant, and first the ape went the faster, and then the tiger went the
faster, and then the ape got in front again. But friend mouse-deer sitting on friend elephant’s back saw them
coming and shouted,
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“Hello, Father ape, this is a dog’s trick indeed; you promise to bring me two tigers and you only bring me one.
I refuse to accept it, Father ape.” Now when friend tiger heard this, he ran off at first as fast as he could, but
presently he slackened his pace and said,
“It is too bad of you, Friend ape, for trying to cozen\fn{ Deceive.} me, in order to pay your own debts. For
shame! Father ape! It was only through good luck that he refused to accept me; if he had accepted, I should have
been dead and done with. So now, if you come down to the ground, you shall die the death yourself, just for your
trying to cheat me.”
Thus the tiger and the ape were set at enmity, and to this day the tiger is very wroth with the ape for trying to
cheat him.
140.26-27 Three Folktales from Kedah, Pahang and Trengganu States\fn[1. The Friendship Of Tupai The
Squirrel & Ruan The Creeping Fish {told by “one of the local Malays” (before 1901- )} “at a village on the banks of the
Siong River, a long way up-country in the State of Kedah” 2. The King-crow And The Water-snail {“told me on the
Tembeling River by a Malay of Pahang” (before 1901- )} Pahang State 3. {“the scene of this story is laid in the district of Ulu Setiu,”
(before 1901- )} Trengganu State]—all from three of the former Federated Malay States, now part of Malaysia (M)
1½
1
From the beginning Topai the squirrel and Ruan the creeping fish were ever close and faithful friends. And one
day Topai’s wife fell sick and Topai enquired of the medicine-man what medicine he should give her, and the
medicine-man prescribed the egg of a fowl.
But Topai could not by any means obtain it. Therefore he told Ruan the fish of his trouble, and Ruan promised
to help him, if he had to die for it.
Next morning therefore Ruan swam into a bamboo water-tube which a woman was filling in the river and was
carried back inside it to the house, where it was left leaning against the house wall close to the roosting-place of
the fowls. And at evening Ruan crept out of the tube and taking into his mouth an egg out of a hen’s nest carried it
back with him into the tube again.
Next morning the woman once more took the water-tube down to the river to fill it. Then Ruan swam out of
the tube into the river again and brought the egg rejoicing to his friend Tupai. And the squirrel’s wife on receiving
the egg immediately recovered.
Another day Ruan’s wife fell ill and the medicine-man prescribed the heart of a crocodile, but Ruan likewise
had no means of obtaining it.
Therefore Tupai the squirrel bit a hole in a coconut growing on a palm which overhung the river and crept
inside it. And presently he looked out and bit through the stalk of the coconut so that it fell into the river and was
swallowed by a crocodile, Tupai himself lying coiled inside it.
And presently he crept out of the coconut into the crocodile’s stomach, and bit out its heart. And the crocodile
struggled greatly till it came to the shore and died there.
Then the squirrel crept out of the crocodile’s jaws and gave the heart to Ruan the fish. And Ruan’s wife
recovered immediately also.
2
A water snail was coming upstream from the lower reaches, when a king crow heard it. Said the king crow to
himself,
“Who can it be coming upstream, that exclaims so loudly at the rapids? One might say it was a man, but that
there is nothing to be seen.”
So the king crow settled on a tree to watch, but as he could see nothing from his perch on the tree he flew
down to the ground, and walked along by the water-side. And when he thought to see some man exclaiming, he
caught sight of the water snail.
“Hello, you there,” said he, “where do you come from?”
“I come from the eddy below the rapids,” said the water snail, “and I only want to get as far as the headwaters
of this river.” Said the king crow,
“Wait a bit. Suppose you go down to the river mouth as quickly as you can and we will have a wager on it.”
(Now rivers are the water snail’s domain, in which he has many comrades.)
“What is to be the stake?” asked the water snail.
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“If I am beaten I will be your slave, and look after your aroids and wild calladiums” (on which the water snails
feed). Then the king crow asked,
“And what will you stake?” The water snail replied,
“If I am beaten, the river shall be handed over to you and you shall be king of the river.”
But the Water-snail begged for a delay of twice seven days, saying that he felt knocked up after ascending the
rapids. And the delay was granted accordingly.
Meanwhile however the water snail hunted up a great number of his friends and instructed them to conceal
themselves in each of the higher reaches of the river, and to reply immediately when the king crow challenged
them.
The day arrived, and the king crow flew off; and in each of the higher reaches the water-snail’s friends replied
to the challenge. And at the river mouth the water snail replied in person. So the king crow was defeated and has
ever since remained the slave of the water snail.
3
There is a place called Ulu Setiu in the country of Trengganu, where the Tigers are penned in a fold called
“Kandang Balok.”
Within this fold there are two lakes or ponds. By swimming through one of these ponds (on setting out for a
journey) the tigers turn themselves into men, and by swimming through the other (on their return) they change
themselves back into Tigers.\fn{Some Malay accounts state that tigers have a regular form of government, together with a town of
their own, the houses of which have their framework made of human bones, and are thatched with human hair. } For within the fold
itself the tigers always retain the shape of beasts, with the exception of the tiger-chief who always appears in the
form of a man.
It is this chief whom men call by the name of The Tiger Devil or Tiger Demon, and who enters into the bodies
of sorcerers when they invoke the Tiger Spirit.
A sorcerer in a trance was once in former days seized by this tiger-chief, who slung him across his shoulder
and carried him off to the tigers’ fold. On reaching the fold, however, the tiger-chief kept the sorcerer for safety in
his own house, which was built upon four posts of extraordinary height. From this position the sorcerer beheld the
baffled herd of hungry tigers who prowled around the posts of the house when they smelt the smell of a man,
although they did not dare to attack it for fear of their chief.
For seven days and seven nights the sorcerer was thus imprisoned, but he then succeeded in making his escape,
and on returning to his family he related all that he had seen and heard in the fold of the tigers.
1920
44.226 I Will Repay\fn{by Christianna Brand aka Mary Lewis (1907-1988)} Federated Malay States, Malaysia (F) 2
I am trapped. I have been here for ever: trapped here forever, alone in the noisome dark—struggling, fighting,
trying to get myself free: trapped here and alone.
And frightened. Frightened of the dark and the loneliness, terrified that death will come before I can be set
free. If I should die here!—alone, just die here, be released at last, perhaps, but too late! With so much to hope for,
so much still ahead of me, all my great mission still to be accomplished. To die here in this dank, dark trap, alone
and frightened: and leave it all undone!
The return to consciousness was long and slow and most agonizing. And yet, alone in the dark with no
distraction but the loneliness and the fear—the mind becomes very clear and very keen. You begin to remember
things that in all the hustle of light and life, are forgotten; or are stirred only by instincts and impulsions, to a
vague, blurred recognition of our origins, back into the timeless past.
*
If I keep quiet, if I don’t struggle, if I force myself to forgetfulness, for a little while, of the trap and the terror
—then I begin to remember, I remember far, far back. I remember a time when I lived with my father and my
mother and my brother; just we four, alone, no one else, no other men, no other woman. And because there was no
other woman, we lay with my mother as lovers, all three of us, her husband and her two sons. Was innocence lost
then?—because I lay with my mother as a lover; or when I came to hate my brother because he had loved her? At
any rate, on some made up story of his work being preferred to mine, I pretended a different kind of jealousy and I
killed him.
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This was the first death in all the world; and the first death was also the first murder. I murdered my brother
and through all the lives that have followed, through all the progression of lives that, upward striving, lead to our
eventual absorption into the eternal Light—I have carried the mark of that murder. In that, my first life on this
earth, my name was Cain.
*
Between the lives we live on this earth, the progression of lives unremembered—there are shadowy pauses. We
forget that. In our daily lives, we forget the long, long, timeless pauses, while we digest that life just lived, the test
we have just passed through, on our path to the Light; and prepare ourselves for the test to come. We forget all
these things, we live each life anew as if there were none behind and no more to come.
Only the wise, dark men of the East withdraw into traps of their own making and so find time and quietness to
think back and back and back and so to remember. But this trap is not of my own making …
And the terror begins again and the frantic struggling to be free, the muffled crying out from the dank, dark
stillness for help which I know will never come. If no help comes, I must die: and I shall die, for who will come to
the rescue of a killer? And I have so much more killing still to do …
From out of the mists of time, from long, long before history was—so many lives to be lived through. Humble
lives, useless lives, lives held to be great by those who lived at the same time, lives remembered still, into the
twentieth century; lives long ago forgotten by all but I who lived them—who also will forget them when I am free
of this silence and this loneliness, this too-much-time-to- think …
*
All my lives: and through every one, I carried the Mark: through them all, striving onwards and upwards along
the path, sliding back always in the slither of the blood about my feet, still with the Mark like a mark of blood
across my mind, the compulsion to kill.
Killing. Killing for personal reasons, for revenge, for greed, for hate, even for love. Killing publicly, legitimately: the executioner. In my hand, the spear that slew Ott the gladiator at the sign of the down-turned thumb, in
my hand the knife that spilled the guts of the human sacrifice in the forest glade; in my hand the torch that ignited
the fires, the stone that marked the final end …
In my hand the noosed rope, flung across a bough: the murderer even of my own self.
For he came. Into a life—long, long ago now, he came; and I see him, here in my sick memories, caught here
in my timeless trap—I see him: so quiet, so good, the ever compassionate …
To him I revealed all the truth, the mark of blood indelible across my mind; and he took my hand and said:
“I know.”
“You know?”
“Yes, I see into your mind and I know that the blood is there and I know why. But don’t you understand that I
am here for no other purpose but to wash it away?”
“To wash it away?”I stammered and said to him,
“With what? What can wash away such a mark as mine?” And he said:
“Only blood.” I said,
“God knows, I have shed enough of that.” And he said, very sadly, as though he were in an agony:
“Ah, but this time the blood must be mine.”
*
I didn’t understand him. I don’t think I do now. But he said, and goodness knows it has since been said often
enough, that he was the Son of God, sent into the world as a sacrifice, and that his blood would wash away all the
sins of the world.
I know now that that wasn’t true. He was just some sort of nut, I suppose, thinking he had a mission to cure the
world of its ills. But he was good: good and kind, loving, compassionate, never judged me, never excluded me,
though he knew well enough what I was. Took me in with his people, his chosen friends, made me one of them,
and to none did he ever reveal my secret.
I don’t think I’ve ever loved anyone: not in all these lives—unless it was my mother, Eve, and her I loved in
the wrong way or I wouldn’t have killed my brother, Abel. But I loved him. He was the first person who ever gave
me love; and in the warmth of his loving kindness, the lust for blood died in me, I watched him while he brought
people life, not death, while he brought them back from death to life—and I loved him.
I even believed that story about his blood washing away the sins of the world, washing away the mark of blood
from my mind that held me back for ever on the path to the Light. So when they threatened to put him to death I
thought:
“Well, I suppose this is it. This is the sacrifice he was sent to make. And when it’s been made, I’ll be clean, I’ll
be free of the Mark. His blood will have washed the Mark away.”
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*
You can’t say I killed him. It was they who killed him, the Jews. But if he was going to die, if he’d been sent
here to die—well, it seemed logical, didn’t it?—not to try to prevent it. I mean, that’s what he’d said he’d been
sent for.
On the other hand, he hadn’t died yet and perhaps the Mark was still there and that’s what impelled me: or at
any rate, failed to prevent me from doing what I realize the others wouldn’t have done. At any rate, when they
came to me and said, “Take us to him,” well, I just took them.
So much has been made of my having gone up to him and kissed him, as a sign; can’t people realize that my
heart was breaking for him?—that I was saying goodbye. They tried to give me money for it afterwards, can you
believe it?—the Jews, his bloody murderers, they came and offered me money for having “betrayed him,” for
having “given him away.”
I went out and hanged myself. I knew it was safe to do that—well, I believed it then; because, after all, I
should be born again with the Mark washed away by his blood, by his sacrifice—I could begin at last on the truly
upward path.
And anyway, how could I have lived on?—knowing him killed, murdered, sacrificed, hanging there in his
agony to cleanse with his blood the sins of the world and mine with the rest. How could I have lived on?—
knowing what they had done to him?
*
But it was all nonsense, you see: wasn’t it? The Mark wasn’t cleansed after all, it’s still here, it’s been with me
through all the lives since then. He was just a nut after all, with a vision, a dream.
But the dream was beautiful and kind and good, as he himself was beautiful within himself, and kind and good.
He never judged me, only helped me; he gave me the only love, the only happiness, the only feeling of peace that
I’ve ever known.
And they hung him up in agony, they murdered him. The Jews.
Someone is coming! There are voices! Oh, for God’s sake, for Christ’s sake, for his sake—whoever you are,
help me, get me out of here! Don’t let it end here, in the darkness and the terror!—the terror that I must die with
so much of life before me, with so much still to do, with my great mission as yet unfulfilled …
My mission … what mission? I know that I have the Mark—some mark, what mark?—I am forgetting. I’ve
forgotten what mark, where the mark came from, what is my mission, why am I chosen? I know only that I must
have air, must have light, must have life.
For his sake, for Christ’s sake, rescue me, help me, bring me out once more on the path towards the Light! For
Christ’s sake, for his sake, the only person in all my life, in all my long succession of lives that I have ever loved.
For his sake, whom I sent to his death at the hands of the Jews: and they offered me payment for it.
I am saved. I am dragged forth from my trap, from the dankness and the dark; against the shattering shock of
the light, I close my blurred, blue eyes. They drag me forth, they wipe me free of the blood and the slime, they
hang me up by my heels and strike me so that I cry out.
And I know my mission; and in that same moment the knowledge is obliterated.
But my mission is to kill. My mission is to avenge him whom I loved.
April 20th, 1899. To Maria, wife of Alois—the gift of a son: Adolph.
280.62 Excerpt from The Prince Of Mount Tahan\fn{by Ishak Haji Muhammad (1909-1991)} Kampung Bukit,
Temerloh District, Pahang State, Malaysia (M) 10
1
Just before the great flood of 1926 AD, the “red flood” as it was called in Kelantan and Trengganu, two white
men from Kuala Lumpur arrived at Kuala Tembeling. They knew all about jungle pro ducts. One was also an
experienced botanist and scientist. They wanted to climb Mount Tahan to study the plants, minerals and magical
objects there.
But most of all they wanted to know whether the hill would be suitable as a hill station.
Malaya is very hot; white men miss their own cold climate very much when they are here. It might be said that
these two white men were looking for a new heaven!
The two scientists had never been to this district before. So, first of all they had to find some Malays who
could guide them through the thick forest to the mountain, and carry their equipment for them.
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Unfortunately they made one mistake. They forgot how hard it is to travel during the rainy season. The paths
are wet and soft, the hillsides are slippery and hard to climb, and it is very difficult to find a sheltered spot to
camp at night.
Before they had gone very far into the jungle, Allah, Lord of all the worlds, sent a thunderstorm. It rained all
day and all night. They were drenched. Before they reached the foot of Mount Tahan their main guide, Ali, was
bitten by a cobra and died.
Water came crashing down the sides of the hills with a tremendous roar. Large rocks smashed into pieces and
rolled down into the ravines, bringing with them tall tree trunks which tumbled end over end down the steep
slopes.
From the colour of the water in the valleys it was obvious (had anyone been there to see it) that a lot of soil had
been carried away. The reddish water was thick with mud.
The rain poured down continuously for seven days without any abatement. On the second day, they were lucky
enough to find a large cave, where they could shelter from the rain and be protected from the mis sile-like rocks
and trees. But their troubles were by no means over.
First of all, it was very difficult to find dry wood with which to cook their food and keep themselves warm.
Secondly, it was hard to get clean drinking water. Apart from that, forest animals kept trying to rush into the
cave to escape the rain. But as the animals were dazed with fear, they were not wild or fierce.
On the fourth day, Awang, the bearer who carried their food, died of stomach pains and a chill. Finally only the
two white men were left alive. They shook with fear and cold.
*
“What will we do now?” Mr. William asked his companion.
“We must be patient,” Mr. Robert replied. “We still have lots of bread and biscuits. There’s nothing for it but to
wait for the rain to stop.”
“I’m sure the whole of Malaya must be flooded. We were lucky to be here. I suppose a lot of chaps down there
have drowned.”
“I hope we’ll be all right, Robert.”
“I hope so too.”
“Don’t forget the five thousand pounds Great Britain is going to give us if we are successful,” William
continued to remind his friend.
“And that’s not all,” the diligent Mr. Robert added. “We might even discover gold and precious jewels. May
God help us find fame and fortune! We’ll spend the rest of our days in luxury.”
*
On the seventh day, the rain outside their “prison” began to ease a little. Water still continued flooding down
from the tops of the hills. Across the valley from their cave was a waterfall, which looked like a long lace curtain.
Sometimes it roared, at other times it sounded soft and gentle. At night, everything was so dark they could not see
a single star. However, it was brighter the next day although the sun remained behind the clouds.
“The weather seems to have improved somewhat,” Mr. Robert remarked to his friend. “I think I’ll go outside
for a bit. Be a good fellow and hand me my box camera and my pistol, will you? I want to take a few snaps of the
waterfall.”
“Here you are,” replied Mr. William. “I hope you get some good shots. Be careful not to slip. I’ll stay here and
make some tea.”
Mr. Robert then left to explore around the foot of the mountain. He was soon far away from the cave. The sky
was overcast, like late afternoon, yet it was only eleven o’clock in the morning. After Mr. Robert left, the cold air
lulled Mr. William back to sleep.
About two hours later, he woke up again. Mr. Robert had not yet returned. Mr. William lit the fire and boiled
some water. Then he made some tea for Mr. Robert. Without waiting for his friend to return, he lay down beside
the ashes of the fire, drank the tea and ate some bread.
A very spritely, thoroughly damp mousedeer bounded into the cave, sniffing the air. It did not notice the man.
The mousedeer went over to the fire, fluffed up its fur and shook itself several times. Mr. William was amazed.
His eyes shone as he stared at the animal. The mousedeer reminded him of the pair of rabbits he had kept when he
was a child, except that the mousedeer’s legs were longer and thinner than a rabbit’s.
As he was staring at the mousedeer, he suddenly remembered that his friend, Mr. Robert, hadn't come back yet.
It was half past three and there was still no sign of him. He began to worry if his friend had met with an accident.
Anxiously he rushed out of the cave, leaving the mousedeer in charge of his worldly wealth. Mr. Robert’s
footprints were clearly visible in the moist ground but he was nowhere to be found. Mr. William grew more and
more apprehensive as he followed the trail.
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At about five o'clock he reached a meadow where there were lots of footprints, some on top of the other, one
set having been made by a man wearing shoes. The footprints and marks on the ground suggested that there had
been a struggle. There were a lot of Sakai and Jakun tribesmen in the surrounding district: the thought flashed
through his mind that some of them may have attacked Mr. Robert.
Because it was getting late, he decided to go back to the cave rather than search for his colleague.
“I’ll come back tomorrow,” he thought to himself.
When he reached the cave it was almost night. The mousedeer sat quietly beside the fire, chewing its cud. Its
lovely fur was clean and dry.
Although Mr William saw the animal, he paid it little attention, because he was still worried about his
companion. Heavy rain fell again that night. Mr. William felt sad to be on his own. He was also concerned about
the fate of his friend.
“I’m out of the rain,” he thought to himself, “but what about Mr. Robert?”
He was so worried he hardly slept all night. He decided to get up very early the next morning and try once
again to find his friend.
*
The next morning, after a light breakfast, he followed the trail back to where he had found the signs of the
scuffle, then continued until he reached the side of a steep hill. There he found Mr. Robert’s white hand kerchief,
covered with rough letters written in blood. The letters simply said that Mr. Robert had been captured and taken
away by a group of Sakai. It insisted that Mr. William climb Mount Tahan on his own, while Mr. Robert sought a
way to escape. The message also said that Mr. Robert’s life was in no danger because the Sakai were not cannibals.
Feeling somewhat relieved, Mr. William went back to the cave and stayed there all day. When night fell, he re kindled the fire, packed Mr. Robert’s things, wrote up his diary, and calculated the amount of work he had to do as
against the amount of food left.
The mousedeer had gone.
Mr. William felt frightened on his own in the middle of the thick forest. He hardly slept that night either,
thinking of his friend who had been suddenly taken away from him. Although he knew more or less what had
happened, Mr. William was still worried that his friend’s life might be in peril. Granted that the savages wouldn’t
eat him, yet, would Mr. Robert be able to get enough food and drink, and adequate rest? Where were they taking
him? Would his own life be in danger if he followed? All night long he sighed and fretted.
Before dawn, he was up, ready to search for his colleague and com panion. This new responsibility seemed far
more important than climbing the lofty Mount Tahan, despite his friend’s message to the contrary.
He followed his companion’s footprints to a river, where they completely disappeared.
2
Now let us return to the story of Mr. Robert, the ardent botanist.
Mr. Robert had been so entranced by the scenery as he wandered around the hill side near the cave that he quite
forgot where he was. Much of the beauty of the forest had been washed away by the rain, but there were still
many lovely things to be seen and enjoyed.
There were clusters of various sorts of flowers here and there—red, yellow and blue. There were the different
sounds of running water—booming, roaring, whispering—and the gentle patter of the rain falling on the various
textures and shapes of the leaves, creating its own intricate melody. There were the songs of birds and other
creatures. When the wind blew, the branches bowed and the leaves shook as they danced and clapped their hands
in time to the symphony of the forest, a work written by none other than God Himself. White, black, and blue
clouds moved past in happy procession, delighted by the pleasant festivities.
Truly God is One and All Powerful.
As he was looking at all this, a group of about twenty Sakai, armed with bamboo blowpipes, quietly crept up
behind him. Mr. Robert held his camera firmly pressed against his chest, and stared ahead, ready to press the
shutter and capture a good shot of the scenery.
Suddenly he was startled by a noise behind him. It sounded like something, or someone, stepping on a dead
piece of wood. Crack! Bang!
Mr. Robert turned around with a jerk. A moan escaped from his mouth, his body was weak with fear. He tried
to reach for his pistol, hoping his assailants would be terrified, and scat ter. But the Sakai were too close. He was
surrounded.
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Their blowpipes were in their mouths, ready to shoot poisonous darts at him. Mr Robert knew how dangerous
the weapons were. Because there was nothing to be gained by struggling, he decided to surrender instead.
He raised his hands level with his shoulders. The jungle folk swarmed around him and took his pistol. Without
further delay, they led him down to the valley floor.
After crossing a flooded stream, he was led up and down hill until sunset,when they at last stopped and made
camp under a large shady tree. Although he could not understand a single word of their noisy chatter, he carefully
observed every gesture they made. Then, when no one was looking, he swiftly pricked his finger with a thorn and,
using his own blood, wrote a brief message on his handkerchief to Mr. William. Then he carefully weighted the
message with a stone, placing it where Mr. William could not fail to see it.
Heavy rain fell again that night. Fortunately they were protected from its full force, or Mr. Robert would have
been frozen stiff. There was little he could do but keep silent and entrust himself to God. Two thoughts filled his
mind. If he died, at least his friend would know how he had met his end. If he lived, he would be able to study the
life and customs of these primitive people. Being a scholar, he was a patient man.
Surrounded by his everwakeful guardians, he fell asleep thinking of Mr. William. Even though he hoped his
friend was safe, he worried that Mr. William was all alone. Despite his being a captive, at least he had com pany.
As God had already predetermined the matter, there was nothing Mr. Robert could do to change it. He carefully
watched for a chance to escape, but the Sakai took turns to guard him.
Now Mr. Robert had, in fact, spent some time in the jungles of Africa and was used to the behaviour of
primitive tribes. He knew that they liked shiny objects such as beads and penknives. They would willingly trade
skins, expensive animal hides, and even valuable elephant tusks, for a handful of such trinkets.
But he wasn’t too sure about these Malayan savages. Anyway he had nothing but a small penknife which was
really quite useful.
Had he been locked in prison there would have been no difficulty in getting out. He could simply have bribed
the guards or given them enough alcohol to make them drunk. But these chaps seemed to be paying him some
special sort of homage. Thanking God that they had not harmed him, he decided that the best thing to do for the
time being was to resign himself to the will of Allah.
*
Early the next morning, the leader of the band of Sakai woke Mr Robert, and they started off again. Mr. Robert
had absolutely no idea where they were going. It was a hard journey, up hill and down, as they proceeded further
and further into the thick, prickly forest.
At about three o’clock that afternoon, the group reached a newly cleared area of land. Mr. Robert noticed
several tall huts and a number of recently cultivated gardens of yam and corn. It was the jungle dwellers’ village.
The women and children working in the gardens cheered them as they arrived.
Mr. Robert suspected that the women and children were cheering because they thought that the band had
brought back an animal or some fruits for them to eat, and when it was discovered that this was not the case, he
feared they might kill him. It was the first time he had felt so absolutely terrified.
Soon an old man appeared. The old man used a spear as a walking stick, and wore a faded black sarong, with a
beautifully carved turban of wood wound around his head. He approached Mr. Robert and stared at him for some
time. It was a careful, measured, cruel look. Then he asked the leader of the band some questions. Mr. Robert did
not understand a single word they said.
Next they led him to a hut and gestured to him to sit down. Mr. Robert felt very hungry and tried to tell them
so by patting his belly and opening his mouth wide. They understood and brought him several bunches of fruit. It
was clear the Sakai were not so poor after all. They also seemed quite capable of building dwellings and planting
crops. The smoke from a number of houses suggested that they were quite used to cooking their food.
Shortly afterwards, a naked young woman brought some roast yam to the hut. Obviously the Sa kai way of life
had advanced a good deal. He ate whatever they ate, thanking God as he did so. He decided to stay on with them,
so that he could study their way of life and their customs.
That night they lit several large log fires. It was a brilliant evening, the sky was covered with stars and there
was absolutely no sign of rain. As it grew later, more and more men and women came and sat around the brightly
burning fires. They laughed, shouted, sang, and played on gongs and various other musical instruments. Some of
them had decorated their bodies with flowers and leaves. Mr. Robert was most surprised; he couldn’t possibly
guess what they intended to do.
After a short while, four men brought two fat pigs to the edge of one of the fires which had died down into
coals, and roasted the animals. Mr. Robert didn’t know where the pigs came from. Besides the pigs there were
fruits, palm cabbages, and other things to eat. It was amazing.
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At about half past two in the morning, the Batin or leader of the Sakai moved to the middle of the noisy group.
He gestured to them to stand up and form a circle, holding hands around the fire where the two pigs were almost
crisp. Then they all started walking, slowly at first, then gradually more quickly, as they sang some songs they had
learnt.
After they had danced around several times, they all sat down again. The pigs were skinned and divided
amongst everyone. They ate with evident delight, laughing and making jokes.
Mr. Robert was led into the centre of the circle and placed to the right of the Headman. An old woman sat on
his other side. Her clothes, behaviour and choice of food were all different from everyone else there. She looked
like a Malay. Mr. Robert was sure that she was a Malay when she refused to eat the pork.
Shortly after that the old Headman began to speak again. Everyone in the group stopped talking and listened
attentively to their leader. As he spoke, he pointed at Mr. Robert, who, of course, didn’t understand either what he
was saying, or why. The old man spoke for about half an hour, then he turned to the old woman and said several
words to her slowly, as he stared at Mr. Robert. After that, the old woman turned to Mr. Robert and spoke to him
in Malay.
“Although we live far in the forest, we have heard how just, wise and powerful the white man is. We know that
the land we sit on tonight is ruled and protected by him.
“And now you have come to us. We respectfully beg that you stay with us, show us the path to truth, and help
us to progress in the world. We have held this special feast in your honour. In the name of our God, we have
appointed you our headman and have given you the title of Batin Putih, ‘Great White Chief’.”
3
After the ceremony was over, people drifted back to their huts. It was very late; the whole area was soon very
still.
Mr. Robert had no pleasure in his new position, nor did he consider it an honour. He had studied deeply in
many sciences and had come to Malaya with one goal in mind, to make a lot of money. In fact, the only reason he
had entered the jungle with his good friend Mr. William was to find fame and fortune. The British government
had offered them five thousand pounds to climb to the top of Mount Tahan and find out whether it was suitable to
be made into a fine hill resort. If they succeeded, as well as becoming rich, they would probably be knighted.
But what a wretched fate had befallen him! He had been appointed governor of the jungle, feasted with pork
and praised, but of what use was that to him? The job didn’t pay a single cent.
Every white man who comes to Malaya comes for the money. He cares nothing about leading or protecting the
original sons of the soil. Even if he is somewhat stupid, he will, with no trouble at all, still get a position that pays
hundreds or even thousands of dollars a month.
Mr. Robert now had an important position, but no salary. Wasn’t that a disaster? For a long time he thought
about his own problems, his friend Mr. William, and a number of other pressing matters.
The following morning Mr. Robert was still wide awake, thinking.
*
He had decided that he wanted to know who the old woman was, what she was doing there, and where she had
come from. Perhaps she could help him escape. He was quite convinced that she was a Malay, because she spoke
fluent Malay and dressed in Malay costume.
So he got up and walked around the clearing hoping to find a well or a stream where he could first bathe and
wash his clothes. A boy had brought him a left-over leg of pork for his breakfast.
As he walked around he noticed that one hut was slightly larger than the others. Outside the hut sat an old
woman whom he recognised as being the old woman who had interpreted for him the previous evening. He did
not go straight up to her; first he went and washed his face and shirt in the river. That done, he came back.
“Good morning, old lady,” Mr. Robert said, unthinkingly, in English.
Startled because she could not understand English, the old woman stared at him. He approached and asked her
in rough Malay if she minded if he asked a few questions. Without saying a word, she shifted slightly from where
she was sitting and made room for him to sit down.
“Please do sit down,” she then replied very politely, in the best Malay manner. “I would be delighted if you
would visit my humble dwelling. If I can help you in any way, please ask.” Amazed by her attitude, Mr. Robert
thought to himself:
“No wonder people praise the Malays for their politeness and courteous demeanour. Here we are in the middle
of the jungle, and she is as civilised as she possibly could be. I never thought I’d meet anyone like this again.”
“Why have you come to my miserable shelter so early in the morning?” she asked him.
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“Oh! I hope you don’t mind if I ask you some questions. First of all, where am I, and who are you?”
“The Sakai call this village ‘White Tiger’ after a tiger they recently caught here. It was white all over. You’re
sitting on the fur now, as a matter of fact.”
Startled, Mr Robert took hold of the skin and rubbed the thick, coarse fur. Mr. Robert:
“Is this really the fur of a white tiger? I never knew such things existed.” Old Woman:
“It seems you don’t believe me. Let me show you his teeth and claws.” The old woman went inside the hut and
soon returned with a small bag of woven palm. She showed him the teeth and claws. Mr. Robert was even more
amazed and was now fully prepared to believe that the animal had indeed been a tiger. Mr Robert:
“Would you be willing to sell me the skin? How much do you want for it?” Old Woman:
“What will you do with the skin if I sell it to you?” Mr. Robert:
“Why, I’ll take it back to England and show it to everyone. I’ll tell them I shot the tiger.” Old Woman:
“That would be a lie. I thought Englishmen never lied.” Mr. Robert:
“There’s nothing wrong in telling a white lie if there’s something to be gained by so doing. A lot of people
have become famous and been appointed to high positions for telling lies.” Old Woman:
“Oh, I see. The law of the jungle people strongly condemns those who tell lies. Perhaps that is why we are
different from city folk. We are more noble than they are, even though they are supposed to be more ‘advanced’.”
Mr Robert:
“You were lucky to get this white tiger’s skin. But such a beautiful and valuable object is of no use to you—
you’re too old. I think you should give it to me so that I’ll have something to remember you by.” Old Woman:
“Oh, I’m not the lucky one. The whole tribe and village is. First we found a white tiger. Then we found you,
the Great White Chief. Who knows what we’ll find tomorrow? The whites of our eyes or white bones.”
Mr. Robert did not really understand the full extent of the woman’s sarcasm. An ashamed man shows the
whites of his eyes, a dead man shows his bleached bones. Death is—nevertheless—preferable. The full extent of
her bitterness was to be felt when she told her own story later on. Mr. Robert did not understand the proper thrust
of her words, but he started to sweat for shame, feeling that she was somehow ridiculing him. Mr. Robert:
“Please sell me the tiger’s skin. Just imagine! I could get thousands and thousands of pounds for it in
England.” Old Woman:
“There’s no point in your thinking of such a thing, if I may say so. You’ll never escape. You’re our prisoner. It
was only on my advice that you were not killed. We have appointed you our Great White Chief. You are our leader. The jungle can offer no greater honour. I beg you to remember our proverb: ‘Bellow as you enter the buffalo
stall, bleat when you are with the goats’. Or, as your people say: ‘When in Rome, do as the Romans do’.” Mr.
Robert:
“Very well, madam. Let’s not discuss the matter any further. My skin is white; what more could I possibly
want?” Old Woman:
“Ha! Ha! You’re very lucky. Now, what would you like to ask me?” Mr. Robert:
“Lots of things. But before I do, please tell me about yourself and what you’re doing here. You’re a Malay,
aren’t you?” Old Woman:
“I am indeed a Malay—a pure Malay. I’d like to tell you my story, because you are a white man and my life
has been very much influenced by Europeans. My story is very long. Before I start, you should go back to your
hut and eat what has been provided for you. I feel sorry for you, you’re not used to life in the forest yet. If you
want some rice, I’ll boil some. But I suspect you’d rather have meat and vegetables.”
*
By the time Mr Robert reached his hut, the sun was almost directly overhead. After having his lunch, he fell
fast asleep. He dreamed that Mr. William was attacked near a crystal clear river by a white tiger, and died in great
agony.
On waking, he was amazed that he had dreamed such a thing and wondered what it meant. Should he tell the
old woman? Would she understand its significance? She might be able to explain it, he thought to himself. Then
he decided: if I tell her I had entered the forest with someone else, the natives will watch me more closely than
ever. They might panic at the idea of Mr. William finding his way out of the forest and bringing help, and kill me.
It will be safest to say nothing at all about him. Even if they ask me whether I came with anyone else, I’ll just say:
“No, only me.”
Later on that afternoon he returned to the old woman’s hut to continue their earlier conversation. This time the
old woman was accompanied by two young Sakai women, neither of whom wore blouses or sarongs. Their only
coverings were strings of leaves tied around their waists. Their hair was tangled, and they looked dirty and ugly.
Apart from their firm breasts, Mr Robert found them completely unattractive. They were also very smelly. So,
although he didn’t take much notice of the naked young women, something about their presence there neverthe121

less made him feel apprehensive. Obediently sitting on the white tiger skin as he was instructed, Mr. Robert started speaking at once.
“Madam, I have returned to continue this morning’s conversation. I would like you to tell me all about yourself, from beginning to end—where you came from, how you happened to be in the forest, what you do here, and
so on.” Old Woman:
“I’d like to tell you about myself, but if I did there’d be no end to my tale, it’s so long.” Mr. Robert:
“That doesn’t matter! If you don’t finish this afternoon we can continue tomorrow morning or at any other
time that suits you. I haven’t the slightest doubt about how terribly important your story is. Nor do I doubt that I
shall enjoy it immensely.” Old Woman:
*
“Very well then, listen carefully. I was born in Royal Marhum, a village in Pekan Pahang District, Pahang
State.
“When the English came to Pahang, the people split into two groups—those who wanted English protection
and those who didn’t. My husband was a noble; he belonged to the second group. Because of the civil unrest, my
husband and I ran away. We went to Telmong, which is in Semantan, near Temerloh.
“One of our leaders in Semantan was Bahaman, the Baron of Semantan they used to call him. Everyone
considered us rebels. My husband was shot dead in a fierce battle with the English. It was a fortunate death.
“I was three months pregnant at the time. The English had rifles and cannons, so, together with several other
people, we fled further upriver. We went to Pulau Tawar, Freshwater Island Village. Lord Gajah was head of the
troops there.
“In the end our forces were defeated. We scattered—some people went to Trengganu, most went inland to
Kelantan. Five other people and myself followed the Ternbeling River to the interior of our state.
“For month after month we lived in the forest, enduring all sorts of hardships. At last my time came, I was
ready to give birth. Sad to say, my friends ran away and left me in great agony in the middle of the forest.” Mr.
Robert:
“Oh, I say! Do you mind if I ask why they abandoned you?” Old Woman:
“I couldn’t imagine why at all, then. Only later did I find out that most of my race are bad, uncouth people;
they are unkind and never lift a finger to help each other. I hate them all. That’s why I’ve stayed in the forest; I'd
rather be a Sakai.” Mr. Robert:
“I’m very moved by your story. What happened next?” Old Woman:
“I was in labour for three days. It was awful! I was very miserable. The earth was my bed, the sky my roof, and
the stars were all the light I had at night. My only companions were the trees of the forest. Then, one morn-ing,
my son was born. A group of Sakai found me in the middle of the day. I guess they heard the child crying. They
brought me here about thirty years ago. I’m glad now that I was able to find somewhere safe and pleasant to live.”
Mr. Robert:
“You said you gave birth to a son. What happened to him?” Old Woman:
“Oh yes, I forgot. I named him Tahan Strength, because I wanted him to live despite having been born in the
middle of the jungle without a midwife’s help. Praise be to God, whose wish it was. He was a sturdy child. When
he was ten, an old Sakai man took him up Mount Tahan and taught him various esoteric arts. I am of royal
descent, so was my husband. Our son was, therefore, a king. He was entitled to the very highest position in the
state. Even though he couldn’t take it up, he spent several years studying on the mountain. I was very pleased and
hoped that the knowledge would one day be of benefit to him.” Mr. Robert:
“Thank you for telling me about yourself. It’s a beautiful story—some of it is happy, some very sad indeed.
But I wonder if you’d mind telling me why you, your husband and the others didn’t want to live under British
rule? Everyone knows that the English are the most virtuous and brave people in the whole wide world!” Old
Woman:
“At the time, we weren’t at all sure what benefit British rule would bring. Anyway, we loved Pahang. We
didn’t want it to be ruled by foreigners. Especially when their religion and everything about them was different
from ourselves.” Mr. Robert:
“Really! You were quite wrong, you know. This country has benefited enormously from British rule. Pahang is
just as fine as the other states of Peninsular Malaya—Perak, Selangor, Negeri Sembilan, Johore, Kedah, Kelantan
and Trengganu. They’re all frightfully advanced, what with railways, highways, large towns, beautiful office
buildings, telegraph and telephones and all sorts of other things I’m sure you’ve never even heard of, let alone
seen.
“The kings and nobles live in luxury; they have good salaries, large quarters, and all sorts of lovely titles.
They’re all fat, healthy chaps; they never have to work hard, not like in the old days. The boys receive western
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education and are very advanced—they drink as much and wear as fashionable clothes as any European. It’s a
wonderful life; they never have to clear the jungle or grow rice now. The women are very progressive too: they
use soap, and powder and rouge, and wear all sorts of very attractive clothes, just to make themselves look as nice
as can be. It’s marvellous what money can do.
“We English are such clever rulers. Wouldn’t you like to leave the dark forest, and see how enlightened the rest
of the country is? I dare say you’d scarcely recognise your family and kinsfolk any more; they’ll have changed an
awful lot.
“Lots of people have changed their clothes, their homes, their villages, the way they live and even their
religion. In your day, Malay youths wore special Malay trousers, jackets and head-cloths. They’ve given up their
head-cloths now for pith helmets. Malays used to have large, solid houses, because they were frightened of
roaming elephants. Now they have charming little houses. They’re called bungalows because the builders bungled
them and it’s awfully crowded with furniture inside. People used to have water-buffaloes, cows, goats and sheep
in their yards; now they have cats and dogs instead.
“Everything has changed; it’s so modern these days. You really ought to leave this spiky old jungle. Do think
about it, please.” Old Woman:
“I don’t know. I think I’d rather die here. I’ll never forget what my friends did to me. Just imagine—I was having labour pains and they went away and left me. Was that a proper thing to do, Mr. Robert?” Mr. Robert:
“No, it certainly wasn’t. But you mustn’t keep a grudge forever. What is done is done. Anyway, I’m sure they
felt terribly sorry for you and couldn’t bear to watch you suffer such pain. That’s why they left. It happens all the
time in war.” Old Woman:
“It probably does. But I still think it’s a sign of weakness.” Mr. Robert:
“Why won’t you leave the forest? I could help you sell the tiger’s skin to a white trader. Then you’d make a lot
of money and spend the rest of your days in comfort.” Old Woman:
“I refuse. What about my son?” Mr. Robert:
“Don’t worry about him. Why won’t you believe me when I tell you how modern the country is now? Why
won’t you trust the British? They’re such honest people and they’ve done a tremendous lot to develop Malaya.”
Old Woman:
“It’s not that I don’t believe you but the way you’ve carried on about the tiger’s skin has convinced me of
something quite different.” Mr. Robert:
“It has?” Old Woman:
“Yes. You want the tiger’s skin because you can make a lot of money out of it. You don’t care about me in the
slightest. If there were more of you, you’d knock me down and take it. It doesn’t matter what you do to other
people as long as there’s a profit in it. All you white men are the same. You’re not ruling our land for nothing. The
money is all you want. Am I right or not?” Mr. Robert:
“It’s a lie! A damnable lie! You’ve spent so long in the forest, you couldn’t possibly know how things really
are. You’re a blind and ignorant old woman. Experienced, educated Malays—and that means most of the Malays
living in towns—don’t think the way you do. They’re very proud to be ruled by the Europeans. They think and do
exactly as we tell them to. And they like it!”
4
For some considerable time after his discussion with the old lady, Mr Robert felt very ashamed. Even she, imprisoned in the middle of the jungle, could see how his government ruled and the deceptions it practised. His
eagerness to have the white tiger’s skin had shown her that all white men were greedy for material objects. He
guessed that the old woman thought that if one buffalo was muddy, all were likely to be dirty.
One day he decided to go and see how she passed her time. He was curious to find out if she knew some special lore that he ought to study. When he reached her hut, he saw several Sakai women sitting in a circle. The old
woman was obviously teaching them something. Mr Robert asked her what was happening. Old Woman:
“I’m trying to teach them that there is only one God, Allah, worthy of our worship, and that Muhammad is His
messenger and the last Prophet sent to mankind. These women worship rocks, trees, ant-hills and other things as
well. I want them to realise that there is only one God. In return, they teach me various magical arts, such as how
to make love-charms, curses and medicines.” Mr Robert:
“I heartily approve of your trying to teach them the rudiments of religion, but I do think it would be much
better if I personally instructed them in Christianity, which is a more progressive religion and which will bring
them many worldly benefits. Those ‘arts’ you mention are nothing but superstitious nonsense! I’d never believe in
them.”
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The old woman was filled with anger.
“I’ll make a love-spell,” she thought to herself, “then he will find out for himself. So he doesn’t believe in Sakai magic and thinks it’s all bunk, does he? Once he’s mad, he’ll know otherwise. I’ll give him some special herbs
to make him fall madly in love with one of these girls, then I’ll teach her to ignore him in such an outrageous way
that he won’t know which way to turn.”
Having decided to avenge herself on the lonely, lost white man, she called the prettiest member of the group
and explained to her what she wanted done and why. Then she went to the old Chief and explained everything to
him. He approved of her actions.
Now it came to pass that on a certain day she sent the young woman to Mr. Robert with some food which
contained a number of love potions and some water with ‘love magic’ from a hill known in Sakai as the
‘Softener’. Suspecting nothing, Mr. Robert ate and drank everything.
The Sakai woman did not stay long, but each day she made sure that he saw her passing by his hut, completely
naked except for her private parts, as the old woman had instructed. No one would ever have said that she was
beautiful. But she was young, her skin wasn’t scabby like that of most Sakai women, and she was cleaner than the
rest.
Mr. Robert had seen thousands of beautiful women, both of his own race and others; it would normally have
been completely out of the question for him to fall head over heels in love with a girl like this. But God is
merciful; the old woman’s request was granted—in other words, the medicine worked.
*
Gradually, Mr. Robert’s feelings began to change. Each time he saw the girl, his heart beat more quickly. In the
end it was quite obvious that he was passionately in love with her, because his behaviour had changed so
completely.
But what a frightful situation he was in! How could he tell her he loved her, when he scarcely knew any more
of her primal language than a few words? What could he do? When he didn’t see her, a day seemed like a year. He
forgot about England, he forgot about his parents, he forgot about the Lord Jesus, he forgot about his friend Mr.
William, he forgot about everything except this young Sakai woman.
He tried several times to make himself forget her too, but without success. He cursed his own weakness.
“Dash it! There are lots of girls in London and Paris far more attractive than this little piece, but I’ve never
been as smitten as I am now. There must be something special about her; I wonder what it is? Possibly it’s just
that I’m feeling a bit browned off, on my own all the time, and I need someone to talk to.” He decided to go to the
old woman and ask her advice and assistance.
What a sorry sight he was when he reached her hut. He looked thin and dried out, his face was pale, his hair
tangled, and his clothing all awry. The old woman felt sad when she saw him, although she was also contented
because it served him right for being so arrogant and for dismissing as lies the things she believed in.
“What brings you here so early in the morning?” she called out to him.
“I need your help,” Mr. Robert replied. “I guess you know what I mean.” The tears streamed down his face as
he explained his situation to her.
“You mustn’t let your lust get the better of you. Now calm down,” said the old woman. “If you really want her,
you must follow the traditions of the jungle which have been passed down from one generation to the next. You
mustn’t just try to do what you want—far from it! Certainly not if you want to live very long in this world.”
“I must know what the local customs are! I’ll cross a field of thorns or swim an ocean of flame—anything, as
long as I can have her. Please help me; I’m sure you can.”
Overcome with pity, the old woman explained the law of the jungle, item by item.
“First of all, you must discuss your case with the Headman, our leader. I’ll go on your behalf if you’d rather
not see him. After he approves, the matter will be announced to all and sundry. When the time is right, we’ll hold
a big feast and celebrate the marriage. You will have to chase your fiancée around a pointed anthill seven times to
make her your legal wife. That sounds easy enough, but don’t forget that all Sakai are good runners. Personally, I
don’t think you’ll catch her. But anyway, I wish you luck.”
“Thank you. I’m not a bad runner, but I would appreciate knowing whether the anthill is in the open or in the
jungle. I’m a bit too fat to run around in the jungle.”
“We usually use that hill over there,” the old woman replied, pointing to a large outcrop near where they were
sitting.
*
Well, a month later, the wedding rites were carried out. The crowd clapped and cheered and sang in the way
they do in the jungle. The young woman had been instructed to run as swiftly as possible, so that the white man
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couldn’t catch her. Her body was covered with a slippery grease which made it impossible for Mr. Robert to hold
her.
Once, twice, seven times they ran around the anthill. Not only could Mr. Robert not catch the young woman,
he couldn’t even touch her. The Sakai made an awful din. In the end Mr. Robert lay down exhausted. The young
woman laughed at him.
By law, they were not legally married, so they couldn’t cohabit. He was miserable and wanted the primitive
young girl even more. But there was nothing he could do about the situation.
One day he went to complain to the old woman. She felt very sorry for him because he was so much in love,
and agreed that she would discuss with the Headman how he could have the girl he desired.
Poor Mr Robert carried on like a madman. He became a recluse. Sometimes he wept for hours on end. At other
times he sang to himself:
Long ago, I do believe,
I was Adam, you were Eve.
All our days were heaven spent,
All our joys were heaven-sent:
*
Do not follow customs old,
Do not treat me—oh, so cold,
Come to me, dear, please be bold,
Here’s my hand, it’s yours to hold.
*
My love is yet so very fine,
I’ve lost my reason, lost my mind.
Because you do not treat me well,
Every day is living hell.
*
If you do not pity me,
I shall die, I do declare.
From this poison, set me free,
This pain is more, much more, than I can bear.
*
If you do not help me most,
I will turn into a ghost,
I will scream and I will bite,
All men shall know my sorry plight.
*
Help me, help me, maiden dear,
Do not leave me suffering here.
If you, sweet girl, are kind to me,
Then surely God’s love will come to thee.

A month later the old woman went to the old Chief. Mr Robert was in a pitiful condition. The Chief asked him
whether he now believed in primitive magic and medicinal herbs. But Mr. Robert did not reply, for he could think
of nothing but his sweetheart.
Thanks to the old woman’s influence, the wedding was held a second time. This time the girl had to climb a
tall tree, pursued by Mr. Robert.
On the appointed day, lots and lots of Sakai tribes gathered together to see if the white man could climb the
tree. They held a feast in their own particular way. The clearing reverberated with their shouting, dancing and
singing.
After the feast and the ritual were over, the young woman quickly started climbing the tree. Mr. Robert
ponderously hauled himself up after her, like a pigtailed monkey with a broken foot.
The bark was very smooth. When he had almost caught her, Almighty God allowed Mr. Robert to slip. He fell
to the ground and died.
That is the end of the story of Mr. Robert.
Poor Mr. Robert. …
171.97 Excerpt from Flowers In The Sky\fn{by Lee Kok Liang (1927-1992)} Alor Star, Kedah State, Malaysia (M) 8
… As the needle went in, he felt at peace. A flicker of a thought crinkled across the surface of his mind; and
then, it sank in to the depths. A million petals radiating, dying away, leaving him holding an empty stalk. Still the
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peace lingered for that fraction. And just before he went blank, a gentle stillness bathed his senses; his breathing
became slow, his limbs hung loosely and the air was sweet, reaching to the pit of his stomach. His eyes watered
with softened intensity, between his unfocused gaze vagueness gathered an enlarged emptiness, and finally an
immobility, the like of which he had sought for in vain, washed and caressed every pore and entered and remained
in his flesh.
And he remembered, while the layers of sensation wafted away, the naturalness of walking down the hill in
that dream, seeing the great banks of mauve tree tops across the lake, smelling the dampness of the morning.
Bright red ants criss-crossed the path, soft with dew. And the air then was good, very good and clean, and the
surface of the lake was as tight as a bolt of blue silk, and clouds floated like flowers in the sky.
Alone, in his new black canvas shoes, he walked down the hill, and in a few days would begin his long journey
to the South Seas.
*
3:00 PM, Wednesday
Operating Time.
Mr. K., the surgeon at the Marvellous Cure Centre, was happy that day. He had done a marvellous round of
golf the evening before, and his tax problems were solved by an amazing device set up by his accountants, where
his servants were also made directors. He paid them well—the accountants, of course. Never grudge about payments to specialists, he had always told his patients when he carried a small talk with them. He had not grudged
when he signed the cheque over to his accountants, the best in the country.
Mr. K. was tall, spare, with a touch of white in his long sideburns which he had recently acquired on his jubilee jaunt in London. He had felt gawkish, being his first visit after a very long spell of hard work, as he walked
down the ramp, neat and short-cropped, into a crowd of long-hairs at Heathrow. Since his return, he had kept his
hair long which went very well with his pink-striped shirt and mustard trousers and the great Sam belt.
That day he was really happy and all his staff were grateful. Not to say that he was always grumpy; but Mr. K.
did have an acidic manner, and his jokes were cutting, and the way he tapped his forefinger on his gold Rolex
could be unnerving.
Once his staff remembered how furious he had been when his new Mercedes got banged up two months after
he had bought it. He had called in his chauffeur and began gently, in an almost fatherly manner, but within five
minutes he was in such a rage that his secretary Miss Kim had had to put off all appointments for the next two
hours.
Mr. K. then strode out of his consulting room and took a long walk on the beach front. It did not do his blood
pressure any good, nor, for all he knew, his digestive tract or gall-bladder either.
That day he was really happy. A touch of everything.
Mr. K. went to the sink and scrubbed his large hands, rubbing his spatulate, pale-looking nails and running the
stiff brush over his forearms. He loved to rub his arms this way. When he was four he had had his bath in a round
wooden tub and the servant girl had bent down to clean him, her large breasts kneading his skinny arms through
her coarse dress. He always recalled the sensation whenever he prepared himself over the sink.
No point in not admitting it. Admit and be cleansed. All those repressions did no one any good. And when his
mother arranged his marriage, his only stipulation was that his bride should have large breasts, the bigger the
better. How his mother laughed; she chose for him a girl who not only had large breasts but a very commodious
dowry as well.
*
Pushing the swing doors apart with his left elbow, Mr. K. crossed the antechamber where the nurse held the
door to the theatre open for him.
Mr. K. gave her a smile and noticed, as he always did, the tiny red mole on the lobe of her right ear. Sexy.
Chern Sing had an almost flawless complexion, very smooth around the cheeks, but was on the olive side for a
Chinese girl. Probably tanned by generations of tropical sun. It was only in a country like this that one could find
Chinese who could not speak Chinese and some who did not even look like Chinese.
For that matter, Mr. K. observed, with a detachment which he prided himself on, a Ceylonese Tamil who could
not speak Tamil, though, in his case his complexion had not suffered any sun-change. Not to say that the sun
could do him any worse. The sun in old Ceylon was just the same as here. Hot and breezy.
Mr. K.’s instructions had been carried out. The patient was already on the table. A white sheet covered the
upper torso of the patient. He guessed underneath the sheet, the patient had the singlet on. An extraordinary
fellow.
He remembered the fellow’s first visit to him. Coming in so quietly with two women behind him. Such a small
chap and perching so lightly on the edge of the chair. Pale brown face, not quite olive yet, web-like patches of
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pink struggling under the smooth skin of the cheeks. A tiny nose and eyes almost child-like, now and then
blinking. Wrinkles were beginning to show at the corners of the mouth. Two deep lines, like canals, running from
the inner corners of the eyes down the cheeks. A surprisingly smooth forehead and the head itself close shaven,
bluish, with the burnt dots of Buddha on the top of the skull.
The fellow had produced a card. Venerable Hung, embossed in black lettering, in English. On the side, the
usual Chinese equivalent. The card was edged in gold and some specks had come off on his fingers as he touched
it. He recognised the address. A very well-known temple in the City.
The fellow had been sent to him by a G. P.\fn{ General Practitioner} with whom Mr. K. regularly played golf. Mr.
K. talked to the fellow while Miss Tang, his nurse, interpreted for him. The symptoms described indicated some
obstruction in the intestinal and genital area. Now and then the man held his belly tightly as if to seek some relief
from the internal pressure. Well, he had got to be examined.
Mr. K. pointed to the couch next to the wall. The fellow hesitated, looking at Miss Tang. One of the two
women who had accompanied him spoke to Miss Tang and after some exchange, Miss Tang turned to Mr. K.,
speaking hesitantly.
“She wanted me to leave the room, sir.”
“Why?”
“She say all women must leave the room when a monk undress.”
“Tell her we have a curtain around the couch.”
Miss Tang spoke to the woman and the exchange this time was longer. All this while, the monk sat in the chair,
eyes closed, as if he did not want to know what was going on. And finally it stopped.
“I am sorry, sir,” Miss Tang said, “but she say no women allowed in room, even though there are curtains. The
atmosphere will be wrong. Like bad air. It would hurt his spirit. I cannot argue her better, sir.”
When he was thinking deeply Mr. K. had the habit of putting his palms together and rubbing them hard,
listening to their sounds.
As he did so, the monk suddenly turned and stared hard. He stopped rubbing. Miss Tang was certainly a poor
negotiator in the first place and secondly her spoken English was hopeless. Probably her Chinese too. Falling
standards in schools since Independence.
Miss Tang looked as if she was about to cry; the corners of her mouth began to twitch. He did not know what
that woman had said to Miss Tang, but she was certainly bruised, the poor girl.
Mr. K. liked Miss Tang a lot and took great pleasure in teasing her when he felt like it. He sometimes
wondered if she had slept around, what with her big breasts, big for a Chinese girl, that is. She attracted glances:
He had caught her talking to another nurse about having a European body and an Oriental. face. He had just
returned from lunch unexpectedly. But then one could not be sure. Chinese girls could be unpredictably cold and
virginal, or worse, lusty and money-minded.
“All right, then. You’d better go with them. Satisfy their silly superstition.”
Mr. K. had decided. Getting up from his chair he gestured to the monk to follow him. However, the monk
waited till all the women had left the room. Finding that the monk’s Malay was not so good, Mr. K. resorted to
more gestures to ask the monk to strip.
The monk went about it very neatly. First the heavy gold chain with the tiny Buddha was carefully lowered
from the neck; then the long gray tunic was slowly unbuttoned and folded over a chair; the long shapeless gray
trousers were loosened and gathered up in the small hands and then placed over the tunic. The monk stood in a
cotton singlet and loose underpants.
Mr. K. gestured. The monk slowly untied the knot of his underpants and they slid down to his knees. Mr. K.
saw at a glance that the hernia was going down to the balls. The monk looked embarrassed. Mr. K. pointed to the
couch and when the monk had sat on it, Mr. K. made a sign for him to remove the singlet. The monk was reluctant. But Mr. K. persisted.
The sight amazed him. On the chest, above and below both nipples, were marks of the flesh being burnt, some
lightly and some deeply leaving irregular weals. The flesh showed up white against these marks. The monk
noticed his amazement and then put on the singlet. The sorrow in the monk’s eyes put a stop to Mr. K.’s intention
of questioning him about these marks.
It took Mr. K. a minute to determine that he must operate on the monk.
*
Mr. K. signalled to the anaesthetist. As the needles went in, Mr. K. turned to look at the monk.
The pupils looked enormous and the expression was one of great doubt and anguish.
Mr. K. turned away, annoyed. He had always taken the precaution of not looking into the eyes of those he was
about to operate upon. This was a silly lapse.
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He pushed the covering of the lower body aside. The gesture startled the nurse who was used to his smooth
movements. There was the lower belly below him. Those ugly scars on the chest had been carefully concealed by
the tight sheet. It was not surgically correct but he had promised the man that no one would see those scars; however, as a matter of precaution, he had got his secretary to type a letter of indemnity against any mishap which the
monk gladly signed. No point in exposing himself to claims.
So, a few days before, Mr. K. had drawn a sketch of the upper garments which he wanted to use during this
operation and had them cut out and sewn by the tailor to fit snugly over the monk’s body, revealing only the faint
outer bluish edges of the scar near the navel. The belly looked white and the skin was surprisingly tight and
delicate, almost with the fullness of that of a young girl.
As Mr. K. placed his dark hand against the whiteness of the belly, he remembered the time when, after the
Medical Association Annual Dinner, he had gone to a hotel and slept with a Chinese girl, and what had fascinated
him was how dark he had suddenly become against the paleness of the girl’s body and this had added to his
fascination and when his thing came he shouted out the few earthy Tamil words he knew and when it was over, he
remembered feeling very sad, very sad at not knowing the language well. In extreme moments of sex, one reverts
to one’s mother tongue.
And so as Mr. K. placed his dark hand on the white belly, remembering the Chinese girl, remembering his
mother tongue, he drew the first incision.
The monk had made another request to which Mr. K. had acceded and which he now regretted. The monk had
shaved himself with his razor. It was one of those old fashioned type razors with a carved, embossed handle in
black mahogany and a blade which was very long. The monk had shown it to him. But the shave had not been
clean. Under the bright glare of the lights, the roots of the pubic hair could be seen plainly and what made them
more ugly was that the monk had such a sparse growth. Mr. K. cut further into the flesh and there was a gurgling
sound as though air were escaping. Mr. K. stopped his thoughts and moved his hands professionally over the belly
of the monk.
*
5:00 AM Thursday
Namo Tass. Nam Mo Mi. Ommmmmmmmmmmmmmmm.
The breath left his belly, long and slow, and with a practised movement he joined his palms together, the right
below the left. The stillness was leaving him and he concentrated on the spot between his eyes, trying to see into
emptiness. When you feel the sounds of the world coming into you—his Master had said—concentrate on the
spot, and think of nothing, for there is where we are born and there is where we die. Think of nothing. All form is
emptiness and emptiness is form and action stillness, so said Sariputra.
Ommmmmmmmmmmmmmm. And he concentrated, but the sounds circled and weaved and impinged and the
stillness was broken. He heard the rain against the window pane—the soft wash and the patter of so many tiny
bubbles invading and crashing into the stillness he had lost; yes, he had lost the stillness a long time ago.
Venerable Hung slowly turned his head to the window. The street light streaked the glass with reflections of
brightness which touched the white sheet of his bed. He felt thirsty and there was a dull ache below his navel and
a strange tightness around his balls. So that was it. The doctor had cut him up and he had come through. For that
he was grateful to the man.
A pleasant person, but the doctor reminded him of the small brook that ran into the ditch water. There was one
like that at In Liang Sun, a few hundred yards from the monastery, which skirted the edge of the pine trees as they
fell away down the gentle slope.
It was a beautiful and clean place. How old was he then? About twelve or thirteen. Always running around the
kitchen with the cook monk. How happy he was then. Piling up the firewood and washing the rice and running to
the river with a net and coming back wet and tired with the fish. And the games he had played with others of his
age.
The most daring one was to enter the main hall where, at the west end, was placed a huge Joo Lai, the Laughing Buddha to Come, and surreptitiously to grab a handful of ash from one of the joss-pots, climb up the altar and
rub the ash on the navel of Joo Lai, when the back of the caretaker monk was turned. All the other young ones
jumped and clapped their hands when he scooted to safety.
After that the Head Monk called all the young ones and punished them. They had to wake up at 3.00 a.m. and
meditate in the cold hall until six and no one was to get up even to go to toilet. There was that monk standing
guard over them with a bamboo stick, ready to hit them at the slightest movement. But it was fun, and the
numbness of the legs and the cold could not dampen their ardour. He would do it again.
Om Na Mo.
He bent his head slightly and bit his lip to stop the laughter growing in him.
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*
And then there were so many other escapades in which he led the others to tease the more solemn of the
monks, like putting red ants into their underpants or drawing figures of women on the path where they walked
during their late afternoon meditation exercises. How he laughed and jumped when they turned their faces away
quickly and some even retraced their steps. The younger ones blushed. He hid behind the pines with the others.
But his laughter gave him away. He was reported to the Head Monk. Pig Head, the cook monk, was sent to
fetch him. Pig Head found him with the others seated on the long wooden bench, memorizing the Diamond Sutra.
Pig Head 129arveled to him. He put down the volume on the bench and followed. He had never been to the
quarters of the Head Monk.
They took the path that skirted the dull walls of the monastery going up the slope of pines, for there was where
the Head Monk stayed. A very quiet place. About ten minutes climb up the slope. He had seen the small brick
building from afar when standing at the edge of the pond trying to net the fish. Washed in yellow amongst the pale
green of the pines, like a strange bird, it had caught his imagination. Now his heart was beating strongly as he
thought of it.
He climbed up the granite steps that were laid on the red earth and followed them round the banks of green
ferns and pale golden flowers. It was still in the midst of spring. The air was so clean then. Pig Head was puffing
behind him and scraping his rubber shoes on the steps.
Pig Head was a silent man. During the one year he was with him in the kitchen, Pig Head had not spoken to
him. A man of few words. He sensed that Pig Head was exceedingly anxious to learn the sutras\fn{The texts of scripture:H} daily, but he had been asked to be the cook of the monastery instead, and this was nearly twenty years ago
and now his eyesight was getting bad and his hearing was not so good either.
At times, in the evenings, when all the cooking and washing was done, Pig Head would signal to him, and
together, they would sit under the eaves of the roof next to the firewood pile and 129arveled meditation. The most
he could last would be one hour or so. After that, instead of trying to think of the sutras he had learnt, his mind
spun round the day’s activities and what he was going to do the next day.
On one occasion, when he got up to go, he slowly turned to look at Pig Head. Whether it was the glow cast by
the oil lamp or whether it was that he had just rubbed his eyes vigorously, he thought he saw another figure seated
by the side of Pig Head, faintly luminescent. Surprised, he looked again but it was not there anymore.
When they reached the top of the steps, the Supervisor Monk, an old man with two front teeth missing, came
out of the small doorway leading to the quarters. Pig Head bowed reverently. He did the same.
The Supervisor stared at him glumly. He pretended to rub the corner of his left eye with his index finger. The
pines grew thickly here. On top of the small hillock they were as straight as the fingers of his hand. The old man
shook his head slightly. Apparently, the report was bad, very bad. He grew suddenly frightened.
In the late afternoon, the yellow of the walls surrounding the Head Monk’s quarters reminded him of the
colour of the scroll that contained the sayings of Dharma which were kept under lock and key in the glass-wall
cupboard in the main hall. Pale cross-grained yellow, flecked with dark spots.
He then followed the Supervisor Monk along the path and both entered the side of the building through a
wooden doorway. They came to the back courtyard surrounded by high walls. The old man asked him to remain
there and went alone through the back door into the main building.
*
He stood there, feeling uneasy. The courtyard was bare except for a tiny pool which was fed by a trickle from a
hollow bamboo stem. The ground was hard, without a trace of sand. He walked over to the pool. It was about four
feet long and three feet wide and about two feet deep filled with clear water. Not exactly clear, as some of the
algae which clung to its sides, broke off and floated in patches below the surface, but in between these growths
the water shone like burnished silver, reflecting the sun.
The walls of the building followed the slope and contours of the land and the sun reached down to the pool
where the walls had dipped. The building faced the north where the hill climbed and he now realized why it gave
him the impression of a bird in flight, a yellow bird. The main roof humped over the rise of the land and the back
of the building trailed downwards into a sort of hollow; a gentle dip at the tail.
He stood looking into the pool. How long, he did not know. He had already scratched the small tuft of hair on
his otherwise bald head several time. He did this when he felt he was going to be punished. But no one came. So
he stood looking.
At first he did not hear the sound but then he heard splashes of the water as it trickled down the bamboo stem,
drop by drop. As he started counting the drops he 129arveled at the sounds they were making and the beautiful
ripples that spread across the pool, one after another, endless; and yet in between was the stillness of the surface
as painful as breath held too long in one’s lungs.
129

He stopped his scratching.
Suddenly his ears caught a different sound coming from the water. A white shape appeared. He did not believe
it at first. It was a huge carp. Almost silvery with a red dot on its upper lip. It swung lazily in the pool and the sun
etched its brilliant scales, as big as toenails. The whiskers were long and the tail wide. It seemed to look up at him,
sucking the water, so it seemed, with slow movements of the mouth. And when he took a step forward, it turned
round and disappeared. It was then that he notices a hole in the edge of the pool below the wall of the main
building.
*
The Supervisor Monk came out. The old man drew a circle on the ground with his staff and pointed at it.
At once he knew what was wanted of him. Looking solemn, he took a step and knelt down in the centre of the
circle, his hands behind him, his head bowed slightly. The punishment had begun. The old man, after staring at
him and walking about the courtyard, went into the building, but darted out now and then, to see if he was still
kneeling. He would be severely whacked with the staff if he was found doing otherwise.
What was worse, one of the boys who had been very disobedient had to be sent off and was never seen again.
He did not want that to happen to him.
*
His home had never been pleasant, with his mother grumbling at him the whole day long and frequently hitting
him when his younger brother, an idiot, squirted on the household shrine, which the idiot frequently did with great
relish. And they said he had to join the order to save his brother.
Since he left he had heard that the idiot did not squirt so much, probably because he was not there to be beaten
until he cried. He remembered how the idiot had looked at him when he cried—almost reverently. He certainly
did not want to be sent home. He had to bear this burden.
His father, almost in tears, had said that sometimes one was born to pay the debts owed to others and sometimes one was born to receive the payment of debts. In his case, it was obvious that he had a debt to pay for the
sake of his brother.
So they had sent him off with a recommendation from his village headman and some gifts to the monastery.
That was about two years ago. Then they shaved his head, leaving a small square tuft of hair right on the top,
and put him in the kitchen with Pig Head.
On festival days his parents visited him. But the idiot was left at home, as a matter of precaution. He had
nothing much to say to them.
All agreed that he was behaving nicely. But sometimes he behaved curiously, doing things which normally he
would not dream of doing. And they could not understand him at such times. He felt then as if his brother’s idiocy
had jumped onto his back and however much he fought, it clung to him, and so to get rid of it, he went on such escapades. No one seemed to understand what he was trying to do.
And so he knelt in the circle. The pain and numbness shot into his limbs. His back ached from the shoulders
down. The sun had gone, he did not know how long ago. The air had become chilly, and a slight breeze stirred
among the pine trees washing them with a dull roaring sound.
He tried to think of the Master to ease the numbness. The Master, the younger monks had said, was a strong
fellow and once by himself had lifted a fallen pine which had trapped a rabbit under it. And the Master had a great
roar of laughter which could be heard for miles.
*
But the Master laughed rarely. Although eighty, the Master looked like a man of thirty and bathed five times a
day, even at two o’clock in the morning, the hour of the tiger. The more he thought about what they had said, the
more he felt afraid. The Master would certainly take him and throw him over the wall.
It was getting dark. The breeze stirred. Among the pine trees, the waves of sound swept to and fro, high above
his head, as if seeking a shore upon which to splash and die away. He could sense the contained strength of the
sound, taut and tense, stretched tightly within the confines of the grove as it eddied and rolled towards the crest of
the hill, only to curl back in a diminishing, frustrated roar and the beginning of another attempt to hurl itself
upwards.
The roar travelled closer to his ears. And in the dark of the night, it became very much alive. His sleeves
fluttered lightly and fine sand blew into his sandals. He closed his eyes briefly and the sound became persistent,
dominating his consciousness, like the unhurried laughter his brother emitted whenever he peed on the top of the
altar.
Yes, the waves of sound mingled disturbingly with the laughter of his imbecile brother.
Namo tassa. Nam Mo Mi. Ommmmmmmmmmmmmmm.
He must concentrate. Nama. Nama.
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Try reasoning to overcome fear, they chanted. If you say Buddha has six supernatural powers, which are
beyond description, then all devas, ghosts, seers, asuras and powerful demons, who also possess supernatural
powers, should also be Buddhas. If you say all arhats and Bodhisattvas are great people, why should they help
you small people to become Buddhas, because if you can be Buddhas you can never be small, and all arhats and
Bodhisattvas can never be great, but are your equals, which is neither great nor small.
Concentrate.
Shut your mind against the waves of sound.
Shut your mind against the slight annoyances of this life. But open it to the irritations so that your struggle
shall cease.
Catch a phrase from a sutra, let it hover in your mind, let it sink, let it disappear, know not its meaning, let it
be.
Catch the sound, let it envelope your mind, let it roar, knocking your mind, let it not escape, hear it and hear it
until your mind becomes part of the roar, become the whole roar and everything will be still. The anger is gone.
The sound is gone.
For some time he thought he heard the stillness. The numbness had gone from his limbs. His eyes were open,
tears streaming down his cheeks, and a lightness touched his body; his breathing was deep. The sweat gathered at
his armpits, in the middle of his chest, and at the base of his spine. He farted a long one.
And then he heard the drop of water on the pool and then another drop and then one more. The sound was clear
and did not shock him. It came to him gently, washing away all his shames. And then he also heard the splash of
the carp as it emerged from its hole and swung close to the top of the pool, moved away, coming to the surface
and sinking again. It was like awareness swimming in the mind.
Namo Tassa. Nam Mo Mi. Ommmmmmmmmmmmmm.
Suddenly he was disturbed by a shaft of light. There was a shadow in the light. Slowly he closed his eyes and
gently relaxed his spine waiting for the blood to flow into his limbs and for his breath to quicken.
Then the waves of sound returned, and he heard once more the breeze rushing through the pine trees.
*
He turned his head. Framed in the doorway was the figure of a big man. At a glance he knew it could be no one
else but the Master. Quickly he bowed his head.
He got whacked between the shoulders. The pain jerked him up and then he was pulled up to his feet with a
great deal of force.
He saw the Master by the light of the candle burning on a table in the hall of the main building. The Master, as
they had said, was a big man. But he had not expected the dark growth of beard and the darkness of the skin. The
Master shook him, saying,
“Never bow to me and never bow to anyone, not even to Buddha if you can find him. Understand?”
And then the Master released him, observing him fiercely. He stood still, looking at the Master, but not daring
to stare.
Dressed simply in gray, with a few torn patches at the knees and elbows, the Master looked like a rough labourer. The Master smiled at him, noting the disbelief in his eyes.
“I do not look like what you think I should look like. It is good.
“Do you think Buddha looked like the images we have in the monastery? Remember at one time he had to
starve—he would have looked like a skeleton then. When he sat under the tree, not moving for years, he was
covered with lice and scabies for he has a human body like you and me.
‘Whatever stories they tell you about him, they are pleasant to hear, but do not believe them all, if you want to
attain to Buddhahood.
“Come. This is your first lesson.” And the Master, pointing to the pool, said,
“I did not come out sooner, until I was sure you’d heard the pool and lost the waves of the sound. But this is
the first step and there are so many move; be determined. Now you have to learn to unhear. Come.”
The Master led the way into the main hall. Unlike the monastery below, it was bare and simple. The pool
extended into the hall, and in the reflected light, looked shallower, its edges serrated with white, sharp-looking
chunks of granite, each the size of a man’s head. He could see the great white carp lying still in the water, fanning
its fins languorously.
At one end of the hall was a raised platform with some rush mats on it. Nowhere could he discover any image
of Lord Buddha. A thick red candle stood burning in the middle of a square table a few feet from the pool.
Another door could be seen at the corner next to the raised platform. Probably it led to a prayer room. The ceiling
was low, uncovered, and great roughly hewn logs held up the roof, dark with age. The floor was uneven,
following the contours of the slope and at one corner an outcrop of rocks had forced itself into the hall, or rather
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the wall had been built around it.
Surprisingly, the hall was warm. The breeze did not quite penetrate, though now and then, he heard its roar.
“Here’s some water. You must be thirsty after the long sit.”
The Master scooped the water from the pool with a wooden ladle. He drank it. Sweet and cool.
“Now go and sleep. It’s enough for one night.”
The Master pointed to the platform. He went up and slept on one of the mats. The Master, however, did not
come up but went instead to where the rocks were and sat down in a meditative posture facing them.
*
And when he woke up, the next day, he found the Master still sitting. He left the quarters quietly. They questioned him. The boys, coming to talk to him, expecting tales.
But they found him surprisingly silent. Not quite his usual self. Even Pig Head asked him once or twice, as
they sat down under the eaves of the roof for their evening meditation, what it had been like. He simply said it
was beautiful.
He was summoned up the hill again and was given duties; cleaning the courtyard and burning the fallen needles of the pine, chopping up wood; he was generally kept busy.
*
He did not see the Master for a long time and thought he would not see him again. But one day, towards evening, the Supervisor asked him to stay back. He remained in the courtyard, waiting. The water in the pool was
clearer as he had taken trouble to scoop the algae from its surface and sides.
A voice called out to him. He entered and found the Master on the platform.
He prostrated himself on the floor before the Master.
Suddenly he received a great whack between the shoulders. The Master held his staff tightly and with angry
eyes stared at him.
“Have you forgotten what I had told you before?”
With tears streaming down his cheeks, he felt the pain burning across his back; the figure of the Master blurred
and became misshapened, even the staff seemed to merge with the body and this image wavered in the reflection
of the pool. But it was only for a moment. Then his vision cleared.
Without a word the Master left him. He stood there for a long while, not daring to move. Towards morning the
Master relented and asked him to sit down. He was so tired.
*
It was after this incident that he sensed that the Master had softened towards him. He began sitting with the
Master for short intervals.
But it was all done in secret. No one knew about it. Not even the Supervisor. He had to creep up the hill after
midnight and come down just before dawn, using the path which was frequented by the public.
But he was careful not to boast about these meetings.
However, two years later, when he felt as though he was on the verge, as though he were pushing the doors
open, and that he could see what was on the other side, the Master stopped receiving him.
And—he did not know what he had done wrong. Was it that he tried to talk, to break the silence, now and
then?
Was it because he showed some anger?
Was it because he put his hand into the pool, and gently fondled the carp as he fed it?
Was it because he still thought about the face of Lord Buddha and tried hard to know the meaning of certain
phrases in the sutras? Or was it because he was still frightened of letting his mind go?
But, he remembered once when he had finished his meditation, he found the Master looking at him, and after a
while said, a bit sadly,
“You cling too much.”
When he heard this, he tried harder to lose his mind, to swim away from the sea of samsara, to search for the
quieter shores.
*
And then the Master stopped receiving him.
But he still remembered the day when the Master went away on his long and final journey. He was then about
sixteen.
They had brought the Master down from the hill and put him into one of the chambers so that he could receive
visitors.
The village headman came; the officials, the merchants, the artisans, the heads of families also arrived and
even some from hundreds of miles away, so great was the reputation of the Master. The monks held great chant132

ing sessions in the outer halls, and the gongs were struck frequently, and everyone who came, he remembered,
never failed to light candles and pray to all the images scattered around the halls, devoutly moving from one to the
other, in an ordered sequence.
The younger ones even stopped playing practical jokes.
He remembered the strange contraption.
It was a picture-taking box. A very big one. Everyone dressed up neatly. The Master refused any help and
dressed himself. They all lined up under the pine trees and a picture was taken.
*
And then the day before the Master passed away, he was summoned to the chamber. The Supervisor was there,
so was Pig Head, who tried to hold back his tears, and the man with the picture-box.
The change in the Master’s appearance was so sharp that it startled him. The greatly emaciated figure lay under
the covers on the bed. Brilliant eyes, the cheek bones standing out, flecks of white scattered among the hairs, the
skin seamed with wrinkles, the flesh over the mouth, tight and pinched, and the breaths coming in shallow and
quick gasps.
He stood by the side of the bed. The Master reached out and pulled him down. He bent down to hear what the
Master wanted to say to him, smelling the warm musty smell of the dying body.
“I am going away.
“Try hard.
“Do not fail.”
And then the thin hand clutched him tighter, pulling him closer to the top of the bed. He stood still. The picture
was taken.
The white flash startled him. It lit up the whole chamber. The great white sheet that covered the bed bounced
the light and the golden images of Buddhas were exposed in the niches of the wall.
In that moment he observed the sudden twitch of the left leg under the covers.
*
And now, sleeping in the bed under the covers, he gently removed his left leg and watched the mound that was
his foot. He did not feel much of a sensation. The surgeon had operated on him well but the tightness around his
balls was discomforting.
He wished he had someone like himself to visit him. It was so different in this strange hot land. It was nearly
forty-five years since he had arrived.
He felt sleepy again. The lights wrinkled in the windows as the soft drizzle sent wavy patterns down the glass.
The gentle taps of the drizzle on the glass hushed the sound of the air-conditioner, making it more monotonous
than usual.
He could not hear very well these days. One of his ears was continually buzzing. The hot sun did that. And
when he sat down to do his meditation, in the hour of the tiger, the right ear opened up another world of sound,
not like the waves, not like the tiny drops of water, but something that seemed to catch hold of him and cling to
him, ringing and ringing. It had become a part of his existence. This great sound in his ear which came with the
hot sun and the roaring rains and the dull yellow streams and the mosquitoes and the unceasing sweat and stench
of indolent disciples.
If he only could unhear. If he only could.
The upper part of his chest itched. And he could do nothing about it but endure. It was so dull now and he
closed his eyes as the sedative worked on him. …
60.66 The Children Of Kampung Pasir Pekan\fn{by Fatimah Busu (1943Malaysia (F) 6

)}

Kota Bahru, Kelantan State,

Adil carried a bundle of paddy straw from a stack near the barn. He soaked the straw in a large blue plastic pail
of water before feeding it to a pregnant buffalo. The buffalo lowered its head and began to feed slowly.
Adil fetched another bundle of straw, soaked it and placed it near a male buffalo tied to a rambai tree. He then
fed the last bundle of straw to another pregnant buffalo tied to a coconut palm.
As the buffaloes were feeding, Adil inspected every bundle of straw. He used his toe to spread out the straw to
make it easier for the buffaloes to feed. Suddenly he remembered Seman, his partner, who would be back with
three newly purchased buffaloes.
Adil walked to the water drum and washed his hands and feet. Some water splashed on the walls of the shed.
He wet his face and then wiped it with an orange-coloured headcloth. After that, he sat on a bench in front of the
barn and fanned himself with his headcloth to keep away the mosquitoes. He removed the sickle from his waist
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and placed it beside him. Drawing his sarong up to his knees, he let his legs dangle.
The evening sun reddened. It sank slowly in the west, throwing a crimson light on his face. Moments later, it
was hidden by the blue mountains beyond.
*
At this time, Timah was walking on the sawah bunds.\fn{Rice field embankments:W,H} She swung her parang
about on either side of her body. Several paddy stalks golden yellow in color dropped onto the grass ridges.
Sometimes, a stalk or two of ripened paddy fell to the ground. Whenever she crossed a puddle, she drew her
sarong up to her knees with her left hand.
She reached the rubber plantation on the edge of the sawah. She struck at the lalang undergrowth with her
parang and hit the larak and tersina tree trunks.
A few buffaloes nearby raised their heads to stare at Timah. What if they jumped over the barbed fence and
charged at her? Her bare arms would certainly be gashed by their sharp horns.
Timah walked carefully alongside the fence. She stopped and leant against a rubber tree by the barbed fence.
She lifted her sarong to just below knee-level with her right hand while she held the parang in her left.
Adil looked at Timah who was rapt watching the buffaloes graze in the field. He stood up and walked towards
the buffaloes. He glanced at Timah out of the corner of his eye. She was surprised to see him for she had not
expected anyone there.
Adil stared at Timah’s bare, tanned arms. Timah looked at Adil’s brown face. Adil focused his attention on
Timah’s dark, lustrous hair which glistened as she turned to swat a mosquito on her shoulder. Timah looked at the
dark, shiny hair which covered Adil’s forehead.
Adil shifted the straw on the ground with his toe. He took his headcloth and fanned himself. He felt elated that
a girl was watching him. She must be a bit crazy, he mused. Why was she absorbed in the buffaloes? Had she not
seen any before? What if she was really crazy and attacked him with the parang she had in her hand? Would he
have time to flee if she ran amok?
Adil looked at Timah. Timah looked at Adil. They looked at each other again. Adil nodded and smiled. Timah
smiled and bowed her head.
Surely, she was not crazy or dangerous. He plucked up courage.
*
“Looking for firewood?”
“No!”
“Why the parang then?”
“I came to see the ripe paddy. If I came across an iguana I could hit it with this parang.”
Adil laughed. Timah smiled.
“Where do you live?”
“At the far end of the village beyond that sawah.” She pointed to the direction with her parang. Adil followed
the movement of her hand.
“I’ve never seen you around before.”
“I’ve just returned. I never realized that people rear buffaloes here.”
“Back from where?”
“Far from here!”
“Are you working?”
“No, I’m studying. When was the barn built?”
“Over a year ago. It was done on a gotong-royong basis. We pooled our money to buy buffaloes from Kampung Kubang Palas, Kampung Kebakat, Kampungjal, Kampung Kedamit, Kampung Paluh and sometimes from
the villages as far as the Thai border. We sell them to an abattoir in Kuala Lumpur.”
“Do you transport them to Kuala Lumpur?”
“Yes. Every alternate night.”
“How much do you get for each buffalo?”
“It depends. If the buffalo is fat, we get between eight and nine hundred ringgit. A smaller one would fetch a
bit less.”
“Are the buffaloes kept here during the night?”
“Yes.”
“Even if it rains?”
“Buffaloes love rain and water. Unlike cows, they love to wallow in the mud.”
“They eat straw only?”
“No. Sometimes we buy fresh grass for them at fifty cents a basket. That’s enough to feed five buffaloes.”
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Adil plucked a rambai leaf from a branch. He placed it between his teeth. Timah smiled and looked away. Adil
looked at Timah again.
“Do you know how to reap the paddy?”
“Sure!”
“Why aren’t you reaping today?”
“My mother doesn’t have a sawah. Yesterday, we reaped Mak Nik’s paddy at Kampung Surau for a small
payment.”
“What about your father?”
“He’s dead. A long time ago. About eight years.”
Silence followed. The buffaloes continued to graze. The leaf in Adil’s mouth fell to the ground. The sun
continued to sink in the west, casting a brazen red glow in the sky.
“I have to go now. It’s getting late.”
Timah walked away. Adil looked as if hypnotized at Timah walking on the bund. Adil looked from behind her.
Timah snapped off a stalk of paddy. Adil sighed. The red blouse Timah wore disappeared from his sight, lost
among the trees now covered by dusk. He suddenly felt lonely.
*
Timah was awakened by the clanging sound of metal cans in the middle of the night. She could hear the sound
of the rain falling from the eaves onto the bamboo poles below. She heard the rain fall on the leaves, twigs and
branches around the house. She pushed the blanket to her feet. The shadow of her movements fell on the wall.
Light from the kerosene lamp flickered faintly.
Timah went out. Her mother was busy collecting the rainwater in tin cans arranged in a row directly below the
eaves.
“What’s the water for, Mother? For drinking?”
“To soak the paddy seeds.”
“Can’t you use well water to soak the seeds?”
“The first rain is good. Seedlings grow well in them and the harvest will be abundant.”
Her mother entered the room and returned with a plastic container filled with paddy seeds of the subang intan
variety. She poured water from the tin cans into a big earthen jar and emptied the paddy seeds into it. She used
both hands to stir the seeds and then covered the jar with a damp cloth.
“Who will sow the seeds, Mother?”
“I’ve made arrangements with Wan Derasid. He is preparing the nursery in a hollow. When he is through with
harvesting tomorrow, he will burn the paddy stalks and plough the land in two or three days. Just in time to sow
the seeds.”
“Who does the ploughing?”
“Us!”
“But we don’t have a plough.”
“We’ll rent one from Mamat Tuk Ayah.”
The rain kept falling. Her mother went back to the room and Timah followed her. Her mother slept on the bed
while Timah slept on a mattress near the wall.
The rain beat on the atap roof. It would certainly collect in the cans her mother had arranged outside. It would
also fall on the barn by the sawah, and on pakcik Yusuf’s rubber plantation where her mother worked. Rain would
also drench Kahir’s watermelon patch.
Timah waited impatiently for daylight. The calves in the female buffaloes’ wombs would surely turn about
happily as their mothers wallowed in the mud. Young creepers would grow out of Kahir’s watermelon plants on
the sandy plot during the silent night. The rain would surely form puddles in the sawah. Haruan, puyu and red
keli fish must be dancing with joy in the dark night. Timah could almost hear the plip-plop sound of the fish in the
puddles.
*
When morning came, it was pallid and cloudy. Her mother had cooked extra rice, fried some dried fish and
cooked bamboo shoots in coconut milk.
“Aren’t you tapping today, Mother?”
“The trees are wet. It would be a waste to tap because the latex would flow all over the place.”
“Wow, the fried fish smells good! Where are you going this morning, Mother?”
“I promised to help Mak Nik harvest her paddy at Padang Terang.”
“Any leeches there?”
“According to Mak Nik, the field is still wet. You don’t find leeches when there is water.”
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“I want to come along. Please sharpen another tuai\fn{Sickle.} for me.”
“But I thought you said last night that you wanted to go to the Education Office today.”
“I’ll drop by tomorrow after visiting the school where I formerly taught.”
Her mother added two cili padi to the bamboo shoot curry. Timah bathed at the well opposite the bamboo platform of the kitchen where the dishes were usually washed. Her mother filled a plastic container with cooked vegetables. She placed the fried fish and some pickled maman leaves in plastic wrappers. She put all these items in a
basket which hung over the fireplace. The two tuais were also placed in the basket and covered with two straw
hats.
After locking the door, her mother balanced the items on her head. Timah followed her.
The batik cloth which hung over her mother’s shoulder trailed behind, swishing softly to and fro. Timah recalled that Adil’s orange headcloth was similar in color to her mother’s batik. Timah folded her light green headcloth over her head in a fashion commonly used by the women harvesters of the village.
To get to Padang Terang, Timah and her mother had to walk through Kampung Dalam Kota and the Pasir MasKota Bharu road, before turning west to Kampung Dusun. Her mother’s slippers and feet were soaking wet and a
few stalks of dried grass stuck in between her toes. Timah’s slippers and feet too were in a similar condition.
From the bund, Mak Nik supervised the harvesting work. The arrival of Timah and her mother caught her eye.
“Hey, are you sure you can still do this kind of work? Your fair skin might get sunburnt,” Mak Nik teased.
Timah and her mother laughed.
“Who will harvest your paddy if I’m afraid of sunburn?”
“When did you get back?”
“About a week now. I came especially to help you harvest!”
Her mother put down the basket on the bund and Timah took out her tuai. Her mother placed a palm hat on Timah’s head.
“To shield you from the sun.”
Dark clouds set in. Everyone in the field harvested industriously. The harvesters’ palm hats looked like the
mushrooms in the yellow sawah of Padang Terang.
As the sun rose higher, Timah found sweat pouring down her cheeks. Mak Nik repeatedly asked the workers to
take a break. Timah’s mother carried the basket of food to the ridge of the sawah. Timah plucked a few salung
leaves to use as a mat. After that, she cut some banana leaves on which to put out the portions of rice. A fresh cool
breeze blew across the wide sawah.
After lunch, the womenfolk took turns to pray using Mak Nik’s prayer attire.
The breeze from the sawah
tugged at the hem of their attire from time to time.
The sun had moved to the west and shone brightly on the trees. Timah’s mother carried some paddy over her
head, a plastic bag of leftover rice and two tuais in her hand. Timah carried a basketful of paddy and was paid
three ringgit. If her paddy had been properly bound, Timah would have been able to obtain more than just
eighteen sheaves. Timah and her mother took the Pasir Mas-Kota Bharu road home. Several drivers thrust out
their heads to tease Timah as they passed her.
The afternoon sun burned ash. Timah placed the basket on the steps to the house. The paddy was stored in a
drum near the kitchen. Silence reigned in the house. When a distant rumble of thunder was heard, her mother
looked up at the western sky.
“I pray it will not rain heavily tonight. It’s bad enough not to be able to tap for one day!”
“After helping you tap, I will go to Kahir’s orchard.”
“I’ll do it sometime myself. It’s not urgent.”
Night arrived. The sound of thunder was heard in the west. At midnight, there was a drizzle which wet the
leaves and branches of the trees.
*
When Timah finished tapping six rubber trees, her mother had done eleven. Several leeches clung to Timah’s
feet. Timah shrieked and jumped about. Her mother instructed her to use either a rubber twig, leaf or dried mud to
get rid of the leeches.
It was noon when Timah’s mother finished collecting the latex. Timah washed it in the coagulation acid and
stirred the mixture with a bamboo stick until it coagulated. She removed dirt from the scrap rubber and made four
balls out of it. She placed them together with several more stored behind the rambutan tree
“The latex has hardened!”
Her mother overturned a coagulating tank. She pressed the semisolid mass into a large thin sheet. Timah did
the same to the rubber in the other tank. She placed the three sheets into two of the tanks and took them to the
pressing machines at Haji Bakar’s house.
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Timah turned the pressing machine while her mother fed the rubber sheets into it. She repeated the process
until the pressing stage [was finished].\fn{Something like this has fallen out of the text at this point } Sweat beaded on
Timah’s eyebrows, fell to the rubber sheet and blended with the excess water that ran into the drain below. Her
mother carried a folded rubber sheet on her head while Timah carried two, and they hung them on the bamboo
pole in front of the house.
*
Kahir carried water from the river and stored it in a tar drum near the hut. The drum was now filled to the brim.
Then he watered the watermelon and petola plants around the hut. After this, he would probably rake the soil
slightly and, if there was time, he would erect poles from the branches of the senduduk for his creeping plants.
Timah went to see Kahir at work, her headcloth folded neatly on her head, her face somewhat sunburnt. Kahir was
startled to see her. He stood up, holding both the pail and cup.
“When did you get back? How did you know I was here?”
“It was easy. Mother told me you have a watermelon patch here. I came home last week. Do you work alone?”
“Yes. You came alone?”
“Do you see anyone else?”
“Haha. You always ridicule me.”
“Where’s your father, Kahir?”
“He’s gone to gather etak.”\fn{A note reads: A type of shellfish.}
“Does he sell fish?”
“Yes he does.”
“How much a cupak?”
“You want to buy?”
“Sure! I long to taste dried etak. The last time I ate etak was when my mother bought them from someone at
Kampung Baru. She cooked them in coconut milk.”
“All etak are now sweet. It has been two weeks since the water in the river went down.”
“I know. I waded across to reach this place.”
“When are you leaving, Mah?”
“Probably in two weeks.”
“Why the hurry? I thought you would still be around to taste my watermelons.”
“I don’t want to leave if I can help it. But I have to study extra hard for this final year. It’s no joke. If I fool
around, I’ll have to leave the varsity without a degree! Then you’ll be ashamed to have me as a friend!”
“Oh! You will get a good job once you graduate. You’ll be some big shot with a fat salary. And you’ll marry a
rich man, right?”
“That’s utter nonsense. We have wasted too much time. Give me the pail. I will help you water your melons.”
“Your sarong will get wet and then you can’t go home.”
“You treat me like a princess, Kahir! I’m a kampung girl. Please give me the pail.”
“All right! All right! All right! Your Highness!”
“How many melon plants do you have, Kahir?”
“About a thousand!”
“Wow! Who takes care of your shop in Kota Bharu?”
“Sometimes my mother, sometimes Jusuh and Deraman.”
“How about your Higher School Certificate examination this year?”
“I’ve paid the fees. I hope I’ll get a full certificate.”
“What are your plans if you obtain a full certificate?”
“I’ll apply for a place at the University of Agriculture! I hope to open a farm of about a thousand acres. I’ll use
modern ploughs and harvesters.”
“Wow! That’s terrific. I could be your partner!”
They both laughed. The Kelantan river gurgled pleasantly but neither Kahir nor Timah heard it.
“Mah, I heard Gani is getting married to a relief teacher from Kota Bharu. Is it true?”
“You are living in this place. You should know better!”
“Then it’s true you broke off your engagement with him?”
“What was there to be broken? I have no attachments to anyone in this world. I don’t have time to think of
love. I’m a busy person.”
“I’m sorry, Mah. But surely you must have heard that the girl provided the one-thousand -ringgit dowry.
Everyone knows that Gani does not have that kind of money.”
“Let it be! It’s a topsy-turvy world. What’s wrong with a girl providing the dowry for the man? Has your sister
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Jenab had her baby yet?”
“Not yet, but she is due anytime now. She wants her first child to be a boy.”
“Does she pray hard for it?”
“I don’t know!”
“Where are the other melon plants?”
“This is all. It’s okay if you want to go home now. I want to put up poles for my petola creepers.”
“I’ll help you. We’ll go back together, if you don’t mind.”
Timah followed Kahir to the hut. Kahir placed the overturned pail beside the drum. Timah did the same thing
with her pail. Kahir trimmed the branches off the plant with a parang while Timah broke the twigs with her hands.
*
The sun was sinking in the west. The river was crystal clear, noiseless and sparkling under the fading light. A
few sampans carrying gravel to Pangkalan Sultan passed by. The riverbanks and the surrounding area appeared
mossy green.
Timah walked home with a bundle of tapioca shoots that Kahir gave her. Kahir trailed along with a hoe over
his shoulder. Once in a while he caught sight of Timah’s legs when she lifted her sarong. Occasionally, Timah
turned back and smiled at Kahir. The sun smiled upon them. Kahir’s face glowed.
It was dusk when Timah reached home. Her mother was calling the chickens to roost. Timah left the wrapped
etak and bundle of tapioca shoots on the steps at the entrance and went to pull out some lemon grass nearby.
For dinner, her mother cooked etak boiled in coconut milk mixed with lemon grass leaves. She fried dried
gelama fish, boiled the tapioca shoots and mixed budu with fresh fish and cili padi. Timah ate three plates of rice
and finished one bowl of etak gravy.
“How is the nursery, Mother?”
“It’s ready now. This afternoon Deraman helped to clear the patch. I paid him two ringgit and fifty cents. Tomorrow we can start sowing the seedlings.”
“It didn’t rain today. The sawah must be dry now. We can fish in the sawah tomorrow. If I catch the red keli
we’ll boil and eat it with vinegar and chilli sauce. Oh, how delicious!”
“The children have started catching them today.”
“Mother, when are you going to cook nasi dagang?”
“Anytime. Tomorrow we can dry the soft fresh paddy in the old basket under the fireplace. We can grind it in
the evening.”
“How nice if sister Inab and Kiah can join us. It’ll be nice to eat together.”
“They don’t work on Fridays. I’m sure they’ll come.”
Night came. Timah dreamt that she was walking on lush green grass.
*
Morning dawned. Timah and her mother headed for the rubber plantation.
Once through with the tapping, her mother threshed the soft fresh paddy and dried it on an old mat at the back
of the nursery.
Deraman came to help her sow the seedlings. A scarecrow was put up to frighten away birds and chickens.
Night came and went quickly.
Morning dawned once more. Mother tapped rubber trees. Timah tapped rubber trees. Afternoon. Evening.
Night. Morning came again.
*
Timah stood by the fence at the waiting room of Pangkalan Cepa airport. She was facing the airstrip. Mother
and Wan Mariam stood beside her. From now on, Wan Mariam would live with her mother.
“Don’t use the firewood I’ve stacked by the chicken house,” her mother said. “Use it only when the stack
under the house is exhausted.”
Timah’s mother was sad. She remembered the three stacks of firewood Timah had gathered. And the five clusters of coconut husk that hung from a bamboo pole under the house. She also remembered the numerous coconut
spines under the floorboard of the house. She remembered the sugar container, the peanut oil, the kerosene, the
salt in the sack and also the money for her marketing.
The MAS Fokker Friendship landed. Timah carried a bagful of meat condiments and putu kacang.\fn{A note
reads: Bean cake.} She joined the other passengers who were boarding the plane.
As the propellers began to spin, Timah felt as though her spirit left her body, went out the window and
embraced her mother. She wiped the tears from her eyes. Her mother and Wan Mariam waved at her. She waved
back.
Goodbye, Mother. Goodbye!
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Far below, the clouds were snow-white. Below her was Kahir’s watermelon patch of green velvet. And Adil’s
barn, the Yahya Putra Bridge, Mother’s paddy nursery.
Tears rolled down Timah’s cheek. A few drops fell into the puddles on the paddy fields with the kefi, puyu and
haruan, finally blending with the drops of dew that clung to the ripe golden yellow grains of paddy. A few more
drops fell on Kahir’s watermelon patch, succouring the green creeping plant. And her tears would also fall on
Adil’s barn, bringing happiness to the unborn calves.
The tears would certainly fall into the large pot of curry being cooked near Siah’s house. The curry would taste
sweet and salty and would light up the faces of the newlyweds, Gani and Siah.
It would not be long before Siah would conceive her first child. At the same time, Kahir’s sister Jenab would
deliver her first son. The soft breeze would blow the baby’s cry throughout the kampung together with the chatter
of squirrels, the twittering of birds and the fluttering of butterflies.
Her mother’s paddy seedlings would flourish with new shoots sprouting all over the place. The durian, seta,
rambutan and langsat trees that were in flower now would blossom into fruit.
60.106 Red Roses In A Bouquet\fn{by Khadijah Hashim (1945-

)}

Batu Pahat, Johor State, Malaysia (F) 5

Whether Siew Ping sat or stood in her small 10 by 12 feet stall, she was surrounded by fresh and colorful flowers, flowers that were grown in the hilly region of the country. Seng Hock, her thirteen-year-old brother, usually
collected the flowers from the railway station each morning before setting off to school. Siew Ping arranged them
into beautiful bouquets of different sizes. Her mother, who had to prepare lunch at home, often arrived at the stall
around eleven.
Siew Ping deftly arranged the chrysanthemum blossoms in a plastic pail. Red, white and yellow roses were
placed in large open-mouthed bottles while the other pails contained expensive as well as cheap orchids. Red and
white carnations were put in another container. The containers were then set on multi-tiered racks. The small stall
looked resplendent with all its beautiful flowers. Siew Ping kissed a red rose before placing it in a bottle.
A girl in a yellow blouse and batik sarong stopped at her stall. Her face lit up as she examined a crimson-red
rose.
“How beautiful,” she uttered softly. “How much does each cost?” she asked Siew Ping, who approached her.
“Forty cents.”
“Can’t I get it cheaper?” the girl bargained. Siew Ping just smiled.
“Thirty cents, please,” she implored.
Siew Ping was undecided. She knew that the girl loved flowers. In fact, all girls love flowers. Flowers are
beautiful and comforting, her cheerful friend, Ali, had once said.
“This one is thirty cents each,” said Siew Ping as she picked up a rose. “Same color and variety. It’s only a
little smaller.”
“I prefer this,” the girl decided; her dark round eyes were fixed on the rose of her choice. Siew Ping smiled.
“Once your mind is made up, you’ll buy, no matter how much it costs,” she thought.
*
When the girl left Siew Ping got hold of a pair of scissors and started to make floral arrangements for the day’s
sale. She fixed a red rose in a plastic container she had designed.
“Red is for love,” she whispered. She added a white chrysanthemum to the design; white is for purity. And
then a yellow rose.
Yellow symbolizes joy, she smiled. She felt happy and fresh like the roses. To make her creation more lively,
she added pink roses, some kasa and wild yam leaves. A simple floral arrangement worth five ringgit was now
complete!
Two women returning from the market stopped at the stall to purchase some flowers. Siew Ping left her work
to attend to them. One of them offered to buy three stalks of orchids for two ringgit.
“I only make a small profit, auntie.”
Siew Ping always gave the same excuse when confronted with customers who haggled. It was true that she
made only a small amount of profit. If the flowers withered before they were sold, she had to bear the losses.
When the middle-aged lady and her companion had disappeared, Siew Ping pondered over what would happen
to the beautiful orchids she had just sold. Would they end up in a living room furnished with exquisitely carved
chairs? Or on a cabinet in one corner of the room? According to Ali, who frequently bought flowers from her,
pretty flowers decorate beautiful places. Siew Ping could well remember those words.
A few baskets of flowers were now ready for sale. The big ones were sold at fifteen ringgit, the medium-sized
ones cost ten ringgit while the small ones varied from eight to five ringgit.
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Siew Ping sat and watched people go past her shop. None could resist taking a second look at her flowers.
Beauty is something that God bestowed upon the world, Ali had remarked when they discussed nature’s beauty.
Siew Ping sighed and smiled at the vivid image of Ali in her mind.
Where could he be? He had not bought her flowers for quite some time. Was he sick?
A young couple had just bought a big bunch of flowers from her. She wondered why they had purchased so
many stalks. Were they getting engaged or married? The red roses would add glamor to the wedding and make the
bridal chamber smell sweet.
But there was truth in what Ali said: beautiful flowers should always be in the sun. She adjusted the wreaths in
front of the stall. A jasmine had withered in one of them. She threw away the withered flower and replaced it with
a fresh one.
The sun was already high. Her mother had not appeared yet.
Siew Ping glanced at the unsold wreaths. Were there no deaths today? If no one died, the flowers in the
wreaths would wither. Mother would suffer losses and frown.
*
A blue Mercedes Benz pulled up across the street.
Ali! She murmured softly. She recognized the car at once. She even remembered its registration number—JM
8696. A young man got out of the car and walked towards her.
“Hello! Flower princess, queen of my heart!” Ali greeted her teasingly.
Siew Ping only smiled.
“I haven’t seen you for quite some time. Where have you been?” she asked in a voice full of longing.
“I went to Dataran Indera.”
“On a holiday?”
“My boss was.”
“So you went on a holiday too,” Siew Ping replied, smilingly. “That’s the good, or bad, side of being a
chauffeur to a bigwig.”
Ali answered frankly. He looked calmly into his princess’s eyes.
“There are lots of flowers there, right? My flowers are from there too,” Siew Ping remarked as she arranged
the chrysanthemums that had fallen from the pail. Ali had accidentally tipped one over.
“But they are not as beautiful as the flowers here,” Ali smiled, gazing at her.
She turned her face to avoid his deep, staring eyes.
Siew Ping’s mother arrived with a basket containing a bowl of rice. She walked straight to a table at the corner
of the stall. A young man stopped to buy five stalks of red roses and five stalks of white roses. Siew Ping wondered whom they were for. Perhaps his wife who had just delivered their first baby! Or to win back his girlfriend’s heart.
Beautiful flowers for beautiful occasions. She turned to Ali who had remained silent while she attended to her
customer.
“Don’t you want to buy flowers for your sweetheart?” she teased.
Ali snickered. “I don’t have to,” he answered.
“And why not?” she asked softly.
“Because she’s surrounded by flowers!” Ali’s eyes sparkled when he looked into Siew Ping’s perturbed face.
Siew Ping did not pursue the matter. She did not understand why she felt restless when they were together. Ali
was a sensitive person. And smart too. Did he mean what he had just said? Siew Ping’s mother uttered something
in Chinese which Ali could not understand. Siew Ping did not respond.
“You want to get some flowers?” Siew Ping suddenly enquired.
“Please get me three roses, two chrysanthemums and three carnations,” Ali replied.
Siew Ping hurriedly picked them out.
“My boss’s wife is attending an ikebana\fn{Japanese flower arrangement} class this afternoon,” he explained.
Siew Ping kept quiet but Ali continued teasing her.
“I wonder where are all the butterflies. They don’t seem to like your flowers any more, Ping!” he remarked,
pretending to be disappointed.
“You can’t find butterflies here,” Siew Ping replied nonchalantly.
“What a pity! They must be afraid of the flowers in the city!”
Siew Ping was once again lost for words.
“How poetic you are and you can read my mind too,” Siew Ping thought. Ali glanced at the old woman who
was sitting at the table in the corner of the stall.
“How much?” he enquired.
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“Two ringgit and sixty cents,” Siew Ping answered and handed him the bouquet.
Ali paid her three ringgit and left the stall.
“Hey, your change …”
Ali merely shook his head and drove off.
*
Siew Ping smiled. She then sighed faintly. Ali, you are so kind, she thought.
Ali always told her to keep the change whenever he bought flowers from her. Siew Ping thought of the flowers
that Ali had bought.
How would his employer’s wife arrange them? And where would she place the arrangement?
Siew Ping wished she could see it. It would surely be a beautiful arrangement. In spite of not having mastered
the art of flower arrangements formally, Siew Ping was still proud of her daily creations. They sold well.
Her mother had refused to let her attend a flower arrangement class, arguing that it was a sheer waste of money. She pointed out that there was no difference between the floral arrangements done by people who had learned
the art and those who had not. No matter how you arrange flowers, they are beautiful for the simple reason that
flowers are beautiful, her mother had added.
What she said was true. My flowers have graced many weddings, big bungalows and offices in the city, Siew
Ping thought.
Another car pulled up in front of the stall. A middle-aged man got out and hurriedly picked one of her mother’s wreaths.
“How much?'”he held up the wreath he had chosen.
“Twenty ringgit,” Siew Ping answered. The customer just paid the money and left hurriedly.
“Who died today, Mother?” Siew Ping asked. Her mother did not reply.
Later, another man came to buy a wreath. He too picked out a wreath at random, paid the price and left immediately. Which rich man or important person had passed away that day?
On seeing that her wreaths were in demand, Siew Ping’s mother immediately made more wreaths out of evergreen ferns and flowers. She had stayed up late last night to make rattan rings. Siew Ping did not help her.
“Ping … help me out with these ferns,” she now instructed, pointing to a heap of evergreen ferns bought from
a gardener. She was elated by the sudden demand for wreaths. Meanwhile, the sun was shining fiercely.
Siew Ping sprinkled more water on her flowers. Then she helped her mother make more wreaths while she attended to her customers. She wound the evergreen ferns around the rattan rings. The bigger the rings, the thicker
the leaves.
*
“Busy?” Ali asked. He had returned unexpectedly.
“It’s you again! Looking for more flowers?” she asked innocently.
“Yes,” he answered.
Siew Ping’s mother, who was wrapped up in her work, paid no attention to them. Siew Ping at once left her
work to attend to him.
“Which flowers do you want?”
“Your flowers of course,” Ali whispered with a smile.
“Stop fooling around!” Siew Ping pretended to be angry.
“I know you’re busy.”
“Orchids or chrysanthemums? State your choice,” Siew Ping said impatiently.
“I want a wreath. An offering to the dead,” Ali explained and pointed to the biggest wreath available.
“Who passed away?” Siew Ping asked curiously.
“People …” Ali laughed quietly.
“I know … A rich man surely,” Siew Ping said, irritated at being teased when she was being serious.
“That’s not important. What’s important is that you profit when people die,” he remarked boldly. Siew Ping
frowned; she was hurt by Ali’s blunt words.
“You’re angry?” Ali asked, on seeing her expression suddenly change.
“I’m not,” she said tersely.
“Why are you frowning then? You should be happy when people die,” Ali continued to tease her.
“You don’t seem to understand me,” Siew Ping protested morosely. But Ali actually did understand her. He
proceeded to cheer her up:
“Why’s the sky turning gray on a bright day?”
Siew Ping remained quiet. She was confused. Ali was fond of teasing her but was also quick to back down. Yet
her curiosity got the better of her. She asked again:
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“Who died?”
“An important man.”
“He must be. The poor don’t get my flowers,” she said angrily. Ali laughed.
“Very true, and not someone like me, huh? Not for the small fish or the destitute.”
Ali was testing her feelings. Siew Ping could not answer him because that was a fact, even though she had no
intention of treating the rich and the poor differently because she too came from a poor family.
“No one will send me flowers when I die, Ping.” Siew Ping silently adjusted the flower on the wreath before
Ali took it away.
“Will you send me flowers when I die, flower princess?” Siew Ping sighed, unhappy with his response. Again
her mother uttered something in Chinese that Ali could not understand.
“You’ll have this?” asked Siew Ping.
“Any one will do. The dead can no longer appreciate flowers.”
Siew Ping smiled, tickled by what Ali said. He could even make fun of the dead. Yet his words set her thinking.
“You take this, it’s still fresh and pretty.” Siew Ping selected a wreath for Ali.
Ali paid the right price. He knew how much it cost because he often bought flowers for his employers.
*
When Ali left, Siew Ping’s mother complained:
“You treat him better than the rest of our customers.” She disapproved and frowned, and looked much older in
the process.
“I don’t approve of it,” she added. Her hands were still busy making a wreath.
“Is it wrong to treat a customer well?” Siew Ping asked rather harshly.
“I don’t like him.” There was a threat behind those words.
“He’s kind—”
“Just because he tips you thirty or forty cents, you say he is kind?” Mother rebuked her instantly. She looked
sharply at Siew Ping’s face.
Siew Ping kept quiet to avoid another senseless argument with her mother. It was not money that attracted her
to Ali.
She sighed. She felt happy when Ali was around even though he hurt her sometimes. Her mother continued:
“Have you forgotten that he is Malay?” Mother’s face was filled with hatred when she mentioned this.
“And that your grandpa was killed by a Malay?” she reminded Siew Ping.
“That was during troubled times. The Chinese too killed the Malays,” Siew Ping countered.
“That’s immaterial! I only know that your grandpa was murdered by the Malays.” Her voice was tremulous
and her face looked vindictive.
Siew Ping sprinkled more water on the roses. Soon, the wreaths were all sold. She looked at her mother’s
radiant face and then at the unsold orchids.
“You’re all right,” she said to them. “You take a long time to wither.”
*
That night, her mother was really happy. She had counted that day’s earnings and was resting in bed after a
hard day’s work. Seng Hock could buy his schoolbooks and the balance would be saved for the house rent and
stall.
Since her husband’s death ten years ago she had supported her family entirely on the earnings from her
flowers. Her husband had died of lung cancer. According to the doctor, it was due to the excessive smoking of
opium.
Three of her daughters were already married.
Daughters! She sighed. You cannot depend on them once they are married. They will only visit you during the
Chinese New Year with their children.
Her thoughts turned to Siew Ping.
Her daughter had been forced to stop at Form Three to enable Seng Hock to continue studying. She could not
afford to have them both at school. After all, Siew Ping would eventually marry and leave her as her sisters had.
Siew Ping’s mother was counting on Seng Hock to provide her with a comfortable life when she grew old. He
must further his studies and get a good job, and not be a flower seller like her. That night she made more wreaths.
Perhaps many more people would die the following day!
“Mother, aren’t you sleepy?” Siew Ping asked. She was worried to see her mother working so hard at home.
“I am not sleepy,’ was the answer.
Siew Ping shook her head in disapproval. How could she be so certain that people would die tomorrow?
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But life is like a flower, Ali once remarked. It grows, blooms and then withers.
“Ali, you are a philosopher,” Siew Ping thought to herself. Ali was a smart man. Why was he only a chauffeur
and not a bigwig himself? Probably it was fated to be this way. Ali had confirmed this.
“It’s our destiny,” he philosophized. No one can determine his fame and fortune. People are like flowers. No
one can predict his or her future. They may be placed in an elegant and air-conditioned room to grace a merry
occasion. Or they may be laid on a lonely grave.
Siew Ping pondered deeply over this. Ali came smiling into her thoughts.
“Ali,” she whispered. She longed for him.
*
The city was normal that day. Cars zoomed here and there endlessly. Pedestrians walked up and down the
street. Siew Ping attended to her daily chores and created new floral arrangements.
Yet, she felt something amiss that day. Her eyes wandered about as if she was searching for something she had
lost. She looked closely at everyone who walked by her stall.
It’s not him.
It’s not him.
Ali did not show up for the next five days.
Where could he be? Was his employer ill? Perhaps he was ill? Siew Ping gazed at a red rose in a bouquet. She
was worried about Ali. Ali normally came every day or on alternate days. If he did not buy flowers he would chat
with her while waiting for his employer to finish work.
She was startled when she saw a young man in a batik shirt walking past her shop. Ali! To her disappointment,
only the shirt looked like Ali’s. The youth was as dark as Ali was but his nose was flat. Ali’s face was spotless and
he wore a fine moustache. Where could he be? Perhaps he has forgotten me, she thought. She looked again at the
red roses. I will give them to him if he comes.
She jumped from her seat when she saw a blue Mercedes with the numberplate JM 8696 stop right in front of
her stall. But she was disappointed when she saw a middle-aged man come out of the car to look at the array of
wreaths. Who had passed away? Why didn’t Ali come himself? This man was probably Ali’s employer. Where
could Ali be?
“How much is this?” he enquired, pointing to the smallest wreath in the collection.
“Fifteen ringgit, sir,” Siew Ping said in a tremulous voice. The man took out his wallet.
“Who passed away, sir?” she asked spontaneously.
“My driver.”
“Your driver?” Siew Ping exclaimed. Her mother listened attentively.
“He’s dead? Ali?” she asked again in disbelief.
“Yes, Ali, my driver. Did you know him?”
“Yes … He often buys flowers here. How did he die?” Siew Ping bravely asked. Her knees had turned soft and
a chill ran through her body.
“He died in a motorcycle accident at his village,” the man explained as he handed fifteen ringgit to her.
“No, sir. Consider it my gift to Ali,” Siew Ping said as she gently brushed away the man’s hand. Her mother
hurriedly rushed to their side.
“Fifteen ringgit, sir! Fifteen ringgit, sir!”
The man looked at Siew Ping and then at her mother. He was confused. Nevertheless, he paid the price and
drove off in his car.
“Mother, you’re avaricious. You’re avaricious!” she screamed and cried her heart out. She hid herself in the
corner of the stall.
“You foolish girl. Who will give us fifteen ringgit?” her mother said angrily.
“How could you do this to me? Ali was my friend,” she sobbed. “What’s wrong with giving him flowers for
the last time? He was my friend. He’s kind and I loved him,” she said sadly, no longer able to contain her tears.
“You hate him even when he is dead.”
Siew Ping was utterly depressed.
Her mother was speechless. Her heart was moved to pity when she saw her daughter cry. Suddenly, she
remembered her deceased husband. Why was the Malay boy so special to Siew Ping? she wondered with regret.
“But it’s fortunate that the boy died,” she sighed in relief.
Poor Siew Ping. I will consult my sister regarding the possible betrothal of Siew Ping to her son, a grocer in
the village market. If time permits, I will go there next week. Quietly, she made her decision.
*
Siew Ping could not take her lunch that day. She was very sad. She rested her head on. the table and thought of
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the happy moments she had had with Ali. She could see Ali’s face clearly and hear his voice. Ali used to tease her.
Ali once said,
“Life is like the flowers, Siew Ping. They bud, bloom, wither and then fall to the ground.”
“Ali, I had not expected this untimely parting. I wish I could see you for the last time,” Siew Ping thought. But
… where was his village? It was a mistake, not asking where his village was. She looked sadly at the bouquet of
fresh red roses.
“I am sorry, Ali!” Tears flowed down her cheeks again. She felt completely broken-hearted.
In the afternoon, she helped her complaining mother who found it hard to cope with her customers alone. Siew
Ping’s eyes were red and swollen. She scrutinized every face that passed the stall.
Is that Ali? Everybody looked like Ali.
Siew Ping looked listlessly at the street. She could not hear the roar of the cars and human voices. The world
suddenly seemed empty and lonely. She felt as if she had been abandoned at a port without a single familiar soul.
“Siew Ping!” her mother yelled.
Siew Ping did not answer.
“Siew Ping!” her mother called out again.
Siew Ping still did not answer her.
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1\fn{These interior divisions are not in the text:H}
In 1989, after coming back from their farms that afternoon, a local headman from a long-house below Simanggang went fishing for shrimps with a friend at the Batang Lupar river. The two friends thought they still had
ample time to do a few throws of their shrimp nets, just enough for dinner that evening.
The fishing trip very nearly cost him his life. Only the timely shouts of warning from his friend saved him
from what was an almost certain death. While his friend was nearer the river bank, the headman was just a little
bit too far into the deeper end. Heeding the warning almost instantaneously, he scrambled out of the water but
could not wade ashore in time. Had it not been for his friend who dragged him out, he would have been swallowed by the jaws of death. He escaped with very severe leg injuries.
The experience was something that both men would not likely forget for the rest of their lives. It was said that
the man nearer the river bank thought that he saw a huge floating grayish log. He only realized that it could not be
a log when he saw it moving powerfully against the current towards them!
He was petrified with fear, and it was indeed miraculous that he could somehow manage to muster enough
strength to shout and, at the same time, gather enough courage to rush and pull his friend out in the nick of time.
Though in a state of shock, he vehemently claimed that the creature was the much-dreaded Bujang Senang, an
infamous nickname given to a monstrous crocodile that had been terrorizing the lower stretch of the Batang Lupar
for decades.
All the people of the nearby long-houses were alerted and the men immediately mounted a massive hunt. They
formed themselves into groups, armed with shotguns, spears and knives but there was no sign of the crocodile.
The only way they could ever catch it would be to lure it into one of the small streams. The Batang Lupar was too
deep and wide for them to look for the reptile.
Once again Bujang Senang had made an elusive escape, as he had done numerous times before.
A couple of years later, in January 1991, a young maiden from a neighboring long-house was caught by a huge
crocodile while crossing a bamboo bridge that spanned a small tributary of the Batang Lupar. She was returning
from the farm with her mother and was halfway across the bridge when the creature snatched her.
The mother watched helplessly as the enormous reptile dragged her daughter into the murky water. She
managed to scream for help before she fainted.
Although people from the long-house rushed to help, they arrived too late to save the girl. They, however,
managed to trap and kill the crocodile before it could drag her into the main river and eat up the poor maiden.
A group of men rushed to the mouth of the stream. A barricade of logs and thick bamboo lengths was hastily
constructed to cut off the crocodile’s escape route. Then a continuous barrage of shots from scores of shotguns
and an equal number of spears thrown by angry men rained on to the hideous creature.
Against such an angry onslaught, the reptile could not survive. But it struggled for a few hours before it could
finally be subdued. Its capture made the headlines in all the local newspapers.
It was thought that this was the end of the notorious Bujang Senang. It was thought that they had, finally,
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caught the crocodile because it was well over six meters\fn{ Over 20 feet} in length. No other crocodile could be
that huge they said. Furthermore, no bigger crocodile had ever been caught before.
The creature’s skeleton was sent to the Sarawak Museum in Kuching and kept there for all to see. It was a huge
success for the Museum because Bujang Senang had long been a household name. Even the Sarawak foot-ball
team was nicknamed after it.
But no, it was not the notorious crocodile!
A few weeks later, a couple of farmers who wanted to take their bath after coming back from their farms in the
evening had to rush out from the river. They saw a grayish floating log moving towards them. Both of them
claimed that it was so huge that it had to be Bujang Senang and not just any other crocodile. They had seen the
crocodile killed earlier but this one was certainly much bigger, they said.
So the notorious reptile had not been killed after all.
It is very much alive and still rules the lower stretch of Batang Lupar. The people have learnt some bitter
lessons in the past and are now more wary of their movements along the river. There have not been any untoward
incidents recently but the grayish monster has been seen every now and again. It is still lurking around, waiting to
pounce on the slightest of mistakes.
The Batang Lupar, the longest river in the Sri Arnan Division of Sarawak, begins with small mountain streams
in the Malaysian-Indonesian border. These small rivers flow through rich river valleys. The waters from these
rivers converge and flow as an enormous mass into the South China Sea.
Apart from its famous tidal bores, the river is well known for its crawling reptiles—the crocodiles. For many
of the dwellers along the Batang Lupar, crocodiles are part and parcel of their life.
Those who are still animists actually believe that these reptiles are evil spirits, prowling on those with a dash of
bad luck at anyone time or another. The wary are always careful not to go near the river at any time of the day
should they have bad dreams the night before. Children are warned by their parents not to play along the river
banks without any elders around. Such is the superstition that mingled with the aura around the much-feared
reptiles.
2
This story revolves around an age-old history of head-hunting and riverine parochialism.
In the days of old, the Ibans mainly inhabited the Batang Lupar. In fact, it is still true till today, the area has
been regarded as the seat of Iban civilization. The Ibans have always been proud of their origins, which almost
always are related to the rivers they are from.
Even today, the Ibans still refer to one another using river references. The “Undup Ibans,” for instance, are
those from the Undup tributary of the Batang Lupar. The term “Rejang Ibans” refers to those from the Batang Rejang, the main river in the Sibu Division and the “Saribas Iban” are those originating from the Batang Saribas, also in the Sri Arnan Division.
Centuries ago, in their quest for farmland, territories, prowess and authority, the Ibans used to war against one
another. Expeditions to conquer lands from, and exterminate Ibans of another river or another tribe such as the Bidayuhs or Orang Ulus, dominated the history of the Iban race in those warring days.
This further explains the tradition of head-hunting; a tradition long associated with the Ibans. In their conquests, a show of victory would be the number of enemy heads collected, which served as trophies to be brought
home as a mark and proof of their prowess. They were kept in special rattan baskets and hung from the ceiling in
the gallery of the long-house.
Below them was the hearthstone where a fire was normally kept burning. The fire from the hearthstone served
a dual purpose—to dry the collection of heads above and to provide warmth especially in the early hours of the
morning.
During any lull in the farming season, headhunting was the main preoccupation of the men. A man had to
prove his manhood on the battlefield. No woman from a good family would accept a man as her spouse if he did
not have any heads to show when he came to ask for her hand.
This is the background to this story, created not out of mere imagination but rather from facts set against the
historical backdrop of the Iban race.
*
The men from Batang Skrang, one of the tributaries of the Batang Lupar, had decided to go on a punitive
expedition against the Kalimantan inhabitants, also referred to as the Bugaus.
The Bugaus inhabited the rivers of the Kalimantan, across the border. One generation earlier, it was claimed
that the Bugaus had defeated the Skrang people. The intended foray into enemy land was aimed at salvaging the
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lost pride and honor of the Skrang people.
Indeed this was common in the days of old, for each generation always held on to its ancestral history. If that
history was one that had been tainted by the shame of defeat, then the generation that followed had a responsibility of erasing the past, avenging the defeat of its ancestors and creating a new image for its people.
In one Skrang long-house there lived a man called Balang the Warrior.
He was the Tuai Rumah, the chief of the long-house. Balang was renowned in his days both as a warrior and a
leader of men, one who could even foretell the outcome of any punitive expedition to the land of his enemies. It
was a rare gift of the gods of his ancestors and one that he had been warned never to misuse.
Head-hunting was not a simple daily pastime. The planning and actual implementation of one had to be
blessed by the gods. Offerings had to be made to solicit such blessings. Any bad dreams and unfavorable omens,
normally through symbolic signs made by the appearances of certain birds and animals, would be regarded as
indications that the gods did not wish the expedition to be carried out.
One day, Balang called his men together to discuss the possibility of going for an expedition. It had been a
long time since their last head-hunting trip. All the men welcomed Balang’s proposal. As the leader of the longhouse of about fifty doors or families, Balang was responsible for all the necessary preparations for the offerings
to be made.
All the able-bodied men were told to get their swords and spears sharpened.. Those who felt they needed new
weapons were told to get them made. There were a couple of blacksmiths among Balang’s men who were reputed
to be the best in the area.
Containers or packs made out of the bark of trees were prepared. These containers would serve as storage for
their food and the coveted trophies of heads they expected to get.
Balang called for a final meeting to discuss last-minute preparations. The final offerings were made to the gods
of war to bless the proposed expedition. There was no hitch and, barring any bad dreams, they would go early the
next morning.
*
Their journey was far. They had to pass through unfriendly territories before they could reach the land of the
Bugaus. Although unfriendly, these people whose land through which they had to pass would not attack them
unless provoked. In any case, the Skrangs avoided open country and kept themselves to traveling through farmland of thick undergrowth rather than the more frequented path people used. They could not afford unnecessary
attention.
It took them about a week of walking before they reached the Klingkang range, a series of mountains that
divide present-day Sarawak and Indonesian Borneo. The thick undergrowth gave way to a thick and untouched
jungle.
Walking was very much easier now since there was practically no undergrowth. But it also meant they had to
be extra careful. Unsuspecting enemies could easily hear their movements. Balang arranged for a couple of scouts
to move ahead of the main party as a precaution against any possible ambushes.
Soon they reached a small stream. Balang decided it was a nice spot for a small camp.
They normally would spend a night to rest their tired feet but now they needed a much longer rest before their
final push to attack their enemy. It was time also to replenish their food supplies. They knew there was plenty of
fish in the stream. They built a few small huts for shelter. Along the perimeter of their resting-place, they planted
sharp bamboo spikes; something akin to a simple fortress. These huts would serve them nicely as a last stand post
on their way back especially if their enemies decided to follow them. It would not be a good idea to allow the
enemies to follow them to their own territory. A couple of days were what they needed to get all the necessary
preparations done and, at the same time, to allow themselves a really good rest.
Balang then ensured that everyone was battle-ready when they moved on early the next morning. As they
continued their journey, the sparse undergrowth soon gave way to thick secondary jungle as they came nearer to
signs of human dwellings.
It was time again for them to stop. Balang sent a couple of warriors ahead to scout the area. The main party
waited in a few hastily built lean-to shelters. Dinner was some left-over rice and fish from lunch. They did not
dare take the risk of starting a fire, which could be seen by the enemies. They would cook and have a good meal
early in the morning when everyone was still in deep slumber. A good meal before the battle would ensure they
had enough energy to fight an expected tough opposition.
*
The men Balang had sent to scout the area came back before midnight. Balang was told that there was a longhouse about three or four hours’ walk from their resting place. Balang advised his warriors to have a good rest;
they would leave very early in the morning. They should reach the long-house by mid-morning.
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Balang felt that it would the best time to attack because the Bugaus would not expect such a daring move.
Most of the Bugaus were in the long-house. But then they did not expect to contend with men such as Balang and
his warriors.
When Balang left the Skrang with his warriors, his long-house was left under the care of old men and the
womenfolk. It was felt safe for the long-house to be left without the protection of some seasoned warriors because
nobody would be daring enough to attack Balang’s long-house; unless of course they were not aware it was his
long-house. Balang’s prowess had spread far and wide. It was this confidence in the knowledge that his longhouse would be safe that had caused him to leave the long-house unguarded.
Now, the area below Simanggang was the domain of the Balau Ibans. They were not exactly in the best of
terms with the Skrang Ibans although they were not sworn enemies. Unfriendly visitations were very occasional
but it was this particular occasion that they decided to pay their Skrang brethren an unfriendly visit. They must
have found out that Balang and his warriors were not around and would not be around to give them a reception
party. They attacked Balang’s long-house with ease. There was completely no resistance. Balang’s long-house of
fifty odd doors was practically open for the slaughter.
As they left, the marauders burnt the long-house. Except for the old and the sick, who were purposely left
behind to tell the ghastly story, none was spared. They were either killed or taken captives by the Balaus. But even
those who were left alive chose not to live. Some of the survivors who were too ashamed to stay alive threw
themselves into the burning inferno. It was better to die than to face Balang’s wrath. For how could they explain
to him? Those who survived knew there was nothing they could do. They were sure that Balang would and could
not blame any of them for the massacre.
*
It was more than a week that Balang had been away with his men. Though weary, everyone was in the best of
spirit. Even the injured had the spirit to joke with their friends. Balang and his men were very successful in their
outing this time. They had completely overrun the Bugau long-house. Before their enemies could get the help of
the neighboring long-houses, they had already fled to the safety of the Klingkang Range. And once inside
Sarawak soil, they knew the Bugaus would not dare follow them. Not less than fifty heads were taken as trophies
and Balang’s share accounted for more than a fifth of the lot.
None of their men was killed although a few were seriously injured; some might not even last the journey back
to Skrang. The majority of them were fit enough to go on another foray against the Bugaus if they had to. The
thought of their loved ones welcoming them was foremost in their minds.
There would be a grand welcome awaiting them. For those who were married, their wives would receive them
with all the beatings of drums and gongs together with the offerings meant for the gods. For the bachelors, their
mothers would do the honor.
*
When they came near their bathing place, Balang could sense something amiss. It was far too quiet for his
liking. There were no children playing in the river, as they would normally do at that time of the day. It was the
custom to welcome a successful headhunting party with the pomp and splendor of the long-house traditional
offerings to the gods, so Balang had sent some men ahead of the main party to get the womenfolk prepared to
receive his men and their trophies. But there were no sounds of gongs and drums.
As they neared the long-house, Balang saw the two men running towards them. They shouted but Balang could
not really hear them clearly. But his earlier fears were confirmed. Something now was certainly wrong.
“Balang, Balang!” they shouted.
“Our house … our house … burnt!” They could hardly tell him.
“Stop. Take a rest first,” Balang advised them. “Then tell me what’s wrong.” He was also very eager to know
what was going on.
“Our house has been burnt to the ground. There’s only one or two left. Everyone and everything’s gone.”
All the men rushed to their long-house, hoping that they could see their loved ones although they knew too
well that they would not be able to. They could not have guessed that they would be welcomed by the silence of a
burnt long-house, and not the sweet songs and shouts they had been so used to after every successful outing to the
land of their enemies.
Suddenly, they felt the uselessness of the beheaded trophies they had been carrying. Those heads could not
bring their families back. There was nothing they could do. They were all hardened warriors but faced with such a
devastating catastrophe, they were ordinary human beings. They could do nothing else but cry.
*
Meanwhile, Balang was left standing there in silent anger. Every muscle in his body tingled with those feelings
he only felt in the midst of a battle against the enemy. He was not only angry with the people who had attacked
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and butchered helpless old men, women and children—it was an unwritten code of conduct among warriors in
those days that they went after the heads of warriors only. There would be no glory and chivalry in the taking of
the heads of helpless women and old men, unless of course it had to be done as a special directive from the gods.
Balang was, at the same time, angry with himself.
He had failed the trust of his people. He should have been able to foresee that such a dreadful thing could
happen. Had not the gods promised him that they would help him?
He felt that they had deserted him. As a warrior, it was the thought of revenge that surfaced each time he tried
to think of what had gone wrong. But immediate revenge was gradually pushed into the back of his mind.
He did not rush to his burnt long house; he knew only to well that there would be nobody there to welcome
him. He knew he had to lead his men to start a new life away from this wreckage. He also knew that it would not
be an easy task.
Finding wives for his men would not be difficult because Balang and his men were renowned warriors and no
single and unmarried women would refuse any proposal of marriage with any of them. It was the problem of
trying to forget the trauma of the massacre and the loss of dear ones.
But these problems were put aside for the time being; Balang had a more urgent matter to attend to.
*
Balang had to vent his anger somehow and somewhere. To track the butchers would be too late now. They
would have reached the safety of their home by now. An attack against a prepared enemy would be both foolhardy and ill timed.
Such retaliation could wait. He wanted an immediate and long lasting revenge. So he put down the heads he
was carrying and held his spear in his right hand.
It was said that none of his men could hold Balang’s spear properly with steady hands because it was too heavy
for the ordinary man. With every muscle in his great body rippling, he pointed his spear to the sky and shouted to
his gods.
Seeing that, Balang’s warriors rushed back to him. All of them had wanted to rush after the killers of their
wives and children. But when they saw Balang in such a foul mood, they dared not utter a word. They waited for
his orders on what to do next. He knew what was best for them. They watched in silence and awe as Balang held
aloft his spear. Balang shouted to the gods,
“Where are you, the gods of my father and grandfather?
“Where are you Keling and Laja who are the gods of all true warriors?
“You have all these times been helping me: Why forsake me now?
“Why have you allowed helpless people to die?”
Keling and Laja were the supernatural warrior gods or deities of the Ibans who lived at their abode in Panggau
Libau, between the earth and the heavens. From there, they came down to the earth to bestow supernatural powers
on men who sought their help with offerings. They had been the supernatural forces behind Balang’s prowess and
successes. Balang went on ranting angrily at everything and anything.
“If you still want to help, then help me now,” he called out.
“I pray to you to help me aim and throw this great spear of mine at my enemies.
“Let this spear find those who had killed my people.
“Let it leave my hands and let me go headhunting no more until they have been avenged.
“Let this spear sail through—if it flies and lands on dry soil, turn it into the snake of all snakes to devour all
who had massacred my people.
“If it lands in the water, let it turn into the king of crocodiles to devour not only those responsible but their
descendants too.”
*
As he finished his cries, Balang threw his spear with all his might into the sky. His throw would be the pride of
any modern-day Olympian for it sailed far into the air until he could no longer follow it with his eyes.
It landed in the Batang Lupar just below the little village of Sirnanggang.
It was said that a steady roar of thunder and flashes of lightning followed as the spear sped into the sky. As it
landed, the weather turned foul. It rained heavily for days and days. The Batang Lupar was flooded. As soon as it
landed, Balang’s great spear turned itself immediate-ly into a huge white crocodile. His prayers to the gods had
been answered for the monstrous reptile started to terrorize the lower stretch of the Batang Lupar.
People have often sighted the monstrous crocodile and each time it is sighted, it inevitably means one less to
the human population of the area. Strange but true, no death by a huge crocodile has been recorded from the
stretch of the Batang Lupar above Sirnanggang. Each time a man was dragged by the suspected monstrous reptile,
it had been along the stretch below the town.
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Even to this day, the big white crocodile has been frequently sighted. Efforts to trap and catch the big white
monster have been futile. Local medicine men who claimed they could lure crocodiles with their magic spells
were called in to exorcise Bujang Senang. They had succeeded in capturing many smaller crocodiles but not the
big monster.
Teams from the Armed Forces and the Police were deployed a number of times to capture the reptile with the
latest tracking gadgets but they too failed. Modern technology has not been able as yet to completely wipe out the
belief in superstitions. It seems likely that Bujang Senang is very much on the loose and is going to be around for
a long time.
Balang’s curse is still very much alive.
3
Doctors and nurses were unheard of and there were no flying doctor services in those days. The village
medicine man or the Manang, as he was locally known, took care of whatever was needed to cure the sick. The
Manang was the healer of the sick in spirit and the restorer of souls; one who was able to go into a trance to free
his own soul so that he could search for and fight evil powers possessing the sick in body and mind.
Going into a trance was the trademark of a highly capable and respected Manang. It was his way of seeking
out and bringing back a soul that had left the body and started the journey to the land of the dead. During long and
severe illnesses and returns from any traumatic journeys, the human soul would be loosely connected to its human
body.
According to the Manang, the soul was connected to its human body by means of some unseen cord. Unless he
intervened, this cord could be broken. If he failed in his bid to go into a trance and search for the soul, the Manang
would not be able to save the man from his death.
After he had come out from the trance, the Manang would then start with his rituals of chanting for days and
nights until the sick person’s lost soul had been recovered.
But the Manang was a rare breed indeed. Not every long-house had one at its disposal. Even the one available
within a certain area might not be as capable as people wanted him to be. So a genuine and an effective Manang
was a highly respected member of the community.
*
Such was the time that Lamun was born in.
He grew up an ordinary boy. But from a young age, he had already shown signs of a caring heart and a love for
the sick.
In those days, marriage normally took place at a fairly young age. Lamun grew into a reasonably handsome
young man but he showed little interest in the fairer sex. His parents were worried for him but they understood his
feelings and did not press for him to start a family.
Lamun had already decided to become the long-house medicine man. He had made known this desire to his
parents, and they had respected his wish.
To be a Manang meant he could not get married because he would have to regard everyone as a member of his
family. Most of the time, he would be on the move to cure the sick so he would not have the time for his wife and
his children. As such, he felt it unfair to settle himself down to the life of a family man.
On the other hand, Lamun felt uselessly inadequate in his chosen role because he could not completely cure
the sick from their suffering. He was not yet equipped with the powers of a full-fledged medicine man. The people of his long-house also felt this inadequacy. There was no medicine man in the vicinity of the few long-houses
in his area; the only one available was a few days’ walk from their long-house.
Today, it would have meant taking up Medicine at a local university to obtain a Medical Degree. For Lamun, it
could only mean embarking on a journey of solitude to some place to seek the gods of the medicine men. There,
he would pray for their help and for them to give him charms and talismans that he could use to perform the numerous rites as a medicine man.
This he decided to do.
*
One day, he asked his mother to prepare all the necessary things required for such a purpose. So, armed with
various offerings to the gods, he left his family in a small boat and paddled down river. He stopped when he
reached a deep stretch of the river and tied his boat to the river bank. This part of the river was very deep and the
domain of crocodiles.
These reptiles were very often seen, and animals such as dogs from the long-house had been frequently caught.
Every once in a while, an unfortunate man who had had a bad dream would become a victim to these vicious
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reptiles. The long-house people were always extra careful when they paddled through this stretch of the river in
their small boats.
He walked a few meters away from the river and, using the trunks of some small trees, constructed a simple
platform. Then he began his rituals of offering to the gods. He called and chanted for their help so that they would
give him everything he required for curing and helping the sick.
He had been chanting intensely for a good three hours when he suddenly fell into a trance and into unconsciousness. He felt as if some unseen hand had knocked him down.
He found himself in a different world and knew that he was in some strange surroundings. He could not remember walking to this place but it was certainly not within the vicinity of his long-house.
He thought he saw a long-house not far away. He walked towards the long-house but saw no signs of it being
occupied by people. He was about to go up the wooden ladder leading to the entrance when he felt someone pulling him back by the shoulder. He looked back and saw a kind looking old man.
“I won’t go up there if I were you, young man,” he said. “The people of the long-house will not take kindly to
any stranger at this moment. A human heart is most wanted at this point in time as they have just completed their
training in the art of self-defence. They need to have a human heart as an offering to the gods. Otherwise, their
training would not be complete.” The old man continued,
“I know because I’ve just returned from the long-house.”
*
Lamun needed no second warning and walked away from the long-house as fast as he could, following the old
man. They started to slow down only when they were already a safe distance away. As they walked, they talked.
The old man told Lamun that he was Manang Gelayan, a very well established medicine man who had just got
back from the long-house of the Dragon King. One of his sons had just returned from a long journey to the
heavens. His chanting of the rituals was required so that the soul of the young man would not be left behind, and
would come back with him to their world beneath the waters.
The long-house to which he had been was a few days’ walk and he had been away for about a week. He had
stopped at the long-house that Lamun had wanted to go up to pay his respect to the Tuai Rumah. He had been a
familiar figure to the people of this long-house.
“What long-house was that just now?” asked Lamun.
“This is the Land of the Deep, where the shallowest part of the river takes months to dive. The long-house just
now is the domain of the Crocodile King with the stubby tail. No stranger had ever come out from that place
alive.”
Lamun was really scared out of his wits.
“I’m very grateful that you stopped me just in time,” he said.
Manang Gelayan then explained why he could not see anyone in the long-house. The people were in the midst
of an important ritual ceremony. The young men of the long-house had just completed their month-long lessons in
the art of self-defence. They had to perform some rituals that could only be completed by the offering of some
human hearts to their gods.
No one from outside their long-house could witness these rituals. He had been to the long-house several times
before but each time he went, he put on his talisman so that he would not be seen as a human being. He would be
seen just like one of them, a crocodile!
They had so much to tell each other that before long they came to Manang Gelayan’s solitary house. The house
was really a very simple shack, quite bare of worldly possessions.
It was now Lamun’s turn to tell the old man about himself and his reasons for being where he was. Manang
Gelayan was visibly pleased when Lamun said that he was also a Manang who was trying to gain more knowledge so that he could cure people more effectively.
Maybe this young man could take over from me, he thought to himself. Aloud he said,
“As you can see, I’m all alone. Before I became a Manang I was married and had several children. But my
children and grandchildren have all gone from our world. I am not touchable by the power of death as long as I
have the talisman of the wax gourd and the moss stones on my body.”
He was certainly very old now that Lamun had a real close and good look at him. But he was still very strong
for his age. By counting the number of farming seasons he had undergone, he figured he would be around a hundred years old. No wonder his children and grandchildren had all gone before him. He was very widely traveled
and could move from the real world to the world of the spirits with ease. That explained the simplicity of his
dwelling. He stayed at the place only occasionally.
Leaving the two medicine men for a while, we now, go back to Lamun’s long-house.
*
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His parents and brothers were saddened when he did not return. Their search led them to his boat, which was
still tied to the river bank, but there was no sign of him. They found his offerings still on the platform but could
not understand his disappearance.
All of them thought that he had been eaten up by the crocodiles—that seemed the most common way people
those days died other than through illnesses. Crocodiles infested most of the big rivers.
After waiting, in vain, for a month for his return, the long-house chief decided to carry out the last rites for the
dead. All of Lamun’s personal effects were buried in the long-house burial ground. They mourned for three
months. His brothers felt his absence too much to take so they decided to leave the long-house.
His parents were too old to follow them and so decided to stay put. But the loss of their eldest son left them
completely devastated. To make matters worse, their other sons had also left them. They fell sick and refused to
eat food. Refusing to be consoled by their relatives, they soon died. There was nothing for them to live for.
*
Lamun had stayed with Manang Gelayan for three years now. He had learned the rites and chants that went
with the various healing ceremonies. Every day, he spent hours memorising them. Whenever and wherever Manang Gelayan went, Lamun tagged along. He improved in his trade and impressed the old Manang so much that
Lamun was asked if he would like to be a full-fledged medicine man.
“There is nothing I like more,” he said. “It is my one dream and desire. That’s why I left my long-house. I want
to learn everything there is to know as a Manang.”
Manang Gelayan was very pleased by the reply. At last, he had found someone he could pass on his expertise,
someone to carry on and to whom he could hand over all his curing powers. He knew that the young man would
be a worthy replacement and someone he could even trust with his most precious talisman, that of longevity.
“My grandson,” said the old Manang, “you will replace me. It’s time that I took my long rest. Come with me;
let’s go to the cave at the foot of that mountain over there. We’ll perform the special ritual ceremony to make you
a complete medicine man, a full-fledged Manang.”
So the two men prepared all the necessary things required for the purpose and left their dwelling. When they
reached the cave, they started the rituals.
They chanted for hours, calling for the gods of the medicine men. After they were done with the chanting, they
spun round and round until Lamun felt very giddy. The old man then hit him with a bunch of young flowers of the
areca palm he had brought along. Lamun fell down, not so much because of the knock on his head but more due
to the giddiness he had fallen into. Manang Gelayan covered him with a blanket woven from the bark of a tree.
When Lamun came to about half an hour later, the old man told him that he was now a full-fledged Manang.
What was left for him to do was to look for a tutelary spirit to be his guide in his worldly quest of caring for and
curing the sick.
After handing over to Lamun all his possessions, the old man died almost immediately and his body turned
into a rock that still exists to this day. After paying his last respect to his dead mentor, Lamun departed from the
cave.
*
Left alone in the solitary hut that he used to share with the old Manang, Lamun felt utterly lonely. For the first
time in quite a while, he suddenly longed to go back to his long-house.
But he could not find his way. He tried to remember everything he had learnt from the late Manang. Then it
dawned upon him that he was supposed to have a guiding spirit to help him. He chanted for his spirit to come to
his aid.
And it did in the form of a bamboo bat.
It slowly flew away from him and Lamun was strangely drawn to follow it. The bat eventually led him to the
place where he had started his quest to seek the help of the gods several years ago. As he sat down, still in
bewilderment, he saw a couple paddling a boat from down river. He recognized them to be from his long-house.
He called for them to stop and pick him up.
At first, they refused because they thought he was some ghost. Then they too recognized him as their beloved
Manang in person. They stopped and brought him back to the long-house with them.
Everyone in the long-house was speechless at the sight of him. They just could not believe their eyes. Certainly
this was not the Lamun they had thought had gone for good and for whom they had performed the last rites.
However, they soon recovered and rushed to hug him. The long-house chief, who happened to be his uncle, told
him the sad story of his family after everyone had calmed down.
Although he was happy to be back, Lamun felt a deep emptiness in him. His parents and his brothers were
gone and their room was an empty part of the long-house. The long-house chief invited him to stay with his
family but Lamun declined the invitation. However, there was nobody to do the cooking for him so he had to
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accept the chief’s offer of taking meals with him and the family. Since he would be on the move all the time, he
was advised by the kind uncle not to worry about farming. He had enough workers to do all the farm work for all
of them.
So Manang Lamun started his work as a full- fledged medicine man. He had only to worry about helping and
curing the sick, both near and far.
*
The news soon spread far and wide that Manang Lamun had become a full-fledged Manang. He was, by far,
the most effective healer ever known in that area. His prowess drew many to him and if they were too sick, he
would be called to see them. Barely a day passed by without him visiting a patient or having a patient brought to
see him.
One day, a stranger came to the long-house; someone they knew had come from some strange place far away.
He asked Manang Lamun to come with him. Lamun could not refuse such a request unless he was occupied with
some very urgent healing rituals.
“I am sent by my king to seek your help,” explained the man in a pleading tone. “His daughter has been sick
for a very long time and is suffering from some great pains in the throat. She has been getting treatment from
other medicine men but it has not been effective thus far. Our king has promised that whoever succeeds in curing
his daughter from her sickness would become his son-in-law.”
The long-house chief advised him not to go but Manang Lamun told him that it would be wrong and unethical
for him to refuse to help.
*
After lunch, he left with the stranger who led him to the river. Instead of going on a boat, the stranger told him
to jump into the water but first he advised Manang Lamun to put on a shirt he had brought along especially for
him to wear. He put on the shirt without any question and suddenly saw himself turn into a crocodile.
He then jumped into the water following the stranger whom he now knew to be a crocodile. Soon, he felt he
was in a new and strange place. His companion advised him not to take off the shirt he had been given to wear.
They continued with their journey and, before dusk, they reached a long-house which seemed vaguely familiar.
He did not ask the stranger but he knew that he had passed this place before. He remembered what the late
Manang Gelayan had told him.
He rubbed himself with some ointment he took out from his traveling pack. This pack was woven from the
bark of a tree and contained all his possessions which had been handed over to him by Manang Gelayan. The
ointment that he had rubbed himself with would prevent him from being seen as a human being by the crocodile
people. Only the Crocodile King and his family knew him to be a human being.
He went up the long-house and was led to see the long-house chief. He was asked to sit down and even as he
sat down he could hear the groans of pain from the room. It must be the crocodile princess. She really must be in
great pain, he thought.
After dinner, the crocodile king ordered all his people to gather around and watch Manang Larnun carry out his
healing rituals. They had covered the king’s daughter with a blanket and only her groans could be heard.
Manang Lamun took out all his sacred stones and talismans from his bag. He removed the blanket and immediately saw what had caused the young crocodile princess so much pain. It was a huge fishing hook, the type
people used to catch crocodiles.
He was not the least surprised because he had guessed that the girl could only be suffering from having swallowed a baited hook. It was stuck right in her lower jaw. The crocodiles could not see it. To them, it was merely a
terrible sickness that their princess was suffering from.
Manang Lamun rubbed some ointment on to the body of the princess and then on her jaws. Her groans seemed
to ease a little. The girl was asked to open her mouth wide so that he could reach in and remove the hook. As soon
as her jaws were apart, Manang Lamun carefully pulled the hook out and threw it out a window.
None of the crocodiles was the wiser. In any case, they could not see the hook.
The princess let out a cry only once but after a short while, she felt all the pain that had tormented her
vanished. She could manage to sit down by herself now and then suddenly asked for food from her mother.
Immediately after that, the chanting began and it went on through the night. Manang Lamun called back her
soul that had almost gone astray from her body as a result of her long sickness. The whole crocodile community
gathered around Manang Lamun the whole night as he went through the healing rituals. By morning, the girl was
well on the road to recovery. She could now walk around and perform her daily activities, as if nothing had happened to her.
The Crocodile King was very pleased to see his daughter well again. He remembered his promise and both he
and his wife wanted Manang Lamun to stay and marry their daughter.
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“I’m honored, your highness,” Manang Lamun said. “But I cannot accept your wishes. It is not that I don’t like
your daughter. I regard everyone as my child and that is why a Manang cannot get married.”
“What can we offer you, then?” the Crocodile King asked. “How could we ever repay you?”
“I don’t ask for anything,” explained Manang Lamun. “As long as the sick is cured, that’s reward enough for
me. A Manang doesn’t get paid for curing the sick.”
The Crocodile King was humbled by the Manang’s words. Such kindness, he had never seen before. Then,
without any hesitation, he took out a miniature jar, the size of a small thumb, from inside a large old wooden box.
It had magical powers and had been the family heirloom for generations. With trembling hands, he handed it to
Manang Lamun.
“Here’s our family treasure for you. Keep it and take good care of it. I know these are troubled times in your
world. This jar can be your protection from attacks by your enemies.” He continued,
“If there are people out to harm you and attack you, just wash this jar. Your enemies will suffer a terrible death.
You do not need to fight with your spears and swords.”
The Crocodile King further explained that if Manang Lamun’s people were to bring the jar along with them in
any head-hunting expedition, no enemies could withstand their attack. However, he warned that they could not go
for any head-hunting twice in a year. If they had to go, just wash the jar with water and let the warriors wipe
themselves with the water before they set out. It would suffice.
The king’s eyes rolled as he looked lovingly at the family heirloom he had to part with but he had no choice.
He owed the Manang his daughter’s life. At the same time, he was also happy that it was going to be the possession of a very deserving and worthy man. As Manang Lamun took his leave from their world, the king and his
family bade farewell to the Manang, and reminded him with these words,
“Go back in peace to your people. Remember this promise from me. My people will not attack and harm you
and your descendants. If you happen to go through our domain, just mention your name. Advise your people to
say that they are the descendants of Manang Lamun and no harm will come to them.”
So Manang Lamun went back to his long-house and continued his work of comforting and curing the sick. He
lived to an old age by courtesy of the talisman passed to him by the late Manang Gelayan. Unfortunately, in one
of his trips to search for a lost soul, the talisman dropped off from his body and could not be traced. Not long after
that, he passed away. However, he was a very much-respected Manang and well remembered even to this day.
*
The Tuai Rumah with whom Manang Lamun stayed kept the jar that was presented by the Crocodile King. It
became his family heirloom since Manang Lamun did not have a family of his own. Stories have it that the
magical miniature jar was passed on to his son and then on to the following generations.
It had seen several strange happenings. In 1902, the Brooke\fn{ After James Brooke (1803-1868) Rajah of Sarawak (from
1841)} soldiers went up the Delok River in a punitive expedition. The Rajah’s men did not complete the expedition. Many of the soldiers fell ill and they had to turn back.
On another occasion, men from the Batang Ai attacked the fort at Lubok Antu during the Japanese Occupation
in 1942. A descendant of the Tuai Rumah who kept Manang Lamun’s miniature jar was among the men who led
the attack.
The fort was overrun. Pride and overconfidence went to their heads. The leaders now thought that they were
invincible. They immediately planned another attack. They decided to attack the fort at Engkilili, a very much
smaller fort than the one at Lubok Antu.
They had forgotten that they were not supposed to go to war that soon. They failed in their second expedition
and many men died during the attack.
The Crocodile King with the stubby tail had kept his words. He was also true to his promise of not attacking
any of Manang Lamun’s descendants as they moved freely along the river in their boats and passed through his
domain. However, stray dogs and any other animals that fell into the river had never come out alive.
3
Leopards were not very common to the Borneo jungle, especially nowadays. Even in the days of old when
wild animals of all kinds were still plentiful, the leopards were only seen by the chosen few. It was, therefore, a
great honor indeed for the mortal man to come face to face with the animal.
If and when he did, the leopard would normally show itself in the human form. Also, the leopard would not
show itself unless with the intention of devouring the unlucky man or to help the fortunate being. The former
would not live to tell his encounter with the ferocious animal but the latter would be renowned as a warrior and
leader of men.
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Such a man would be brave and strong. He would embody all the qualities manifested in the leopard because
such an encounter would inevitably end in the elusive animal giving supernatural powers to the lucky man.
Any meeting with the animal would never be by chance. A man seeking the leopard’s help needed to go for a
solitary retreat to some place seldom set foot on by man. He would bring with him all the offerings necessary to
please the animal.
*
When the Bugaus overran the Undup valley for a second time, Sanggau was just a young boy. The sheer
number of Bugau warriors overwhelmed the Undup. Most of the Ibans who inhabited the Undup escaped to other
areas such as Dau and Banting before they regrouped to drive back the Bugaus to their homeland in Kalimantan.
The series of counter attacks were swift and left the Bugau intruders no time at all to settle down.
Sanggau was too young to join in the fighting but he knew the hardship of having to be on the move all the
time to avoid being caught by the enemies. Although he was too young to join in the frequent expeditions to the
land of their enemies, the exploits of his elders helped to fire up his imaginations.
One day it would be his turn to be in the limelight and become famous. He vouched to avenge the death of
many of his relatives when he grew older.
*
One night, he had an unusual dream. A very beautiful young woman appeared and advised him to go up Mount
Melapi, one of the mountain peaks along the Klingkang range that divides Sarawak and Indonesian Borneo. It was
famous as the place used to seek the help of the gods. If a couple was not blessed with a child, going there with
gifts and offerings to the gods would invariably end in the couple having their greatest wish fulfilled. Warriors
went up the mountain to ask for charms and amulets to be used to gain invulnerability in the battlefield.
However, not everyone could reach the peak. Those who tried but were not destined to succeed would fail because they either could never find their way up or were obstructed by such adversities that they just had to give
up. As Sanggau and his cousin were soon to find out, there would, indeed, be many obstacles along the way.
“Go up to the top of Mount Melapi,” said the beautiful maiden in his dream. “Bring along your cousin, Lensi,
with you.”
Lensi was Sanggau’s cousin who lived in another long-house nearby. They were of the same age and, although
living in different long-houses, they normally went about doing things together. When he woke up the next morning, Sanggau thought of going to tell Lensi but the daily chores he had to do soon made him forget. He had the
same dream a few nights later.
“You must go up Mount Melapi,” said the woman. “If you don’t, misfortune may befall you.”
The urgency of the dream made it impossible for Sanggau to sleep again. He woke up his mother and informed
his parents about the dream.
His mother agreed to prepare all the things he needed to bring up the mountain. These included all the offerings he had to make.
He decided to go early that morning to inform his cousin, Lensi. If Lensi could prepare his offerings that day,
they would go up the next morning. When he arrived at his cousin’s long-house, Lensi was waiting for him.
“I know why you are here, cousin,” Lensi told him. “I had a dream last night and I have asked my mother to
make the necessary preparations to take along. We can go tomorrow if it’s all right with you.”
“That would be fine,” Sanggau answered. “Let’s not tell anyone else about this,” he cautioned the cousin. “We
don’t want other people to follow us. I’m sure the woman in our dream won’t like it either.”
After lunch, he went back to his long-house and prepared himself for the long and difficult journey up the
mountain.
As far as he knew, not many people had succeeded in reaching the top of Mount Melapi. None of the elders in
his long-house had ever been there and none knew of the way up there either. Sanggau knew that he and Lensi
were very much on their own and had to find their own way up the infamous peak.
Even before dawn the next morning, he was already up. He put all the offerings in his pack together with the
family wooden drum and a red-brown feathered chicken. After a hearty breakfast, he left the long-house to meet
Lensi at a bamboo bridge nearby that spanned the Undup River not far from their long-houses.
Such bamboo bridges acted as the only means by which communication could take place between the various
long-houses situated in the vicinity. These bamboo bridges also connected the long-houses to their farmland
which were mostly on the other side of the Undup River.
It was not just by coincidence that all the long-houses in the Undup River valley were constructed along its
right bank as you go down river. Lying between the river valley and the mountain ranges is one of the most fertile
lands in the country.
Every family was allotted an average of four or five acres of farmland each year. The long-house would farm
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an allotted stretch in order to make it easier to guard against wild animals and enemies. A plot of farmland would
be left fallow for at least ten years or more before they were economically viable to be farmed again. By that time,
all the trees would have grown to maturity. It was a natural way to get the land replenished of its fertility.
At the same time, the river was a natural defence barrier against any marauding head-hunting parties from the
other side of the Klingkang range.
*
Lensi was already waiting for him. Without further delay, they went on their way. They had to pass through
their farmland of the previous year. It was already covered with dense undergrowth that made walking difficult. In
a couple of years, this dense undergrowth would give way to bigger trees as the farmland was left fallow.
As they trekked their way through the mass of thick undergrowth, they had to be on the alert too. It was common for small bands of Bugau head-hunters from the other side of the Klingkang range to infiltrate to their side of
the border. The further up they went, the less undergrowth they had to plough through.
But the climbing became steeper and steeper. They slogged on and on the whole morning and around noon
they reached the foot of Mount Melapi.
They had to have a much-needed rest before deciding what to do next.
It was certain that they could not start climbing then, so they decided to build a shelter for the night. They cut
down small trees to construct a simple lean-to hut.
They could not attract too much attention, as they were scared of wild animals that might attack them. At the
same time, there was always the fear of the unseen enemies from the other side of the border to contend with.
However, their fears were unfounded as they were left undisturbed to enjoy the rest of the afternoon in relative
peace. They only moved around to look for fish that were aplenty in the many small mountain streams there.
It had been a very tiring day. They slept early as they had to get up early the next morning. The ascent of
Mount Melapi would be easier done in the cool early hours of the morning.
*
Sanggau had another dream that night. The beautiful woman in the dream told him,
“Tomorrow morning, start your climbing early. But your cousin, Lensi will not be able to reach the top. Only
you alone can make the climb.”
The cousins woke up early. Sanggau told Lensi about his dream, leaving out the bit on his not being able to
make it to the top. He did not want to disappoint Lensi too soon. Then they set out to look for a path up Mount
Melapi.
But there was none. They spent the best part of the cool morning walking along the foot of the mountain.
There were sheer rock walls everywhere they went. They considered constructing a ladder from tree trunks but the
walls were too high even for the highest ladder they could possibly make from the trees available.
Finally, Sanggau saw a small creeper the size of his thumb. He pulled it to test if it could take his weight. It
seemed strong enough so up he went. It did not take him long to reach the top.
But Lensi could not climb up because he was scared of heights. He called for Sanggau to go on his own while
he waited at the bottom of the cliffs. He later went back to their hut because he knew that it would take some time
for Sanggau to complete his mission.
*
The scenery from the top of Mount Melapi was breathtaking. Sanggau reveled at the beauty of the Undup valley, stretching as far as his eyes could see into the horizon. The top of the mountain was a flat area of a few acres.
It was cool up there and he saw only shrubs and no big trees. He found a nice place for his offerings. The chicken
that he had brought was slaughtered and its blood was drained on to the offerings. Then when everything was
ready, he started beating the elongated wooden drum he had brought from home.
With all his might, he continuously struck the drum, stopping only to smoke his tobacco and chew his betel
nuts.
Day and night he went on. He attracted all kinds of insects and animals. Each of these animals tried to harm
him but Sanggau paid no attention to them and showed no signs of fear. Strangely, these creatures helped him
along in his mission, leaving behind amulets and charms for his use.
*
After seven days and nights of beating the drum, he heard someone calling his name. He looked up and saw a
house a few meters away. Through the window, he saw a beautiful woman looking out.
“Sanggau, stop beating your drum and come up to the house.” This must be the woman who had been
appearing in his dreams, he told himself.
“How do I go up?” Sanggau asked almost in exhaustion. He had had nothing to eat for seven days.
“I can’t see any ladder up.”
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“I’ll throw down the ladder for you to climb up,” she said as she threw down a line and asked Sanggau to grab
it. Then she pulled him up to the house.
“Welcome to our house, Sanggau. Sit down there at the gallery. My husband will be coming back any time
now. He is a fierce man. But don’t move from your seat and don’t be scared. No harm will come to you.” Then the
woman went into the room to prepare a sumptuous lunch for him.
As Sanggau sat in front of the hearthstone, he noticed a huge collection of dried skulls dangling from the
ceiling, in their rattan-woven containers.
“This must be a brave warrior,” thought Sanggau to himself. Even as he was wondering, he suddenly heard a
very loud roar. The house seemed to shake as someone walked up the ladder.
“I smell human flesh,” a voice said.
The man was huge. Although in a human form, Sanggau noticed that the man had very long and strong limbs,
not unlike those of a leopard. The man scowled and his face darkened when he saw the visitor in the house. Sanggau felt very apprehensive but showed no signs of fear. Only after a while did the imposing figure acknowledge
Sanggau’s presence.
“Oh, it’s you, Sanggau. Have you waited long?” he asked as he offered tobacco leaves and betel nuts to Sanggau. Noticing that Sanggau showed no signs of being scared, he knew then that Sanggau was no ordinary Iban.
“It’s me. I have just arrived,” Sanggau answered politely.
Soon, the woman was calling for them to have their lunch. Sanggau got up and followed his host to the room.
“Come Sanggau. Have your food. I know you are very hungry.
“When you have finished afterwards, don’t wash your hands on the floor. Wash your hands on the mat,” the
woman advised him.
The food was plenty but everything seemed to be prepared for a feline family. Sanggau pretended to enjoy his
food out of respect for his hosts. When he had finished his food, he lifted the mat before washing his hands. Even
though the woman reminded him not to, Sanggau just could not wash his hands on the mat. To him, it was just not
good manners to do so. Finally, the woman relented because she realized that Sanggau could not be persuaded to
do otherwise.
“Oh Sanggau, you have insisted on looking down our floor. See those clumps of rattan below? That would be
the amount of rattan you would need to hold the number of enemy heads you would get,” said the woman. Then
she invited Sanggau to go outside the gallery of the house.
“Look, Sanggau. See that areca palm tree? The number of heads you would get will be the same as the number
of nuts in those bunches on that tree.” Only then did the woman introduce themselves to him.
“I am the youngest Leopard Princess. My husband is the Leopard King, and the greatest warrior among our
kind in this region. You will be brave like him.” She advised Sanggau further,
“If you go for any head-hunting expedition, call for us with offerings and we will assist you. You will lead your
people to war and your cousin, Lensi will be your right hand man. To succeed, you must take him along whenever
and wherever you go. But you and your descendants must never kill leopards. If you do, this promise will be
broken.”
Then she told Sanggau that it was time for him to leave. As she lowered him down to the ground, she reminded
him that he would be a great leader of men and a respected warrior. His cousin, Lensi would be his able assistant
at all times.
*
Immediately after packing everything he had brought from home, Sanggau quickly started the climb down the
creeper and was warmly welcomed by Lensi who had been patiently waiting for him. It was already late afternoon
and they decided to return home.
The journey back was much easier. It took them less than half the time they had taken to find their way up.
They had been away for eight days and their parents were getting worried for their safety. Along the way, Sanggau explained everything to Lensi and told him that he would be his second in command whenever they went on
any headhunting expedition.
Sanggau shared with Lensi all the amulets and charms he had been given by the various animals, attracted by
his beating of the drum, at the top of Mount Melapi.
He had a charm given by a frog which could help him cause rain, a very useful possession indeed if pursued by
the enemies.
He had a dwarf stone, which could make him invisible to the pursuing enemies.
He was also given the thunder stone to help crush the enemies.
Then there was the bamboo stone which could help him move fast in case of being pursued.
*
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Together, Sanggau and Lensi managed to lead the Undup Ibans to fend off attacks from the Bugaus. Although
never on a big scale, the daring Bugau warriors, who mounted numerous small raiding parties, more often than
not never returned home to tell their tales. The stories about the two cousins have become legends to the Undup
people.
Of the many exploits the cousins undertook, one seemed to stand out more than the others. It was a reflection
of the carefree spirit, the bravado and the chivalry of those bygone headhunting days.
*
One night, Sanggau was directed in his dream to get the head of the beautiful daughter of a Bugau chieftain. In
any headhunting expeditions, it was considered not chivalrous to bring back the heads of women, old people and
children. But this was different. It must be done when the young maiden was pounding rice in the open gallery of
the long-house at around noon. No one else should be touched and harmed. Lensi also had a similar dream so he
was already waiting when Sanggau came over to see him.
Apart from their parents, no one else knew of their intentions. To the others, they looked like they were going
about their daily farm chores. They walked the whole morning towards the border and, at about noon, they
reached the Klingkang range dividing Indonesian Borneo and Sarawak.
A simple lunch and a mouthful of betel nuts were all they had before they proceeded further into hostile
territory. They moved fast but the long-house they were heading to was situated far into the Indonesian side and
well into the heartland of Bugau country. It was on the third day that they managed to reach their destination.
The long-house was very long—about eighty doors. It was well fortified against any possible attacks. All
around the perimeter were bamboo stakes sharpened to spear any daring enemies who might wish to try their
vaulting skills in getting to the long-house. Entry to the long-house was through the two strongly constructed
gates at both ends of the building. At night, guards on shifts guarded these gates. Only true warriors would dare
attack such a strongly defended fortress of a long-house.
It was well past midmorning when the two men approached the long-house. Sanggau went first and called out.
A man responded and came out of the long-house; went down and opened the gates. After closing the gates
behind them, the Bugau invited Sanggau and Lensi to go up to their long-house.
As the gates closed, the two cousins knew they would find it difficult to get out alive. If they ever did, it
certainly would not be through these gates. But they were not at all scared. They were full of confidence as they
walked up the ladder leading to the doorway.
As they stepped into the long-house gallery, they saw that it was filled with people. The long-house was
practically at its full strength. Those who had gone out to their farms in the morning had come back for lunch.
The Bugaus seemed to be friendly although there was clearly some signs of apprehension written on their
faces. They had never seen these two young men before. If they were enemies, they would not be that daring to
come at such a time, they thought. So they regarded these two men as ordinary visitors coming peacefully to their
long-house. Sanggau and Lensi were invited by everyone to sit down as they walked along the gallery towards the
middle of the long-house. They politely turned down their invitations as they sought the Tuai Rumah.
“His door is in the middle,” they were told. “See that beautiful maiden pounding the rice there? That’s his
daughter.”
Soon they were in the chief’s gallery. The long-house chief was sitting in front of his hearthstone. As the two
men approached, he invited them to sit down.
“Sit down young men. I’ll go and get us some tobacco and betel nuts,” he said and went to his room. Offering
visitors tobacco to smoke and betel nuts to chew was the custom of the long-house and a sign of welcome and
hospitality.
The two cousins, in an effort to hide their dark intention, pretended to hang their parangs, or swords on a
gallery support made from belian wood. It was considered rude to carry the sword around the waist during a
conversation. At the same time, they were watching the chief’s daughter who was still pounding rice and
oblivious to the intentions of Sanggau and his cousin.
She smiled apprehensively at them, hoping that at least one of them would give an encouraging smile in return.
Both were very handsome young men. When she saw none, she went back to her work. That was enough for
Sanggau to take out his sword from its sheath and, with one quick deft stroke, cut off the poor maiden’s head.
Taking the head in his left hand, he shouted his war cries and rushed out of the house. Lensi followed suit.
Having been reminded not to touch anyone else, the two ran out through the verandah and jumped to the
ground.
For a full five minutes, the Bugaus were left rooted to the ground in complete disbelief. They were stunned by
such a daring act.
Sanggau and Lensi did not escape through the main gates but climbed up the stockade in front of the chief157

tain’s part of the long-house. They knew the Bugaus would be rushing out from the main entrance and would try
to cut off their escape from where they had come earlier. So they climbed up an areca palm and waited for the
commotion to die down.
When the truth finally dawned on the Bugaus, they frantically looked for their swords and spears. Their war
gong was sounded to warn the nearby long-houses of the disaster that had befallen them. The beating of the gong
was also a signal for those long-houses to come to their aid. It was complete chaos as all the men rushed out in
pursuit of the two men. The women and children were herded together for fear of a big attack.
They looked everywhere but could not find Sanggau and Lensi. They searched along the paths leading to the
long-house and posted men to cut off any possible route of escape. Sanggau and Lensi finally came down and
mingled with the Bugaus who were marching back and forth. They calmly walked away and when they came to
the last group of Bugaus along the path leading away from the long-house, Sanggau drew their attention by shouting at them and started running again.
“Come and get us,” the two taunted the Bugaus.
The Bugaus were bewildered as to how they could miss them in broad daylight. However, they regrouped and
gave chase. Sanggau and Lensi ran to the farmland they cultivated a year ago, now practically overgrown with tall
dry grass.
When the Bugaus saw the two hiding in the tall grass, they thought that they were now in their hands. They
surrounded the area and set fire to the grass. The whole area was soon engulfed in flames and the Bugaus thought
that nobody could survive such a fire. They started to go back as it was also getting dark.
But Sanggau and Lensi were very much alive. The ring of blazing fire stopped just a few feet from where they
were hiding. When they saw that the Bugaus were far enough, they rushed out from their hiding place and shouted
for the Bugaus to come and get them. That triggered another chase.
*
As darkness engulfed the area, visibility became poorer and it was getting difficult to run. Seeing a huge fig
tree not too far away, Sanggau and Lensi made their way towards it. It was their best means of getting away from
the Bugaus, for the time being at least. The heavy foliage would hide them from the Bugaus.
Once they were already safely up, their pursuers arrived at the foot of the tree. The Bugaus had lost their trail
and decided that the two men must be somewhere up in the tree. But they dared not climb up since it was dark. So
they decided to wait until morning, very certain that Sanggau and Lensi would not be able to make any escape.
They started a fire so that they would be able to see their enemies should they make any attempt to climb down
and make their escape. The chieftain ordered one man to stand guard at the foot of the fig tree while the rest slept.
It had been a very hectic and exhausting day, trying to catch the two men. They fell asleep as soon as their backs
touched the ground.
Sanggau and Lensi meanwhile planned their escape. They knew that the Bugaus could not stay awake the
whole night. They also noticed that the guard worked on shift. In the wee hours of the morning, they started
climbing down quietly. When they reached the ground, they gave a light knock on the guard’s head.
The poor man woke up in fright and started yelling that their enemies had escaped.
The chief and his men startled from their sleep and started grabbing their swords and spears. They too were
taken by surprise because they never thought that the two men would be so daring to escape.
When they finally managed to get hold of themselves, Sanggau and Lensi were already too far for them to
chase. They did not dare follow the two men, as they were not certain of the number of enemies who might be
waiting for them.
The chief went back to his long-house to consult those from the other long-houses who had gathered to help.
After a long deliberation, they decided against following the two men. It was too risky.
It was a difficult decision for the long-house chief to accept. But he could not very well follow Sanggau and
Lensi on his own. He could only vow to get his revenge some day. By then, the two men had reached their longhouses with his daughter’s head in Sanggau’s possession.
41.35 At Fortune’s Way\fn{by Li Yongping or Yung-p’ing (1948-

)}

Kuching, Sarawak State, Malaysia (M) 14

1\fn{All the interior divisions are mine:H}
All who had seen her said she was good-looking, but no one could have foreseen at the time how such pure,
unaffected beauty would turn into a curse.
Sheng was only sixteen when she married. No one knew why she would marry someone like Liu Lao-shi, the
coffin-shop owner, and it was only many years later that we heard the story of how, when she was still a little girl,
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a cholera epidemic broke out in Jiling town, wiping out her entire family, and how some neighbors felt sorry for
her and came with straw mats to help wrap up the corpses that were her parents and two brothers.
Then, just as they had strapped up the bundles, hauled them out the back door and were about to cart them off
for burial outside the town, Liu Lao-shi’s mother, old Mrs. Liu, came rushing over. At the sight of little Sheng
sitting all alone on the doorstep crying, she offered up four coffins, two large and two small, and led the little girl
away.
She gave Sheng a home at the coffin shop at Fortune’s Way and, after six or seven years, made her her son’s
wife.
*
Fortune’s Way was not originally known by that name. When the market town was first set up, the muddy lane
by the East Wall was called Frog’s Alley. Facing it, on the other side, was a neat row of shops, trades of all kinds,
and smack in the center stood the coffin shop established by the Liu family.
Initially a workaday carpentry shop, it sold a few coffins on the side. Within a few years of the completion of
the town granary, Jiling became a boomtown, and that was when Liu Laoshi’s father decided to give up the furniture business altogether and concentrate on selling coffins.
Ordinarily, five or six full-size, high-quality, red-lacquer coffins stood at the ready at their storefront. Since the
family made a living by waiting at Yama’s door,\fn{ Yama, the god of death.} it behooved them to do good, accumulate some merit, as it were, and so it became customary for them to give away several high-quality coffins each
year.
This continued until war broke out. Then a warlord took over the town and stationed his henchmen at the granary, turning the row of shops at Frog’s Alley into his secret-police headquarters. It was not at all uncommon for
the townspeople to see dirty, bloody water oozing down the sewage ditch by the East Wall, attracting swarms of
bluebottles to its filth and stench.
Years after the warlord left, the bluebottles remained, and within a few years, the people doing proper business
couldn’t carry on for the muck, the noise, and the stench; one after the other they moved away.
Not long afterwards it was rumored that the town granary was haunted.
*
Another couple of years passed by, and the only person left in the alley was the drifter of a fortune-teller who
refused to move. Liu Lao-shi’s mother solicited all over town, but no one wanted to do business next to a coffin
shop anymore. Since they couldn’t move, the old woman was left with no choice but to stay put with her son and
daughter-in-law at the old shop; they bolted up everything by six in the evening at the coffin shop.
Some time later, a madam, Mama Luo, who brought with her a bevy of whores, managed to slip into the alley,
rent one of the stores, and set up shop. Over the next several years, the railroads came through town, opening up
the way for large shipments of southern goods en route to the north; the price of chili peppers rose three times a
day, and the chili farmers from the valley, with extra cash in their pockets, came to town looking for thrills.
Soon, as many as ten brothels opened up for business on Frog’s Alley. The largest property owner in town was
the Cao family, and this alley belonged to them. Old Master Cao found the name Frog’s Alley grating on his
sensibilities and petitioned the local authorities to change it to Fortune’s Way. Thus it was that this alley came to
be known by such a propitious name.
As for Liu Lao-shi, he could be found day in and day out buried in his work, head bent, working his plane,
thrusting it back and forth, in and out, turning out his coffins, paying no heed whatsoever to those who walked upright.
*
After dinnertime, Fortune’s Way gradually filled up with idlers, onlookers, and pleasure seekers, and the alley
was gradually lit up by ten red lanterns, one by one, under the eaves of the ten brothels. The whores, painted and
powdered to the gills, came outside with their smiling faces, toothpicks still in their mouths, making eyes at men
who were looking in hungrily as they loitered past their doors.
With a cigarette dangling between his lips, Liu Lao-shi unhurriedly and without a word slid the door planks
into place at his storefront and closed up shop. By first cockcrow at daybreak, the alley became dead quiet. In the
stillness, one or two overnight customers emerged, eyes burning red, faces drained white, heads turned away from
the glare of the morning sun, hugging the walls in a hurry to get out of Fortune’s Way.
At about this same time Liu Laoshi also came out, unbolted his door, and took down the door planks one by
one. He then made himself a cup of hot tea, lit a cigarette, and settled down to his day’s work: fuk, fuk, fuk,
shaving away at his coffin boards.
The town too came alive, smoke rising from chimneys everywhere.
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2
The nineteenth day of the sixth month.
Bodhisattva Guanyin Festival Day.
On this day Mr. Fortune-teller opened shop early, made himself a large cup of tea, and, cup in hand, strolled
over to the coffin shop. He watched as old Mrs. Liu hung red paper posters on the columns outside their store and
snickered facetiously:
“Aha, Mistress Liu, I see you’ve been moved to bestow kindness on the multitudes again.”
Liu Lao-shi had already stuck a cigarette between his lips and, without so much as looking up to see who was
there, put a foot on the coffin board he had laid out and started to plane away, lost in a world of his own. The
fortune-teller gave him the once over, coughed twice, bringing up a mouthful of thick phlegm as he walked
toward the middle of the alley, and spat it into the dirty ditch by the granary wall, where it mixed with the foulsmelling water there. Rinsing his mouth with tea, he ambled back to his own storefront and, looking up, was
greeted by the two lines he had written on his signboard:
From out of the mountains I have come
To tally up the fortune that’s left to you

He shook his head, lost in thought for a long while, before stepping over the threshold to sit down at the table
he had set up behind his front door. Donning his reading glasses, he flipped open the worn pages of a copy of
Journey to the West\fn{“A Chinese novel published in the 16th century during the Ming Dynasty … one of the Four Great Classical
Novels of Chinese literature … an extended account of the legendary pilgrimage of the Tang Dynasty Buddhist monk Xuanzang who
traveled to the ‘Western Regions’, that is, India, to obtain sacred texts (sutras) and returned after many trials and much suffering. It retains
the broad outline of Xuanzang’s own account, Great Tang Records on the Western Regions, but the Ming Dynasty novel adds elements
from folk tales and the author’s invention, that is, that the Buddha gave this task to the monk and provided him with three protectors who
agree to help him as an atonement for their sins … Sun Wukong, Zhu Wuneng and Sha Wujing, together with a dragon prince who acts as
Xuanzang’s steed, a white horse.”} and happened upon the following couplet:
Snow and moonlight wash white plum blossoms three nights running;
Wine and lamplight flush red people’s faces in a moment’s passion.

To the left of the coffin shop, the pair of dainty red lacquer doors belonging to Fragrant Court opened with a
squeal. A disheveled woman who looked as if she were wearing a bird’s nest on her head tottered out with an
enamel basin and—whoosh—spattered a half basin full of bloody water onto the street. With a frown and a squint
she glared at the red ball of the morning sun, which had flared up from behind the rooftops. She dragged herself
into the shadow provided by the wall next to the foul-smelling ditch and, squatting down, pressed her breasts hard
together and began to vomit, although nothing came out. Still kneading her breasts and squatting in a daze, she
forced herself to stand again and, all red in the face, angrily spat:
“He’ll be the death of me, that son of a bitch!”
The doors to Fragrant Court opened with another squeal, and this time a middle-aged man with the look of a
valley farmer emerged. Through the open door behind him, inside the brothel, a small Guanyin statuette sat in an
alcove shrine, glowing darkly in the dim light of two red candles on either side. The woman outside caught sight
of the man, picked up her basin, and, in two quick steps, shimmied up to him and planted her quivering fleshy
body between him and the exit.
“What? Going already?” she sulked.
“My precious Miss Red Spring, I’ll come see you again the next time I’m in town, all right?”
Red Spring nailed him with a piercing glance out of the corner of her eye and, with a half-smirk, flashed a
mouthful of shiny gold teeth at him. A wicked grin spread across the valley man’s face. With a quick look around,
and without a word of warning, he reached out and copped a wad of thick flesh on her plump white arm, giving it
a vicious squeeze, pinching hard.
“You damned maniac!” Red Spring shrieked between clenched teeth as she fixed him with an iron stare.
Bowing his head, the man saw his chance for escape and, ducking swiftly under her raised arm, slipped
through the doorway onto the street, scurrying out the alley, hugging the wall by the sewage ditch.
Red Spring gazed at the large welt on her arm and spat into her palm, rubbing and nursing her wound. Just as
she was halfway across the threshold on her way in, Liu Lao-shi, having finished his cup of tea, started scrape,
scrape, scraping at his coffin boards again. This so annoyed her that she swung around, screwed up her eyes and
cursed at him:
“You damned freak, you make me sick, making those fucking coffins at all times of the day and night!”
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*
It was not even midday, eleven it was, but that iridescent ball of white heat had already spilled its way into the
alley, flooding it with sunlight. The foul water in the bloody ditch was steaming up, attracting swarms of busy
bluebottles, which circled round and round, droning and buzzing wherever you went. From one end of the alley to
the other, the squeaky doors of the whorehouses opened up, and out of each one emerged a pimp, loaded down
with a trash bucket on his back. Dumping the pail outside the door, he thrust his neck out and brought up a couple
of wads of thick phlegm, shot them into the middle of the alley, and quickly withdrew back into the opening from
which he had emerged.
A mulecart came clip-clopping in no great hurry down the alley. A junk man climbed off the cart, shooing
away the flies as he did so and, without so much as a whistle, started hauling the greasy, black buckets, flinging
them toward the cart, where the driver tried to catch them as best he could, calling out with a rude chortle:
“Hey brother, watch it! Take it easy, will you? I’m getting my face covered in the whore’s ass-wipes.”
Just then, Red Spring stumbled groggily out the door, mug in hand, to brush her mouthful of golden teeth. On
hearing the driver’s remarks, she bit her lips to stifle a yawn. Then, leaning alluringly into the eaves’ shadows as
she cast a sidelong glance in the direction of the mule man, she said with exaggerated good humor:
“Oh, my lord, was I tired last night. What with my monthlies coming on, I really wasn’t up to working, but that
sex fiend of a valley farmer would have nobody but me. What’s a woman to do?\fn{Italics in the text} If he didn’t
mind my blood, what are you so worried about, garbage man? Your auntie’s not good enough for you now? Here,
take this and have a taste of your aunt’s sweet spit!”
Whereupon she threw the water from her cup directly at the man’s face.
Liu Lao-shi’s mother, old Mrs. Liu, who had waited till she heard the cart’s approach before coming out with
their load of garbage, now came tottering out with the pail. Red Spring, catching sight of the old woman, bent
double from the weight of her burden, lifted her eyes skyward, collected herself and left. The cart driver cackled
as he watched the bundle of mouth-watering flesh wobble back inside the door and, with a crack of his whip, sent
the mule trit-trotting out the alley.
*
Presently, Red Spring reemerged with a fresh cup of warm water. Up and down the alley, brothels were
opening up for business. The whores appeared, tousled and rumpled, each one yawning noisily as she came out
and, with a wiggle, settled herself by the doorpost. Dozens of vermilion lips simultaneously opened and closed,
laughing and chattering, as the whores, each taking her place outside her own entrance, began the ritual of teethbrushing.
Sheng emerged, carrying a shopping basket on her arm. Dressed in a plain floral cotton top and pants, with
downcast eyes, she stepped out like an apparition from the coffin shop into the bright sunlight, brighter than the
sun.
In an instant, all the women stopped their foul talk. Even Liu Lao-shi, who was by now deeply engrossed in his
woodwork, sending curl after curl of wood shavings into the street from his coffin boards, looked up with glazed
eyes, the eyeballs looking like ghostly orbs burning at the end of dark tunnels. Sheng was thus followed all the
way by a dozen or so pairs of eyes as she walked out of Fortune’s Way.
Autumn Plum, a sixteen-year-old prostitute from Fragrant Court, herself a fresh young thing, chomped hard at
her toothbrush at the sight of Sheng and sighed fondly after her.
“What a delicate white body.”
“Not even the sun above can touch that skin,” a middle-aged prostitute emerging from Green Silk Arbor added
as she finished brushing her teeth with a mouthful of water, which she then spewed into the middle of the alley. A
third cackled and said:
“On every Guanyin Festival Day old Mrs. Liu is bound to deliver up a few coffins.”
“That’s how she accumulated merit …”
“And bought her son …”
“A good wife.”
“Mr. Fortune-teller over there …”
“Said she’s got a good face, brings good fortune …”
“But what a pity.”
“That body’s too lean …”
“Not much like …”
“Flesh that can deliver up children for the family.”
Liu Lao-shi, astride his coffin board, heard it all. Without breathing a word, he brushed the ribbons of fragrant
woodshavings off his bench in one fell swoop and lit another cigarette. Outside his door, Red Spring walked by
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and said with an icy snicker:
“What a nasty piece of half-burned log, and that’s what climbs atop her body to do the work.”
The two prostitutes outside Green Silk Arbor, having brushed their teeth three times over, interjected in tandem
and between gargles:
“Miss Red Spring. I say …”
“Yours is a body of white flesh too …”
“Only difference is …”
“The flesh on the other body—”
“Is fresh and new.”
“But, oh, the men—”
“How they love the juicy, white meat on our Miss Red Spring.”
“Just last night, that valley pig—”
Red Spring gnashed her teeth and, with a flip of the wrist, spattered rinsing water all over the two whores’
faces.
Liu Lao-shi shot a glance at them, got back on his coffin board, tossed away his half-smoked cigarette, took up
his plane and started in on the wood again, thrusting his tool back and forth, one hard stroke upon another.
*
Sheng came home, shopping basket in hand, the dainty green flowers on her outfit shimmering in the bright
sun like live green blossoms. Lunch was over a while earlier for the whores, who were out on the street again.
With toothpicks in hand, they surveyed the scene, each leaning against her own doorpost.
From inside the coffin shop, Liu Lao-shi looked up to watch his little woman come through the alley. Under
the lanterns at the entrance to Fragrant Court, Red Spring sat in a wicker chair, sipping a cup of hot tea. Without
even flickering her eyes, she said with icy composure:
“What the hell are you following her around for?”
Sun Si-fang came and stood in front of her, arms akimbo. Without taking his eyes off Sheng as she stepped into
the Liu family coffin shop, he managed to say with undisguised lechery:
“Had myself half a bottle of the hard stuff over lunch. Now my body’s in heat. It’s so dry, so hot, it’s unbearable!”
Sun Sifang laughed lasciviously as he pulled out a flowery silk handkerchief to wipe the greasy sweat off his
forehead. Red Spring gnashed her teeth and, without a word, flung the contents of her teacup, over half a cup of
steaming hot jasmine tea, into the middle of the alley.
“If you’re dead drunk why don’t you just go lie down and die?”
Sun Sifang, momentarily stunned by this sudden outburst, soon recovered with a chuckle and, leering at a
sixteen-year-old whore with his bloodshot eyes, came back with:
“Oh, but it’s no fun to lie down all alone.” Red Spring tossed her head back and said:
“That one in the coffin shop over there is waiting for you.”
Sun Si-fang let out a loud snort that sounded like a laugh, but his pale, hard face gradually revealed displeasure. With a flip of his wrist, he snatched hold of the whore’s arm and yanked her out of the wicker chair.
“You look like you need a good fuck, you lousy whore! Three days I’ve been away, and look at that foul mouth
and the maggots coming out of it.”
Red Spring recovered her balance and glared back at him. Pushing his hand away, she rubbed her arm and said:
“Boy, you sure lose it quickly.”
The abusive Sun Si-fang winked in reply. Red Spring squeezed her eyebrows into a knot, at the same time
displaying that mouthful of gold teeth as, indicating the coffin shop, she said with a laugh that was closer to a
guffaw:
“You watch out! That black-faced freak over there with his tool will come and take your soul away.” Sun Sifang wiped the smile from his face, pressed forward, grabbed hold of the whore’s breasts and, giving them a hard
tweak, said:
“All I want is to climb on top of you and give my tool a good workout.”
Red Spring’s face turned crimson. She spat out the toothpick she had by now ground to a pulp and hissed:
“Drop dead! What do you take me for?”
With that, she abruptly turned and strode indoors, taking that voluptuous white mound of flesh with her.
*
In about the time it took to burn half a joss stick, Red Spring reappeared with brows knit, soaked in dripping
sweat and carrying her enamel basin full of water. She was seeing Sun Si-fang out. It was already three in the
afternoon, and Liu Laoshi had climbed off his workbench, put away his tools, swept the shavings to one side, and
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lit a cigarette.
Sun Si-fang scurried out, eyes to the ground, until he reached the lanterns by the eaves, where he stood in a
daze, looking across at nothing in particular on the gray tile rooftop of the town granary.
Red Spring took one look at the white ball of fire in the sky and started to see double, two suns swimming
round and round each other. For a split second she almost blacked out. Holding on, she cursed the sun:
“That one up there, he sure is vicious!”
Frowning still, she unceremoniously flung the washbasin full of dirty blood-red water into the middle of the
alley. She turned around and, looking askance at Sun Si-fang out of the corner of her eye, said:
“Look at you, drinking in the afternoon on a hot day like today. Just take a look at that face, you’re as white as
a ghost.”
Sun Si-fang blushed and, with a grin, pulled out his floral silk handkerchief to wipe the cold sweat from his
brow. He watched as Liu Laoshi next door began to close up shop, placing the door planks one after another back
into their respective slots in his storefront.
“That crazy coffin man is closing up shop in the middle of the day,” he commented.
Outside Green Silk Arbor stood the middle-aged whore with the skinny arms, leaning against the doorpost,
drenched in sweat. Hearing Sun’s remark, she said:
“Don’t you know what today is? It’s the nineteenth of the sixth. All the men from the valley will be coming to
town. Liu Lao-shi is scared they might see his precious little wife. One thing leads to another, you know. Even
looks can rot.”
Sun Si-fang seemed to be pondering her words as he dragged himself across the alley to the ditch and, stooping
down into the wall shadow, started to vomit, throwing up mouthful after mouthful of the liquor he had drunk at
lunchtime. Steadying himself with a couple of drags on his cigarette, he finally managed to struggle to his feet.
Eyes to the ground, he walked back out into the sun.
Through the doors of Fragrant Court emerged a fat woman, fortyish, with skin that looked as if it had never
seen the sun. She was all done up in red satin, despite the heat. Carefully balancing in her hands a bowl of
steaming sweet soup, made with extra special sticky-rice dumplings and double lard, she approached Red Spring
and offered it to her, smiling all the while.
“Oh, Mother dear. And Guanyin’s blessings on you, too,” Red Spring sang as she took the bowl from her and
leaned against the doorpost, looking reproachful.
The fat woman hung her head and, with an apologetic expression, stared at the purple and red patches, scratches and teeth marks, all over Red Spring’s neck and chest.
“Damned bloodsucker, that old Sun!” Mama Luo scolded, almost in jest, and abruptly turned away as she headed back into the brothel, laughing.
*
A young fellow, not much over twenty, loitered about, wandering twice up and down the alley, surveying the
scene.
“Hey little brother, your big sister is here waiting for you!”
The youth shook visibly at the invitation. He stood rooted to the ground in the middle of the alley for quite a
while before managing to steady himself with a smoke and, with the cigarette dangling from his mouth, took step
by cautious step toward the red lantern of Fragrant Court.
Red Spring lifted her bowl of sticky-rice soup with its slippery round dumplings and pursed her lips to suck in
a mouthful of the hot liquid, all the while keeping her dark eyes glued to the young man, giving him such a
flirtatious grin and come-hither look that he couldn’t help but return her gaze.
His dark, sunworn face looked up at her, turning red as it did so. The youth’s mouth fell open, letting a long
piece of ash fall from his cigarette onto his freshly starched clothes, showing him up for the newcomer he was.
Red Spring took it all in and chuckled knowingly. With a flash of gold teeth, she sent two snowy white
globules of sweet dumpling catapulting into the middle of the alley, followed by:
“My darling, come let big sister show you a good time!”
Then, thrusting forward from her hips, she pounced on him, plucked the cigarette from his mouth, took a
couple of quick drags, and blew the smoke back into his face.
The youth reeled, staggered backwards, and fell at the entrance to Green Silk Arbor next door.
“So, it’s a good-for-nothing young hick.”
Red Spring stamped her feet and cursed. She flicked away the half-smoked cigarette and crushed it with her
heel. The skin-and-bones woman from next door saw her chance and, with a loud yawn, leaped out and snapped
him up before you could say boo. As she pulled the young catch in across the threshold, the middle-aged whore
turned and, sticking her neck out into the street to look back at Red Spring, said tauntingly:
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“This little brother is far too green for you, Miss Red Spring. Spare his young life just this once, won’t you?”
Red Spring spat and, to save face, muttered:
“I’m here for the money. He’s no more than an itch in my armpits.”
*
She eased her big buttocks back into the wicker chair and sat in a daze, slowly sucking up sip after sip of hot,
fatty, sweet-rice soup. The old man at Fragrant Court, a pimp of seventy or more, came out, back bent, carrying a
box of firecrackers.
“What heat, this weather, eh?”
He squinted up at the sparkling sun over the town granary rooftop and sighed. Then, pulling out an enormous
strand of firecrackers, he hung it up onto a bamboo pole outside the door. Under the sun, Red Spring frowned and
looked scornfully at the old man.
“Some people just don’t know when to die. Firecrackers, that’s all you have left to pop.”
The old fellow cocked his head and took in every word, without making a reply. Then, moving slowly toward
the door, he turned just as he was about to step inside and abruptly stuck out a hand, so bony it looked like a
chicken’s claw, which dug into Red Spring’s neck and left four long, bloody scratch marks.
“Fuck you, you stinking whore! What a loose lid you have on that dirty trap!”
*
The leaves of the coffin shop doors opened, and Liu Lao-shi, dressed to the nines, appeared on the threshold.
Red Spring saw him out of the comer of her eye. She turned her bowl upside down and—glook, glook, glook—
poured the soup out onto the ground, before directing her gaze toward the granary wall, where a valley farmer was
standing, his back to the row of prostitutes, pants undone, swish, swish, swish, pissing away.
“Where in the hell did that wild beast come from, pissing away like that in front of a coffin shop?”
Liu Lao-shi looked darkly over at her, putting his basketful of golden mandarin oranges on the ground, and
pulled his door shut without giving her so much as a grunt. The fortune-teller, with a hot tumbler of tea in his
hand, sauntered over, looking Liu Lao-shi up and down.
“Off to a banquet, perhaps?”
Liu Lao-shi glowered at him, picked up his basket and, without looking up again, walked out of the alley. Red
Spring, momentarily at a loss for words, pulled a silver hairpin from her hair to pick her teeth. She found something, spat it into the alley, and said:
“Damned evil eye, that freak! Scrunched up in his coffin shop all day long planing away at those fucking
coffin boards, sends chills up my spine!”
“Hush! Don’t tease him, Miss Red Spring.” The fortune-teller approached, looking intently at her.
“Damned coffin man, drop dead!”
“Sooner or later Yama will be calling for you and, Miss Red Spring, he’ll send that coffin man after you.”
“What would he want me for? Is he setting up a whorehouse in hell?”
“Oh, Miss Red Spring.”
“Hmm?”
“Under which stem of heaven, might I make bold to ask, were you born?”
“I don’t know what stem or rod you’re talking about.”
“What I mean is, Miss Red Spring, how old are you?”
“Take a good look and guess.”
“Twenty-eight.”
“Ha! I should be so lucky!”
“I can’t tell then.”
“Thirty-three.”
“Thirty-three?”
“I’m old.”
“Miss Red Spring.”
“Tell me. What?”
“Thirty-three, beware the killing spree!”
*
The skinny prostitute from Green Silk Arbor next door appeared with the youth in tow. Splashing her foamy
white water into the middle of the alley, she cackled and said:
“Don’t go scaring people. Already they say this alley’s haunted. Last night, when I was seeing off a client, the
night watchman kept insisting he had heard someone in the town granary singing at the top of his lungs like
General Guan finding his lost brother at the ramparts in the old opera.” Turning around, she spotted the two red
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posters stuck on the doorposts of the coffin shop next to Red Spring’s house and asked:
“Tell me, Mr. Fortune-teller, what do those two words say?”
“Free Coffins,” the fortune-teller answered, and strolled into the alley, hands behind his back, gazing intently
upon the black characters scrawled on the posters.
“Over forty years now. Their family’s old custom, every year, on this very day, they start giving away coffins,
all through the entire month until the nineteenth of the seventh!”
“And of course that means there are cheapskates who’d pick this very month to die in,” Red Spring said with
an icy snicker.
Meanwhile, the old man from her house, with two strings of firecrackers draped across his shoulders, had just
settled down, crouched on the stoop at their doorway, strumming his two-stringed instrument. Hearing her
remarks, he aimed a mouthful of spittle at her and spat venomously into her face.
“Do you even know what day this is?”
“A good day.”
“Was that a curse for me?”
“Don’t worry, old turtles like you live for a hundred years.”
“You dirty, filthy slut! Go screw yourself. Here they come, see if they want it badly enough to buy your meat,
you whore.”
Red Spring’s face flushed crimson. Biting her lip, she stood up, shaking visibly, and, without a word, grabbed
one of the valley farmers who was poking around, looking in the door. She dragged him by the arm and hauled
him, stumbling, inside.
3
And thus the afternoon slipped into the evening. On the other side of the alley, the sun, as if it had burned itself
out, hung on, falling imperceptibly behind the gray tiles on the rooftops, spreading red through the sky. Smoke
rose from chimneys as people cooked dinner. From the narrow confines of Fortune’s Way, the warm stench of
urine also rose with the evening vapors.
Excitement mounted in the alley as the number of pedestrians grew. The sunworn faces of valley men, flushed
with wine, could easily be spotted among the townspeople as they made their way down the alley looking for
action.
The skin-and-bones whore from Green Silk Arbor had parked herself by the doorway and seemed totally
immersed in the art of preening herself. In one palm she held a small, round mirror, and with the other hand,
stroke upon delicate stroke, she drew in her eyebrows. In the mirror, she caught sight of the valley man Red
Spring had snagged earlier, running out of Fragrant Court as if he had just seen a ghost.
“Hey, you! What’s the rush? Taking it home to give to the little woman?”
The crowd in the alley broke into rude guffaws. The valley man swung round and spat a mouthful of spit into
the street as if to rid himself of something.
“She’s a blood-smeared tiger! She has blood on her, that one!” So saying, the angry white face pushed its way
into the crowd and disappeared.
“Drop dead!” Red Spring retorted through clenched teeth. She came out, soaked with sweat, though her cheeks
had been touched up with rouge and were now a glossy red. Next door, the whore who was drawing her brows
glanced at her and sneered:
“I’d take a break if I were you, Miss Red Spring. Look at that poor farmer, you’ve scared him half to death.”
“Do your brows and mind your own business.”
Red Spring screwed up her face, then, turning on the crowd gathered outside her door, threw the basin of water
straight at them; with a swing of her hips, she headed back inside. Another neighbor emerged with a customer.
Having seen him off, the whore mopped her brow and, buttoning her blouse, said with a snicker:
“That belly on Red Spring is something else again.”
“Just last winter she had her womb scraped.”
“And by the spring she’s caught it again.”
“Is she pregnant again?”
“It’s been scraped out.”
“Ah.”
“Mama Luo got hold of some potion from I don’t know where and, before she could even protest, forced it
down her throat. She bled all day, poor thing, and by the end of the evening they’d got rid of it. The vile old pimp
in their house was the one who did it. Like one possessed, he went in there with a pair of iron tongs and scraped it
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out. He took a look at the bloody thing before throwing it away and said you could already tell it was a boy.”
“I guess it’s fated.”
“You don’t say. Just look at that Liu household. How many temples has the old mother visited with her daughter-in-law in the past two years, and how many pots of holy joss stick ashes has Sheng been made to drink to help
her get pregnant? You tell me if it’s not fate. She’s not even made so much as a fart.”
“That Sheng, though, she’s sure nice to look at. Too bad she’s so lean.”
“Who knows?”
“Huh?”
“Who knows? You’d think anyone can make babies.”
“You mean …”
“Just look at him, that Liu Lao-shi, all day long straddling those coffin boards, thrusting his tool back and
forth, shaving, scraping. Who knows what he’s up to?”
*
Every brothel in the alley had hung out an enormous strand of red firecrackers raised high in the air by bamboo
poles at the entrance to their houses, and the madams and pimps at each house, the brothels’ proprietors, bustled
about making preparations, busily going in and out the doors; in no time, each house had an offering table set up
in front, with two bowls of fresh fruit and two jugs of clear wine all neatly arranged in a row.
Sunset, and the western sky was awash in red before, little by little, darkness took over. All the red waxed-paper lanterns along Fortune’s Way were lit up, swinging under the eaves, lamplight wavering in the dry wind that
had risen with the evening.
“Looks like rain,” the skinny, middle-aged whore from Green Silk Arbor remarked as she came out to see off a
customer. Popping a chicken neck bone into her mouth, she heaved a sigh, smeared chicken grease and red
lipstick onto the back of her hand as she wiped her mouth, all the while keeping her eye on a prospective young
customer who was standing outside her door, and smiled enticingly at him.
The alley was packed; people were pushing and shoving.
Mama Luo came out with a bundle of long joss sticks, like a well-to-do mistress of the house, all dressed in red
silk. She got down on her hands and knees before the offering table set up outside her house and solemnly
touched her forehead to the ground several times in dignified reverence. Then, rising into a kneeling position with
a pat of her hips, she placed the joss sticks into the incense pot. Her face clouded over as she looked up.
“Have you been drinking again, Brother Sun?”
Sun Si-fang, his hands behind his back, breathing liquor with every smile, was accompanied by four young
toughs in floral shirts looking like a pack of wolves following their leader.
“Ah, Madam Luo, how devout you are.”
One of the toughs, a good-looking boy of about seventeen, came out of line from behind Sun, dangling half a
dozen jugs of liquor in one hand and, looking playfully at Mama Luo, held them lovingly between his palms,
shaking and agitating the wine, before placing them with mock reverence on the offering table. The old man at
Fragrant Court who had been reciting sutras for quite a while came out with deliberate haste, wrapped his arms
around the six jugs of wine and, holding them for dear life, headed back inside the house, muttering all the way:
“Here comes the drunken troublemaker again.”
Sun Si-fang shook his head, laughing and rubbing his hands on his floral silk handkerchief. Then, eyes sparking with mischief, he ambled purposefully toward the coffin shop next door and, squinting, peered through a crack
in the door. Sitting all alone on the stoop of Scarlet Spot, the neighbor to the right of the coffin shop, was an old
hag of a whore. She now spoke up with an engaging smile:
“Liu Lao-shi has gone out for a drink.”
“Uh?”
“It’s a special occasion, after all.”
“Stupid coffin man.”
“From dawn till dusk, nuzzling up to a coffin, thrusting his thing at it, and those two eyes of his, like ghost
fires, haunting, glued to his old lady, following her everywhere, as if we sisters in the alley would give her our
smell if he took his eyes off her for a second!”
“Been drinking again, Brother Sun? Look at that cadaverous face of yours, all blue with cold sweat.”
It was Red Spring. Burping contentedly after dinner, her cheeks red from drinking, she stepped out of the
threshold, all smiles, fanning herself with a big rush-leaf fan.
Sun Si-fang swung round, looking stupefied. In the next second, he came laughing sheepishly toward her, his
face becoming even redder than before. Then, thrusting one hand forward, he grabbed a chunk of the sweaty,
white flesh on Red Spring’s fat arm, giving it a sharp twist, and at the same time pressed his face into hers, forcing
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a couple of kisses on her.
“Wine makes me horny for your slippery white body.”
“Drop dead!”
“Huh?”
“Others are watching,” Red Spring whispered in mock modesty, turned, and walked off. At the door, she
whirled round to give him a dewy-eyed, come-hither look, giggling as she gazed lingeringly at her tormentor. The
group of young toughs with Sun now swarmed around Red Spring, laughing and pushing and shoving, all five or
six of them stuck together as they staggered into the bowels of Fragrant Court.
4
From top to bottom, the alley filled with the smoky, warmish smell of burning incense. The madams and pimps
of the brothels had all lit their joss sticks and were kneeling reverently under the eaves by their front doors,
looking expectantly toward the entrance to the alley.
The sky grew dark, wisps of incense smoke drifted about the alley, and it was so quiet it seemed that everyone
was holding his breath. The whores saw off their last customers, threw the last basin of water into the alley, wiped
their hands and, taking joss sticks from the offering tables, pulled their skirts together and knelt behind their madams. The whole alley was filled with the dark shadows of kneeling figures, eight or nine in front of each household, crowded together under the eaves. Each figure held a joss stick, lifted high before her face, between the
brows.
From South Market Street, which was at the entry to the alley, came the sound of firecrackers in the distance.
People who had come for the festivities now crowded in front of the brothels, pushing and shoving, craning their
necks, piling one on top of another, each trying to catch a glimpse of the activities at the top of the alley.
The sound of firecrackers exploded in fits and starts, as if someone had lit a great bonfire. The haze from the
crackling and popping fireworks came nearer and nearer, and the explosions became louder and more frequent. In
the twinkling of an eye, the phantasmagoria\fn{ The sequence of real images like those seen in a dream:W,H } of fireworks
manifested itself at the entrance of the alley.
A small figure slipped out of Fragrant Court and came scurrying out into the middle of the alley from behind
Mama Luo. It was the little prostitute, sixteen-year-old Autumn Plum. She held her joss stick high over her head
and, kneeling, went limp and fell flat on her face into the street.
“Damn you, you little whore!”
The hunched-over old man came chasing out, panting and screaming after her; snatching a clump of Autumn
Plum’s hair, he pulled her head back, twisting it left and right, and dealt her a couple of whacks in the face. An
alley full of valley farmers and townspeople watched in astonished silence.
“I’m gonna fuck you dead, you hear!”
The old man shouted, and took a couple more swipes at Autumn Plum, even kicking her in the belly; then he
hauled her like a corpse back to the doorway at Fragrant Court.
*
A swarm of hustlers in bare feet, no older than twelve or thirteen, now came charging into Fortune’s Way with
great fanfare, lighting firecrackers all the way.
“Here comes our Goddess of Mercy. Here comes Guanyin!”
Instantly, the alley burst into a commotion of fireworks—pop-pop, crack-crack—and the sky filled with spots
of crimson, drip-dropping like blood. Six black lacquer palanquins, glittering in gold, each borne by eight strong
men, appeared at the top of the alley. These eight-and-forty bare-chested bearers came stomping in like drunkards,
leaping and prancing, humming and chanting. Firecrackers were going off everywhere, strings upon strings of
blood-red explosions bursting like tiny buds being spat onto the sweaty, black, sinewy backs of the eight-andforty men on whose bodies the unlikely flowers burst into blossom.
What a spectacle! The whorehouse customers, men young and old, who had come out to watch the show,
crowded under the eaves, piling on top of each other and craning their necks so as not to miss the action.
Now, almost in unison, they broke into a cacophonous uproar.
It was an elderly Taoist priest. His face was painted white and his body wrapped in a Taoist black satin robe
covered in dripping blood. This priest, who was at least sixty years old and had been stumbling about, staggering
and tripping over himself, blindly making his way in circles round and round the palanquins, now suddenly leapt
with a somersault onto the first of these carriers. He heaved a long-drawn-out sigh into the night and, baring his
chest, plunged a glittering, steely cold Seven Star sacred sword right into the heart of it. The onlookers gaped at
the sight, stunned into stupefied silence as they watched with open mouths as fresh blood came oozing out of his
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body. Then, out of the hush came the universal hoorah:
“Yay!”
The forty-eight palanquin bearers continued their frenzied leaping as if nothing out of the ordinary had happened, with their eyes to the ground, crushing and kicking the remains of the burned-out bits of firecrackers every
which way.
With the six sacred carriages on their sweaty shoulders, they wove down the alley like a single enormous
speckled black snake, writhing and twitching in spasmodic progress. The row of round, red paper lanterns under
the eaves of the brothels began swaying eerily, in agitated motion as if in response to the thirty crystal lanterns on
the six palanquins, bobbing up and down, appearing and disappearing into the smoke and haze created by the
explosion of fireworks all through the alley.
*
The door of the coffin shop creaked open and Sheng appeared, still dressed in a white cotton outfit with small
green flowers, carrying three long joss sticks in her hands. With lowered eyes, she stepped out cautiously,
following close behind her mother-in-law. They headed toward the middle of the alley where Guanyin’s sacred
carriage was about to pass by and knelt down.
Raucous just moments before, Fortune’s Way suddenly fell silent under the starry sky, and at this hour of the
night, the five or six water mills at North Market Street could clearly be heard turning their wheels, click-clackclacking away.
A murmur spread through the crowd of onlookers, and in no time, everyone gathered round the Liu coffin
shop. Old Mrs. Liu broke out in prayer, mumbling sutras under her breath, as she waited in trembling fear and
anticipation for the six sacred carriages to pass by. The moment they did, the two Liu women, young and old,
were going to make their wish, head back into the house, and lock their door.
*
At that instant the alley burst into a blaze of explosions, sending sparks shooting into the night, as each whorehouse lit up another new strand of firecrackers. The prostitutes outside Fragrant Court and Scarlet Spot, immediate neighbors to the coffin shop, pulled themselves together and returned quietly to kneel behind their own madams, raising their joss sticks in solemn prayer.
All of a sudden, the eight-and-forty palanquin bearers let out, in unison, an ear-splitting whoop and, pulling
their charcoal black bodies into a taut bow, shoulder to dark, sinewy shoulder, lifted the six palanquins high above
their heads, bouncing and tossing about, tottering and stumbling for a frenzied spell before settling Guanyin’s carriage down onto the middle of the alley.
The old Taoist priest had by now whipped himself into a state of self-mutilated ecstasy. In one involuntary
motion, he tore the blood-soaked black satin robe off his naked body and sent it flying like a ghostly shadow into
the air.
The crowd exploded into riotous applause even before they saw what he was about to do. The old priest, standing before the white-clad Guanyin, flashed his glittering sword into the air, and in the next split second, with a
backhanded thrust, and without so much as a gasp or a whimper, jabbed the tip of the blade into his belly button.
It was a long while before he moved again, and when finally he did, it was to collapse, with a quiver and a jerk,
before the bodhisattva’s palanquin.
The sacred procession gave a universal shudder and moved on just as a light drizzle began to fall like tiny
petals from the night sky. Under the eaves, a youthful figure clad in liquid green stood up and was about to enter
the coffin shop when she was confronted by the smiling face of Sun Si-fang at the entrance.
Red Spring emerged carrying a basin of water, her cheeks flushed with wine. A little breathless and drenched
in sweat, she leaned against the doorpost, her liquid red nightgown clinging snugly to her body, revealing its every
curve.
“Drop dead, the lot of you!”
Catching her breath, she tottered laboriously out the door and, right under the red lanterns, heaved a basin full
of water unceremoniously into the middle of the alley with a great splash and splatter. The few men standing
around leaped to avoid the water and started scolding her good-naturedly:
“You old whore.”
“Haven’t you had enough lately?”
“I’ll give it to you, but first let me receive the bodhisattva. Then I’ll come to you.”
Red Spring ignored the banter and tossed the basin noisily back into the house. She flicked the bangs plastered
to her forehead to one side, picked up a stick of incense, and went over to Mama Luo and knelt down.
Suddenly, a feeling of sadness rose up from somewhere inside her, and two strands of hot tears dropped onto
her cheeks.
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*
The four young toughs came out of Fragrant Court buttoning up their pants and wiping away sweat. Grinning
broadly, they joined the crowd under the eaves. The good-looking boy of about seventeen brushed something off
his clothes and, with a wink and a grin, addressed Sun Sifang:
“Brother Sun.”
“Hmm?”
“Thanks a lot.”
“Did everyone have a go at it?”
“You bet.”
“How was it?”
“Great.”
“How great?”
“She’s a great piece of ass!”
“What a whore, that Red Spring. She’s a bloodsucker.”
“It’s the wine talking, Brother Sun.”
Sun Si-fang, who had been drinking all day, suddenly turned blue in the face and soft in the knees. Stumbling
on something or somebody, he staggered over to the coffin shop, leaned against the doorpost, and wiped the sweat
off his brows, panting.
*
An hour had passed since the commencement of the Guanyin procession through the alley; night too had
grown deep. From the center of town came gusts of howling wind funneling through the alley. The row of red
lanterns belonging to the whorehouses swayed in disarray, flickering wildly.
Fortune’s Way was completely engulfed in smoke and dust and the noise of the competing fireworks, and the
night sky above was littered with millions of twinkling stars. The huge strands of firecrackers hung out on the
bamboo poles outside the houses along the alley were almost burned out. Sun Si-fang swung around and said with
a wink:
“Oh, my sweet young Mistress Liu, you don’t know how I long for you.”
Blood drained from Sheng’s face, leaving it white as a sheet. Whereupon old Mrs. Liu, who was standing
under the eaves, came out swearing and shrieking at Sun, and in one swift motion, dashed forward, aiming her
three red-hot joss sticks right between his eyes, and stabbed.
Sun Si-fang grew mad with rage and drunkenness.
“Are you fanning my fire, you fucking old coffin hag? Light me up and I’ll show you how hot I can get with
your son’s little wife here.”
And with a kick and a step, he tossed old Mrs. Liu out of the way as he pressed up to Sheng and wrapped his
arms tightly round her. Under the light of the lanterns hanging above them, he looked long and hard at his captive
as if bewitched.
“My little sister, your old man’s not up to giving you a son, my love. Not even Guanyin can help there. Why
not come to me instead? I have a few seeds you can use.”
Old Mrs. Liu scrambled to her feet and lunged forward once again, but was kicked out of the way by Sun Sifang; this time he carried Sheng off into the house.
The leaves of the coffin shop door shut with a clack. The four young toughs grinned and took their places in a
row before it, blocking the way in.
“Ah, that Brother Sun.”
“He’s a winner.”
“It’s a good day.”
“He sure got himself a good piece to hump on.”
*
The eight-and-forty palanquin bearers, with eyelids turned backwards and heads hung low, tottered about like
drunkards, stomping and leaping, moaning and groaning. Guanyin herself, dressed in a snow-white robe, smiling
and inscrutable, seemed totally absorbed in looking down at the baby in her arms and completely unperturbed by
the jumping and stomping all around and underneath her.
Old Mrs. Liu painfully made her way back to the coffin shop, crawling on all fours. At the front door, looking
up, she was greeted by the ugly faces of the young toughs, looking menacingly back at her. Behind them was the
starry night sky, filled with smoke and fire and bits of red explosives.
The old woman rubbed her eyes and searched among the faces in the crowd. Among the onlookers she
recognized the whores from the ten brothels and the fortune-teller.
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With a howl, the old Taoist priest pulled the Seven Star sword from his belly. A stream of blood shot out after
it, spattering like red sparks onto the sweaty backs of the two palanquin bearers in front of him. Immediately, his
small, withered, ancient body was seized by convulsions, as it fell before the carriage door of the palanquin, shuddering and shaking.
The young prostitute from Fragrant Court appeared again, darting out from under the eaves. In hysterics, she
shook off the old fellow from the brothel and ran barefoot into the middle of the alley. Red Spring looked up in
mute surprise, rubbed her eyes, and, without a word, tossed aside the joss stick in her hand to lift up her skirts.
Before anyone knew what was happening, the five or six of them had dashed out and thrown themselves onto the
cobblestones. The eight palanquin bearers at the head of the line heaved a low, mournful cry—“yee-yau”—and,
stiffening their backs, proceeded to walk across the bodies of the prostitutes with the white-robed Guanyin lifted
high above them. Onlookers who had come to receive the bodhisattva were stunned into silence, watching in redeyed wonder at this unexpected excitement.
Someone broke the silence with a loud cheer, and one after another firecrackers were set off again. Strand upon
strand of new explosives were lit, and once again the alley was filled with bursts of fire blossoms.
Splendid in black lacquer; all decorated in gold, came the second palanquin, and it too passed over the prostrate bodies of the prostitutes, its bearers moaning and chanting, leaping and prancing as they trod over the mound
of human flesh in the middle of the alley.
By the time the sixth palanquin had come and gone, the excitement at Fortune’s Way had passed fever pitch.
The overwrought crowd was cursing and shouting and generally irritable as they watched the thirty glass lanterns
on the palanquins flicker and sway in the night wind, like ghost fires, as they drifted out of the alley and disappeared.
On North Market Street, fireworks had been popping and cracking in anticipation for quite some time.
5
The next day: twentieth of the sixth.
It was two in the afternoon before the broken-down old mulecart came clip-clopping slowly into Fortune’s
Way. The foul-smelling ditch at the foot of the town granary wall, after more than half a day’s exposure to the
blazing sun, had managed to hatch more swarms of busy bluebottles. Swarms upon swarms of these flies with the
big green heads, driven mad by the smell of blood, came droning and whizzing about, circling the air in frenzied
pursuit all through the alley. The garbage collector climbed down off his mulecart with broom and dustbin in
hand, rubbed his eyes and, for a good long while, just stood and stared at the debris from last night’s revelry.
Along the alley, doors began to open for the first time since the break of day. The whores in their clingy wet,
pinkish-red nightgowns came out yawning grandly, parked themselves against the doorposts and started brushing
their teeth, chatting absentmindedly to each other.
“Those damned valley men.”
“Got all hot and bothered.”
“From watching Guanyin.”
“Like pigs in rut they were.”
“How they can grind on and on—”
“All night long, not a wink.”
“And what an odor. Those stinky, sweaty pigs!”
“Makes me want to puke.”
“They smell like your armpit!”
The fortune-teller came strolling out with his tattered copy of Journey to the West, reading as he walked, and
stopped outside Scarlet Spot. Whereupon he looked up, casually cast his eyes in the direction of the coffin shop
and shook his head. The garbage man swept up a basketful of firecracker debris and, with a toss, dumped the
rubbish into the cart, sending it flying everywhere. The other fellow, the driver, swore and wiped his face:
“Fuck your mother!”
“Huh?”
“You’re throwing that whore’s wet ass-wipes at me again!”
The man on the ground stopped sweeping, propped the broom under his arm and, with a glum expression, said
as he stared at the coffin-shop doors:
“That’s strange. It’s already gone two in the afternoon and Liu Lao-shi hasn’t opened up shop yet.”
The man on the cart spat and grunted:
“First thing this morning his darling wife hanged herself.” The one below swung round and stared at him:
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“Mercy me!”
The driver’s face turned crimson and he started laughing for no good reason. When he was done laughing, he
said:
“Listen up. I was here last night, watching the procession. When it was all over, my body was on fire. I had to
let off some steam; good job too that Autumn Plum at Fragrant Court was available, so I got it off on her.
“Early this morning, I came out the door, and what do you know, there was old Mrs. Liu, calling to heaven and
pleading with the earth, running out into the alley, crying for help.”
The one on the ground listened to the story in rapt attention.
6
The third day: twenty-first of the sixth.
At around noon the mulecart came clattering into the alley. The garbage collector climbed off the cart with two
packets of gold paper money held close to his chest. He walked toward the coffin shop and, kneeling down just
under the eaves, with trembling hands, lit the paper money, one gold sheet after the other. The paper caught fire,
sending tongues of flame up to join the white blaze of the noonday sun.
“What the hell are you doing, burning paper on such a hot day like this?” the driver snapped.
Then he too jumped off the cart. Scratching his face, he hesitated, then headed slowly for Fragrant Court,
stopping at the front door under the lanterns, looking in.
“Haven’t seen that old whore, Red Spring, standing out here for two whole days now.”
“You miss her?”
It was the skinny prostitute from Green Silk Arbor coming out with a customer and her basin of water. The
driver returned the look she gave him out of the corner of her eye and said:
“It has been two days, you know.”
“So?”
“So, has some fucking customer finally got her ready for the coffin or what?”
“Huh?”
“Watch out. Liu Lao-shi will hear you.”
“Oh, sorry.”
“Red Spring, she …”
“Is she all screwed up?”
“Poor Red Spring, she got trampled up this time.”
“Huh?”
“That night of the procession, remember how crazy she got? She was plastered, crying and slobbering, she
was. Something got to her, I suppose, and she dashed out into the middle of the alley, and along came the forty or
fifty big men carrying those six enormous palanquins. They jumped right over her, one after the other, right up
onto her back and walked across it just like that! What do you think? Is she made of iron? So she’s laid up in the
house these two days with burning blisters all over her body.”
“What could have made her do a thing like that?”
“Her fate, I suppose.”
“What a juicy white body of flesh she had.”
“All trampled up and spoiled now.”
“What a pity!”
7
The fourth day arrived: twenty-second of the sixth.
The two garbagemen came racing into Fortune’s Way, thrashing their mule so hard it ran faster than the wind.
The alley was in an uproar; Sun Si-fang had been arrested.
The driver aimed his spit into the middle of the alley, shook his head and said:
“No big deal. For rape, since it’s someone’s wife, he’ll get three to five years, that’s all.”
“You sure?”
“You wait and see.”
“Huh?”
“By this time next year Sun Si-fang will be back in town.”
On this day, Liu Lao-shi had opened up shop as usual, early in the morning, and was astride his coffin board
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going at it, back and forth and back and forth with his plane, slicing and scraping the wood. There he was,
cigarette between those silent lips with his head bent low.
Old Mother Liu, on the other hand, came running out into the alley first thing in the morning and stood there,
white hair flying, hands on her hips, eyes on the lookout for anyone who might be going by, pointing at them and
shouting, all through the day:
“Let the thunder strike!”
“Let thunder and lightning strike you down!”
*
Evening came and the alley gradually filled up with people, those who had come to have a look and those who
were merely killing time. Liu Lao-shi kept his door wide open. Cooking smoke rose from the town’s chimneys.
Liu Lao-shi got off his coffin board, tossed away his cigarette, put away his plane, and dusted the sweetsmelling wood shavings off the plank. Then, as if in a trance, he lit another cigarette and sat cross-legged on top
of this newly made coffin board to start smoking. Two valley men passed by his door and, poking their heads in,
began staring and laughing. For the longest time, nothing happened.
Then, all of a. sudden, Liu Lao-shi opened wide his eyes and jumped onto the floor, chased the two valley men
and brought them back to help him move two newly painted, glistening red coffins. Together, they heaved and
hauled the huge coffins from the shop onto the pavement, just under the eaves.
Before they knew what was happening, the dazzling white blade of a butcher’s knife appeared before their
eyes and disappeared noiselessly behind the neighbor’s door with Liu Lao-shi, cigarette still dangling from his
lips. Passers-by stood dumbfounded and watched as if entranced under the sway of the red lanterns. Not a sound
in the whole alley.
Then, out of nowhere came the softest, most pitiful cry, “Aiy—eeee,” like a long sigh from the deepest, darkest
nightmare.
The crowd surged as more and more people piled on top of one another, pushing forward toward the front door
of Fragrant Court, blocking it.
The two valley men clung to the door and craned their necks to see inside, and what they saw turned their
tanned faces a ghastly white. In the hazy light of the dim red lanterns, something glistened, blood on a silver
blade, followed by a human shadow leaping out of Red Spring’s door. It was Liu Lao-shi: cigarette still dangling
from his lips, butcher knife in hand, eyes bloodshot and bursting with fright.
Just then, the middle-aged, skinny whore from Green Silk Arbor emerged with her basin of water, doing up her
buttons as she saw off a customer. She was about to pour her basin of water out into the alley when, turning
round, she came up against him, face to face.
“Help! Murder!”
Liu Lao-shi halted, looking stunned. Then, tightening his grip on the bloodied knife, he pushed his way
through the throng that had gathered to watch the excitement.
His seventy-year-old mother was still stationed at the forked junction at the top of the alley when he reached it.
In the midst of her own railing and cursing, she caught sight of her son running in her direction, his clothes soaked
in blood.
She let out a gasp and burst into tears. The old woman fell to her knees there in the street and, grabbing his
legs, held on to him with all her might, saying:
“Don’t kill! Don’t go killing people!”
Liu Lao-shi registered her plea, heaved a sigh, and with a determined look in his eyes, shook her off with a jerk
and sent her reeling to the side of the road. Old Mrs. Liu lifted her weak and wearied eyes and saw the crush of
people, open mouths on empty faces.
“Don’t let him kill anyone! Don’t let him kill anyone!”
Liu Lao-shi was already halfway down South Market Street. With a flurry of blows, he hacked open her door
and dragged Sun Si-fang’s wife out from under the kitchen stove where she was hiding, and plunged the knife
deep into her heart. Pulling the knife back out, he charged across the main street and dove into a back street called
Guardian Lane, where forty to fifty run-down, poverty-stricken households lined a narrow alley. In the gloaming,
only a couple of families had their doors open and were squatting on their front steps, eating dinner.
Liu Lao-shi staggered past them, cleaver in hand, his eyes flaming red, and turned up North Market Street,
which was filled with the curious, pressing forward, running in droves to join the excitement. They followed this
fierce monster all the way till he came to a halt in front of the police station, and they too halted and, in an instant,
dispersed.
Liu Lao-shi had gone raving mad.
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Old Mrs. Liu locked up the coffin shop and tore down the two red posters on the doorposts.
She found six or seven feet of red rough cloth and threw a few necessities and some clothes into it. Early one
morning, with this bundle on her aged back, she walked out of Fortune’s Way into South Market Street and all the
way out of town.
Sun Si-fang was in jail for a year before he could bribe his way out. By that time both his legs were crippled
from beatings.
The four young toughs were never seen again.
The silk and clothing establishment on South Market Street owned by the Sun family through four generations
had become a ghost store; no one would do business with it anymore. Sun Si-fang reopened it for two days, but no
one came, so he locked it up and sold the business, bought an old house by the dam at the edge of town and
retired. Around noon each day he would hobble past his old silk store over to the Zhu Family Teahouse next door.
He always sat at the same table, staring silently across the street in the direction of the town granary where, under
the bright sun, stood a single pride-of-India tree looking shadowy and forlorn.
*
On one of those days, a man appeared under that tree. Sun Si-fang had not even finished half a cup of tea
when, lifting his eyes, he saw the man sitting bare-chested under the tree, turning a tattered shirt inside out and
back again as if looking for something.
Sun Si-fang seemed stunned, and then, just as he was about to get out of his chair, a crash of thunder broke
through the sunny sky and big drops of rain began to fall. The man under the tree stared, picked a flea out of his
armpit and, having studied it for a long while in the palm of his hand, flung it to the ground and crushed it with
his foot.
Sun Si-fang slowly finished his tea and pushed himself up. Borrowing a straw cape from Mrs. Zhu to cover his
head, he came out of the teahouse. With his head tucked snugly into his shoulders and his back hunched up under
the straw cape, he hobbled out into the misty moist atmosphere of sun and shower and headed out of town, along
South Market Street, toward his old house by the dam.
*
It was one afternoon soon after Sun Si-fang’s return to Jiling from prison that Mrs. Zhu saw him limping into
her teahouse; she greeted him with a big smile and a hot cup of tea, saying:
“Brother Sun. So you’re back. Looks like you’ve gained some weight even.”
And before Sun Si-fang had settled into his seat, she had already pushed the hot tea under his nose, spilling it
all over the place, exclaiming:
“At Fortune’s Way they say the ghosts have come again.”
And, squinting her eyes as she scrutinized the three burn marks between Sun’s eyebrows left by old Mrs. Liu’s
red-hot joss sticks that night of the procession, she continued in no great hurry:
“According to Mama Luo down Fortune’s Way, she comes just before daybreak—Sheng, dressed in a white
cotton top and pants with a dainty green floral pattern, carrying a market basket. She comes out of the coffin shop
all by herself and heads down the alley and back up again, several times back and forth like that! Some of the
men, the overnighters, have also seen her.”
Sun Si-fang just sat and sipped his tea. Then he looked up slowly at Mrs. Zhu, turned and looked out into the
street, where, in the bright sunlight, people went about their business. Mrs. Zhu shook her head and, crinkling the
fair skin on her round face into a big smile, said:
“She’s waiting for someone.”
“Huh?”
“Sheng.”
“Her?”
“Every day, early in the morning, she waits there.”
90.257 The English Language Teacher’s Secret\fn{by Suchen Catherine Lim (1942Malaysia (F) 8

)}

Kulim, Kedah State,

When the government became alarmed by the increasing tendency among graduate women to stay unmarried
and thus deprive the country of the brainy children that would form the future pool of expertise for the country’s
economic development, it started a matchmaking scheme whereby these women might meet the men who would
lead them away from the errors of their ways.
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On the morning after the Prime Minister himself, in a major policy speech, alerted the nation to the perils of
this trend, single graduate women woke up to find themselves suddenly on the national center stage: everybody
wanted to know why they hadn’t gotten married, what they looked for in a marriage partner, were Singapore men
deficient in any way, et cetera.
Because these graduate women had been invested with special importance as the providers of the much-needed
brains to run the country in the future, they found themselves in the unique position of being cajoled and wooed
by a government not normally given to these methods of getting things done, and naturally their views were
sought eagerly, and the men’s not at all.
The minister whose prestige was only slightly less than the Prime Minister’s took upon himself the task of
personally interviewing a sample of these graduate women to obtain firsthand knowledge of why the educated
Singapore woman no longer wanted to marry the educated Singapore man. What he found convinced him that it
was all the fault of the Singapore male, so that, after the interviews were over, he turned his attention to the male
graduates, berated them for their wrong attitudes, and sternly advised them to change.
For the men, despite their education, were still stubbornly clinging to the old notion that, to marry happily, a
man must marry an academic notch or two below him: a man with a university degree would do better to marry
someone with A levels only, and a man with A levels had better, for his own peace of mind, seek out someone
with O levels only, and so on. Only in this way could marital supremacy, so important to the Asian male, be ensured.
The result was that the very large crop of female graduates produced by the university each year, a crop that
was moreover becoming bigger each year with a rise in female ambition, was left largely unsought, and therefore,
in the words of a concerned government official, “deprived of the primary function of womanhood.”
*
There was another deficiency of the Singapore male, besides this chauvinism: he was woefully behind his
Western counterparts in matters of dress, grooming, and social niceties. The bolder of the single graduate women
whom the minister interviewed spoke bluntly about the Singapore male’s lack of social finesse: one of them, a
particularly articulate female in her late thirties, told the minister to his face that Singapore men were downright
unattractive; they were narrow-minded and petty; behind their executive desks they talked sense but outside, in
the world at large, they floundered, unsure of what to say or how to behave, and in the presence of women they
were definitely gauche.\fn{Graceless.}
“Who wants to marry such men?” asked the interviewee rhetorically, while the minister, fingertips pressed
together, studied her and concluded that, yes, she was right: Singapore women were getting too independent to
tolerate anymore the nonsense of the men who had better, then, be taught to change their attitude and to acquire
more social graces.
The minister made a mental note that he would see the Minister of Education about whether social grooming
could be built into the curriculum of the sixteen- and seventeen-year-olds in the junior colleges, and when he
courteously indicated that the interview was over, and watched the lady stride out in proud determined independence, he was convinced that he had got to the root of the problem.
*
If the minister had had his way, he would have ordered that all male bachelors would have their next promotion stopped if they continued in their recalcitrance, but the operational follow-up was handled by a very cautious
and discreet senior minister who never ceased to impress upon his task force the need to keep their project, of so
delicate a nature, in low profile and out of public controversy as much as possible.
Called the Social Development Unit, it stayed bravely above the levity that some people, including members of
parliament, were determined to reduce it to, and quietly but efficiently went about its work of collecting data
about single men and women and devising a range of programs calculated to bring them together in the most convivial of settings. There were polite tea dances and chaperoned cruises, and because these were rather expensive
affairs that had to be subsidized by the government, certain members of parliament rose to peevishly demand why
taxpayers’ money was being used for something as questionable as love-boat excursions.
But these protests were less in the nature of serious inquiry than of a mild parliamentary fracas that was not at
all unwelcome in a day of dull proceedings. They represented no obstacle to the progress of the Social Development Unit: the real obstacle was the determination of the singles to remain single, for, after a year in operation, the
unit was able to report only two weddings.
At the level of the clubhouse and the school canteen, such a unique project was sure to generate a great deal of
interest: the discussions ranged from intellectual disputations on the nature of freedom of choice of the individual
to tawdry jokes about dried up, hard up spinsters, of whom the largest number was reputedly found in the schools.
*
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In Miss Sylvie Ponniah’s school alone, there were five unmarried women: Miss Ponniah, approaching fortysix, Madam Cheng, the vice-principal, who was in her fifties, Miss de Silva in her early forties, and Miss Ho and
Miss Tang, both in their mid-thirties.
They were not a particularly attractive-looking lot; in fact, beside those colleagues whose happy and prosperous marriages had invested them with a certain degree of radiant contentment expressed in various vanities of
dress and grooming, the unmarried women were distinctly colorless and dowdy. Miss Ponniah was better than
most, mainly because the sari, so demanding in its dictates of color and appurtenances of gold chain, earrings, and
other items of jewelry, guaranteed a measure of feminine appeal, although Miss Ponniah wore only the most
delicate of jewelry and the most subdued of colors, unlike Miss de Silva, who, when she chose to doff her Western
dress for the sari, went all out for flamboyance and decorated her earlobes and bosom with large baubles.
Not counting Miss de Silva, whom everyone thought rather loud and brassy, though they always spoke warm
praise for her clothes and trinkets in front of her, Miss Ponniah was easily the most presentable single woman in
the school. The vice-principal, thin and haggard and always in a shapeless cheongsam,\fn{Normally “a body-hugging
one-piece Chinese dress for women … The stylish and often-tighly-fitting cheongsam … best known today was created in the 1920s in
Shanghai and made fashionable by socialites and upper class women.”W } was altogether out of the running; Miss Ho Wai

Chun, who was thirty-five, at an age when some women are in their bloom, looked old and worn out and shuffled
around in an ill-fitting dress and sandals, while Miss Annie Tang, who was enormously fat owing to some illness,
had had a pretty face whose prettiness had long ago disappeared along a ripple of chins.
The married teachers, including the men teachers, whose dreary lives in school, year in, year out, had caused
male enterprise to turn inward and dissipate itself in small runnels of bitchy talk and gossip, were inclined among
themselves to agree that matrimony was out of the question for their unmarried colleagues. Having agreed on that,
their inquiries about whether Miss Ho or Miss Tang or Miss Ponniah had been invited on one of those fabulous
matchmaking cruises had a biting piquancy.
The inquiries were of course never made directly, not even of Miss de Silva, whose open pursuit of men had
earned her the name of Manhunter, for, if she sensed an insult, Miss de Silva could turn waspish. Miss Ho would
have blushed in painful self-consciousness, and Miss Tang would have been deeply offended and fixed her large
eyes on the offender’s face for a full thirty seconds before resuming her work of marking the exercise books.
*
And Miss Ponniah—delicate Miss Ponniah would have been so shocked by an inquiry of this kind, her gentle
features would have shown so much confusion, that the inquirer would have been shamed into sheepishness.
For nobody spoke to Miss Ponniah of such things.
Miss Ponniah’s fragility of person, accentuated by the neat, softly draping saris she wore, her soft polite voice,
and, most of all, her being known never to take part in any conversation remotely approaching the coarse or the
mean, were the best safeguards against any intrusion of her privacy.
Miss Ponniah was a very private person.
And yet Miss Ponniah loved once—loved very deeply. More than twenty years ago, Miss Ponniah fell in love
with a young man whose name was Dr. Chellam, or rather, he fell in love with her the first time he saw her, and
when he wrote to tell her, that was the beginning of her love for him.
They sent letters secretly to each other—in all, Miss Ponniah wrote six and received eight before her father
found out and put a stop to what he thought was a disgraceful affair. He was a very strict, old-fashioned man and
Miss Ponniah was his only daughter, whom he doted on. He never exactly explained why he objected so strenuously to the young man whose good family background, impressive academic credentials, and good character
would have recommended him strongly to any family, but he remained firm about not allowing Dr. Chellam to
pay court to his daughter.
Miss Ponniah’s aunt, who was very upset about what she regarded as an irresponsible disregard of opportunity
(for Miss Ponniah, at twenty-six, was not young anymore), took him to task and even complained to the relatives
that his widowerhood had made him a selfish old man who only thought of his own comfort.
The young man left soon afterward for Great Britain on a course of study and Miss Ponniah never saw him
again.
The years that followed were quiet years spent in dutiful attendance on an ailing father. Miss Ponniah never
complained but in her heart she mourned the loss of her love. Possessing an inward nature that shrank from confiding secrets to anyone, including even the affectionate concerned aunt, Miss Ponniah buried her love under the
daily duties of her existence as daughter and teacher, moving from home to school and back from school to home,
in a serenity that belied the desperation of the earlier struggles.
For alone in her room, during the lonely months after Dr. Chellam had left for Britain, without even saying
good-bye, Miss Ponniah had grieved and contemplated suicide.
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The long struggle against discontent, against anger at her father, was known only to herself and at last the
struggle was over, and she emerged more dutiful than ever, determined to forget the past.
*
It was not so much forgetting her love as transmuting it into something purer. In the crucible of Miss Ponniah’s
suffering, the love had become purified of all dross so that it was now most precious gold, enshrined in Miss
Ponniah’s heart.
For Miss Ponniah had heard that Dr. Chellam never married; he had returned from his studies and gone to
settle in Malaysia, where he was attached to a large private hospital, but he never married. Miss Ponniah had
heard of attempts by relatives to match-make for him, but he remained resolutely unmarried. Only she understood
why. He had gone away a brokenhearted man, and he returned still brokenhearted, unable to forget the woman he
could not marry.
Miss Ponniah’s father had died at the ripe old age of eighty, by which time Miss Ponniah was forty and her sad
little love affair entombed almost twenty years in her faithful heart. Knowing that her memory was also being
kept alive in the loyal heart of the man who declared his love for her so long ago had invested this secret love with
an almost religious quality, so that Miss Ponniah, unmarried at forty-six and pitied by some for her lonely existence, was in reality a deeply contented woman.
Every day she thought of Dr. Chellam and she reread his letters in the privacy of her room, with the reverent
ardor of a devotee, and, again and again, she thought of how no woman had risen to take her place in his affecttions. She had left a void in his life, as he had said in his last letter, and since then, the void had remained unfilled,
indeed, could not be filled because it had already been sanctified by her memory. Miss Ponniah’s eyes filled with
tears at the thought and they were tears of quiet joy mixed with profound gratitude.
Teaching at her school, Miss Ponniah kept the secret intact in her heart. Even her secluded innocent world was
not free from malicious gossip: snippets reached her of the carefree, bachelor existence of Dr. Chellam and some
of his colleagues, which was at odds with his enshrined image. But this gossip was not even disquieting to Miss
Ponniah, for having long ago consecrated her love for Dr. Chellam, and his for her, on the altar of sublime love,
anything that did not add to the sublimity was dismissed from her consciousness.
“I am loved,” thought Miss Ponniah with a glow that radiated outward; people often remarked on the radiant
serenity of Miss Ponniah’s smile.
It had never occurred to Miss Ponniah to consider an attempt at renewing contact with Dr. Chellam; her father
being dead, there was now no earthly reason why they should not be married. Perhaps she had waited for Dr.
Chellam to make the first move, and when he did not, and the years went by, she set up the little altar of their love
and there placed herself and her lover, exactly as they were twenty years ago, young and ardent and pure. Removed thus from time and place, they became immortal: it did not matter that Miss Ponniah’s hair had turned gray
and the youthful roundness of her face and body was gone; it did not matter that Dr. Chellam too had pro-bably
grayed and that gossip hinted at debauchery relieving the loneliness of a bachelor existence. She in her world, he
in his, but how close together in their lives of chosen commitment to the past!
“I am loved and I love in return,” thought Miss Ponniah, the inner glow suffusing her features, and her love
had the capacity of expanding to embrace the whole world.
It was no longer love of a particular kind but universal love that reached to all, embracing all and sundry—her
dear devoted father long gone from this earth, her caring aunt, her friends, her pupils, the principal of her school,
grumpy Miss Tang, vulgar Miss de Silva, and the entire brotherhood of sniggering male colleagues.
Miss Ponniah, with her secret safe in her heart, rose above the little meannesses swirling around her and could
not be touched by them.
Miss Ponniah, fortified by her secret from the past, escaped the tyrannies of the present and the future, and was
therefore happy.
*
A happy secret, after a time, has need to reveal itself to the world: Miss Ponniah, teaching English language to
a class of secondary school pupils, found herself abandoning the “Johns” and “Marys” and “Mr. Tans” that invariably provide the human link to the dry little bones of grammar, and instead wrote on the chalkboard “Dr. C” and
spoke it aloud in the oral language practices.
The first time she did it—she wrote “Dr. C advised his patient to take plenty of rest” to elicit sentences of a
similar grammatical structure from her pupils—she felt a little thrill of alarm at her own daring. That was the first
time she had referred directly to him by name. She read out the sentence, the pupils read it out in unison.
The beloved’s name was now uttered upon the air, like a charm. Like a charm, it had compelling power: Miss
Ponniah made several more sentences in which Dr. C featured, and listened for it to be spoken back, and still her
secret was safe, for the pupils suspected not a thing.
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But when Dr. C appeared in contexts that were not at all medical, when he was used to teach the Active Voice
and the Passive Voice and the Direct Speech and the Indirect Speech, when he featured in a comprehension
passage and also in the opening lines of a composition to be completed by the pupils—the particularity hit the
more perceptive of the pupils, who whispered to one another,
“Why is Miss Ponniah always writing about Dr. C? Do you think that’s the name of her boyfriend?”
Thrilled by their discovery, they discussed whether to ask Miss Ponniah directly about Dr. C, and also what C
stood for, but decided not to: somehow Miss Ponniah’s air of fragile gentility forbade it. The boldest of the pupils,
a girl name Fong Yin who had round eyes and a mischievous grin, one morning left a rose on Miss Ponniah’s
desk, beside which was a card with the words, “From Dr. C, your boyfriend,” and then everyone waited
breathlessly for Miss Ponniah to come in and react to the lover’s offering.
*
Miss Ponniah’s immediate reaction was to snatch up the rose and card and throw them away, for the name
written in another hand was alien and alienating, and the description of “boyfriend” was crude in the extreme, but
she checked herself quickly, struggled to maintain her calm, succeeded after only a minute, and then proceeded to
begin the day’s lesson on the use of Prepositional Phrases.
A stronger nature than Miss Ponniah’s would not have been deterred by such an insensitive prank and would
have, at the least, punished the offender by coolly and unconcernedly continuing to refer to Dr. C as if nothing had
happened.
But Miss Ponniah, at the first sign that her secret was in danger, completely shut it in again and determined to
guard against its escape more vigilantly. She regretted its erstwhile escape, for now the precious name would be
taken up by common girls like Fong Yin and bandied around. Miss Ponniah left the rose and the card exactly
where they were on the desk; after the lesson, she glided out in a graceful sweep of sari, leaving Fong Yin looking
very foolish as she quickly ran up to retrieve the flower and card and suffer the taunting giggles of some of the
girls.
*
And now the need to keep the secret away from the impure ears and eyes of the world was more urgent than
ever. When the problem of the unmarried graduate women again came up, this time ranked with such national
problems as the economic downturn, there was greater pressure on the Social Development Unit to do better, with
consequently revived media interest in the subject, so that single women like Miss Ponniah again came in for
much unwanted attention.
Miss Ponniah suspected, with a little sickening feeling, that her secret had by now escaped the walls of her
classroom and gone elsewhere in the school, for although she was spared any teasing, she could tell, by the
underdrift of the staff-room chatter, that some people were aware that there had once been a man in her life. Miss
de Silva, whose tongue could be pure vitriol, was fortunately so engrossed in a romance which she made no
attempt to conceal that she paid no attention to anyone else’s affairs, and could only speak of her own. Miss de
Silva, it seemed, went out of the country on weekend forays, and returned to school looking much worn out,
according to the men teachers, who listened in each time Miss de Silva spoke about herself, and then adjourned to
the canteen to share the titillating bits with one another. Fortunately, therefore, Miss de Silva distracted attention
from Miss Ponniah.
Like the pious worshiper who would lay down his life to guard the relics of his saint, Miss Ponniah threw a
cordon of tightest silence around her secret, picked up her life where it had been temporarily disrupted, and
continued with the same outward tranquillity.
“I am loved and I love still,” thought Miss Ponniah, but a little mournfully, for the air around her shrine had
become tainted with the air of the world of Miss de Silva: Miss Ponniah found herself asking, and then
reproached herself for asking,
“Is it true that Dr. C has been unfaithful to me?”
*
The floodgates of doubt were opened, and Miss Ponniah was swept along, to her horror, in the flood of myriad
questions:
“Why didn’t I marry him then?
“Why didn’t I have the courage to stand up to Father?
“Why didn’t I—why did I—
“If only—if only—”
Miss Ponniah, aghast at the direction her thoughts were taking, gasped, looked around, was glad she was alone
in the room and both her aunt and the Filipina maid were out, and took an aspirin to calm the throbbing in her
head and to restore her serenity in time for the afternoon duty in school, for it was her turn to supervise the girls’
177

reading in the library. Washing her face and combing her hair carefully, she drove back to school. The foolish girl
Fong Yin walked up and stuttered with much sincerity:
“Miss Ponniah, I’m sorry about what I did on Friday. I didn’t mean to make you angry. I’m really sorry,” and
Miss Ponniah smiled and said gently, “It’s all right, Fong Yin,” and passed on serenely. The girl rushed up
breathlessly and continued,
“We know now that Dr. C is Miss de Silva’s boyfriend and not yours, Miss Ponniah. She told us about him.”
“What did Miss de Silva tell you, Fong Yin?”
“Well,” said the girl, now smiling with the pleasure of restored amity and the sharing of confidences, “she told
us that she has a boyfriend now and he’s a very successful doctor—his name is Dr. Chellam and he lives in Kuala
Lumpur. They’re going to get married in June, and going to Italy for their honeymoon.”
“That will do, Fong Yin, you mustn’t gossip.”
“But I wasn’t gossiping, Miss Ponniah. Miss de Silva told us all that. She was very happy.”
“Fong Yin, ‘NEWSBOX’ this week—could you handle it this week? Then it will be Seow Hua’s turn next
week.”
“All right, Miss Ponniah.”
*
Miss Ponniah, to her surprise, went on calmly supervising the girls in the library. The sorrow welled up, it
would not be beaten down. It rose to the throat so that each time poor Miss Ponniah spoke in answer to a question
from an eager young reader who wanted to know the meaning of this or that word, her voice quavered, and then it
threatened to rise to the eyes and fill them.
Desperately, Miss Ponniah wrenched her thoughts away to fix them on something else. She now bent her head
over Quirk and Greenbaum’s Grammar and tried to prepare for the next week’s lesson on the Subjunctive Mood.
It was in this state of concentration that Miss de Silva found her and whispered to her,
“Come to the staff room when you’ve finished. I’ve something extremely interesting that concerns you.”
Miss Ponniah merely lifted her calm face to say with a faint smile, “Certainly,” before returning to Quirk and
Greenbaum.
When the library period was over, Miss Ponniah, gathering her sari about her with graceful ease, went to the
staff room, where Miss de Silva was sitting alone, waiting for her. Miss de Silva, who was the only female smoker in the school, lit a cigarette, inhaled deeply, then, jerking up her chin to emit a stream of smoke through her
rounded lips, turned to look at Miss Ponniah and to survey her closely.
“I didn’t know that you knew Dr. Chellam,” said Miss de Silva, leaning back on her chair and inclining to one
side, so that she could survey Miss Ponniah, who had taken a seat opposite, with the nonchalance of superiority.
“I knew him more than twenty years ago,” said Miss Ponniah calmly, while her heart swelled with anger to
hear this vulgar, cigarette-smoking woman utter the name of her beloved.
“You knew him twenty years ago, I know him now, in fact I’m going to be married to him soon,” said Miss de
Silva, coming straight to the point with a triumphant gleam in her eye. Present challenged past, present was
seeking to destroy past, but Miss Ponniah rose to the full height of her powers by replying, in a quiet and steady
voice,
“He loved me then, he loves me now.”
“How can you say that?” demanded Miss de Silva. “He’s going to marry me. He’s going to marry me next
month.”
*
Miss de Silva’s tone grew strident: it was not the stridency of frustrated logic—she was not interested in exposing the illogic of Miss Ponniah’s claim—but of fear, for Miss de Silva, two weeks before her wedding, wanted to
reassure herself that the man she had spent all her life looking for and had found at last, had no other love, past,
present, or future.
Chellam’s women—some of them no more than dolled-up schoolgirls out to have a good time behind their
mothers’ backs—had scattered in defeat when Miss de Silva came on the scene, hard, determined, and totally protective, the kind of woman that Chellam had felt to be no bad exchange for those young flighty things that he was
beginning to tire a little of. Miss de Silva vanquished all her rivals—and then, at the moment when she thought
she had a clear field, and that this man whom from their first meeting she had fallen in love with, was totally hers,
Chellam told her about Miss Ponniah.
He had mentioned her casually, a young gentle woman he had been in love with years ago and had proposed
to. He had indeed forgotten all about her until some chance remark from Miss de Silva made him suddenly
recollect that the school his fiancée was in was the very same school that the woman he once proposed to had
been teaching in.
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He asked about a Miss Sylvie Ponniah: Miss de Silva, who was mixing drinks, looked up sharply and studied
his expression with those narrow intense eyes of hers. He became momentarily confused under the intensity of the
look, and Miss de Silva concluded that, contrary to what he had avowed, this Miss Ponniah, and not herself, was
his first real love.
Miss de Silva’s sense of insecurity returned to unsettle her thoughts all over again: it did not matter that all
Chellam’s women had been driven from the scene; it did not matter that the future would hold no threat for she
knew exactly how to manage Chellam; what mattered, because it was a stain on the perfection of her present happiness, was that there was a woman from the past, and the memory of that woman was coming between her and
her lover.
All Miss de Silva’s instincts of possession and protection, in the days following the inadvertent revelation that
had fallen so innocently from Dr. Chellam’s lips, were roused to extract everything about the past from Chellam
himself, to give him no peace till he told her everything, and assured her that the woman was nothing to him, he
did not love her then, and he never thought of her now.
The events of twenty years ago were a blur in Dr. Chellam’s mind; the intervening years of gross indulgence
alternating with stretches of lonely bachelor existence had no place for the woman he once proposed to. Indeed, it
had needed the particularity of school names to jolt this memory, and then only did Dr. Chellam remember this
woman, with a brightening expression on his usually dour face.
In unusually light spirits that day, he recounted her gentle beauty, her devotion to her father, unaware that his
fianceé’s eyes were all the time fixed upon his in a mounting of jealousy. At the beginning, it had merely tickled
Dr. Chellam’s ego to witness the jealous bouts of his fianceé; it gave him the warming feeling that a man experiences when he knows that not one but two women are in love with him and are ready to fight each other for his
love. But when Miss de Silva's interrogations became more persistent and peevish, the feeling gave way to irritation, and he told her finally that it was no business of hers.
Miss de Silva was now convinced that her fiance “had something to hide,” and, for the first time, they quarreled. With the ease with which lovers’ quarrels are settled, they promised never to refer to the subject again, Miss
de Silva secretly planning to confront Miss Ponniah the minute she returned from her weekend in Kuala Lumpur.
The weekend had been satisfactory enough: something like the novelty of first passion always entered into Miss
de Silva’s feelings for Dr. Chellam and made up for the tiredness of his.
*
“He cannot love you for he’s going to be my husband. How can you say he loves you?” she demanded of Miss
Ponniah.
“I have no intention of revealing my secret—least of all to you,” said Miss Ponniah softly. She rose to go, with
the quiet assurance of the victor.
“Wait,” said Miss de Silva. “You have never seen him in all this while, and he’s never seen you. Don’t you
think if he cared at all for you, he would have made an effort to see you again, especially since both of you were
free?
“I say therefore that you are lying, to go around giving people the impression of a great love in your life—
even the pupils know it—but all the time it is a wishful dream. Well, you’d better wake up from the dream, Sylvie.
I’m going to be married to your great love in two weeks’ time.”
“There’s no use talking to you,” said Miss Ponniah with that unflappability that was beginning to drive Miss de
Silva mad. “As I said, I have no intention of telling anybody my secret. Your coming marriage has nothing to do
with it. It’s a secret I’ve kept in my heart all these years. It has sustained me through much sorrow. It has been my
strength. Only love has this sustaining power.”
“What do you know about love?” sneered Miss de Silva, desperate to pull this woman down from the loftiness
of her dreams. Desperation made her bold, cruel. She said,
“You are a cold, unfulfilled dried up virgin. Pity Dr. Chellam if he had married you! He would have shrunk
from your frigidity. He’s such a warm, loving, giving man and lover. I should know—” Miss de Silva became
querulous in her attempt to send Miss Ponniah’s grand self-assurance crashing down in the ruins of defeat and
despair.
But still Miss Ponniah stood tall and strong with her secret intact. As long as it was untold, it remained safe,
and continued to have the power of stirring Miss de Silva’s soul to discontent. Miss de Silva fidgeted in her seat,
her intense eyes flashing; she did not want Miss Ponniah to leave the room yet, but she was not sure how she
could make her stay.
“What you told me is very different from what Chellam told me,” she ventured in a scornful tone. She waited
for the effect of this new gambit. Miss Ponniah was equal to it; she said,
“There is no use lying. Dr Chellam never told you anything. No matter how hard you try, he never will tell you
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anything. He can’t; you know he can’t, and it will always be our secret,” and, with that, she swept regally out of
the room. Miss de Silva, alone, lit another cigarette.
“What the hell—” she muttered, stubbing it out immediately. “What the hell’s it all about? The man’s going to
marry me; he proposed to her twenty years ago, they never met after that, so what’s a damn secret got to do with
anything? She’s deliberately leading me on, out of jealous spite!”
*
The picture of Chellam, twenty years younger, idealistic, capable of lifting love to a spiritual level, fascinated
her and kept obtruding upon the picture of the man now, overweight and debauched, given to long hours of
solitary drinking, newly escaped from a paternity suit, yet with that sharpness of intellect intact, which, when
combined with the irreverent wit of the rake and the lost air of the loner, must constitute all that is appealing to an
independent, adventurous, protective woman like Miss de Silva. Miss de Silva wished sometimes for their love to
be lifted to a level above weekend bouts and brooding silences: in her forty-second year, Miss de Silva was ready
to bid farewell to the restless, empty years of her youth and to look forward to a life of domestic peace blessed by
true and faithful love.
*
The coming marriage loomed largest in Miss Ponniah’s mind.
The threat of desecration of her enshrined love, which was but vague before, now took on hard edges, for it
was in the form of a colleague in the school, the marriage was going to take place in exactly two weeks’ time, and
there would be the usual collection for a general wedding present. Miss Ponniah, surprised at her own calm
strength in the face of Miss de Silva’s vicious onslaughts, was determined to keep the votive fires at her shrine
burning forever.
“I am loved,” murmured Miss Ponniah, but the picture of the chaste young man who came in supplication for
her hand was defaced by that of middle-aged lust in a hotel room in Kuala Lumpur, so that the English Language
teacher corrected the Present Tense form of her utterance and murmured sadly instead,
“I was loved.”
The picture of Dr. Chellam making love to Miss de Silva in a hotel room had a power that both compelled and
repelled Miss Ponniah. Miss Ponniah’s innocent world of love had not admitted of anything carnal; now carnality
had an appeal of its own and, once admitted into the temple of Miss Ponniah’s love, it refused to leave.
Miss Ponniah woke up, panting, from a dream in which Dr. Chellam had made love not to Miss de Silva but to
her; she looked around wildly, saw only the four walls of her bedroom, and knew that her secret was still safe.
If she had insisted on marrying him against her father’s wishes, what then? If they had eloped, run off on their
own, spent the night in a hotel room, as a distant cousin of hers had done very long ago—Miss Ponniah gasped at
the daring of it all.
But once the thought was lodged inside her mind, it took on a life of its own, and ramified into a hundred
scenes which Miss Ponniah watched with the helpless fascination of the captive. In one, she and Dr. Chellam
made the escape in the darkness of night, by the back door, while her father was snoring in the cane chair as was
his wont in the evenings; in another, he held her in his arms, comforting her, and, in yet another, their love was
about to be consummated. Miss Ponniah watched each scene in her mind with mounting excitement.
What might have been!
What might have been!
*
A little cry escaped Miss Ponniah’s throat. What might have been, and what was.
Her father prevented their marriage, that was what was. Her father was ill and he wanted her, and none other,
to attend to him. He could not bear her being out of his sight for even half a day.
There was one incident—oh, so long ago and so long suppressed—of her going to her father and telling him, in
between sobs, how much she loved the young man and wanted to marry him. Her father looked at her hard and
said nothing. Then to her horror she saw tears slowly filling his eyes. She ran to him, crying, “Father, Father, I
will never leave you, I will do as you say!” and still his tears flowed till she promised to tell Dr. Chellam that she
would never see him again.
She told him the next day and he left, utterly broken in spirit, and she mourned her loss for twenty years. Her
aunt muttered, “Your father’s a selfish beast,” one evening shortly after Dr. Chellam had left their lives, and they
were sitting quietly together after dinner.
“Your mother would never have allowed this if she had been alive,” continued the aunt, holding her niece’s
hand. Both women shed tears, while, in the next room, the old man stirred in his sleep and said something.
“Please don’t say anything bad about my father,” said the young woman, freeing her hand from her aunt’s and
running up the stairs to her room.
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*
Those days of desolation and wretchedness came back in their fullness of dread to Miss Ponniah, as she prepared for another weary week of school. Miss de Silva had taken leave to prepare for her wedding; that was a
great relief to Miss Ponniah. That irrepressible girl, Fong Yin, who had the notion that to help a person to keep her
secret you should reveal to her other people’s,\fn{ For, being young and therefore almost insolently (certainly innocently) strong,
could not, by definition, understand (and so therefore not even begin to appreciate) the vulnerabilities of an old age whose fires of sanity
were built around something that could prove to be a lie:H } was still trying to make up for her remissness of behavior to

Miss Ponniah by passing on to her everything she knew about Miss de Silva’s romance.
“They’re honeymooning in Italy,” she confided, “and Miss de Silva says her wedding dress costs three thousand dollars. She says she will try to have at least one baby.”
“Fong Yin,” said Miss Ponniah with all the severity she could muster. “How many times have I told you not to
spread gossip and to mind your own business?”
Miss Ponniah, in the privacy of her bedroom, searched through the letters, found the one she wanted, found the
sentence in it she wanted.
Yes, he had referred to children. He said he wanted to marry her and have lots of children by her: reading the
sentence, Miss Ponniah felt a warm flush spreading over her face and neck. If she had married him then, how
many children would they have had by now? To have lots of children by her—Miss Ponniah read the line again
and again—the choice of her body by which his seed should come to fruition in the world! There was hope in the
line, and blessedness, and the promise of pleasure.
And all these dreams had come to naught because of her selfish father.
“Oh my God,” thought Miss Ponniah, aghast at the thought and pressing her hands to the sides of her head as if
the thought had escaped and returned to thunder in her ears.
“Oh my God—how could I—I must never—”
Miss Ponniah slowly removed her hands from her ears and looked around forlornly.
“I’m going mad. I must not allow myself to lose control. It is vital that I remain in control.”
*
So it was a calm Miss Ponniah who went into class for the usual grammar lesson. Apart from a little paleness
on her face, there was no visible sign of the wrenching struggles that she had so lately gone through.
It being the last week before the holidays, the girls were in a restive state, but Miss Ponniah told them to take
their work seriously and to take life seriously. She went on to teach the Subjunctive Mood; it was not a grammatical topic calculated to hold the attention of fifteen-year-old girls a week before the holidays, but even the least
interested of the pupils were soon leaving behind whatever surreptitious activities they had been engaged in and
turning their attention to Miss Ponniah.
The ripples of interest spread rapidly; soon everyone was turning to look at Miss Ponniah, who was standing in
her usual place by the teacher’s desk just in front of the chalkboard, but was talking to them in a voice that did not
belong to the classroom. Miss Ponniah was pleading, laughing, crying as she taught the Subjunctive Mood.
“You want more examples?” asked Miss Ponniah, looking at them with sad earnestness, although the class had
not asked for any. “I shall give you plenty. Listen.
“‘If I had listened to her advice, I would have been a happier person.’
“‘If I had not been so stupid, I would not have been so miserable.’
“‘If he had not been such a selfish old man—’
“‘If I had eloped—’
“‘If—if—” Miss Ponniah’s voice rose in a crescendo of sorrow.
Wild-eyed, she made her pupils repeat examples of the Subjunctive Mood after her; they complied hesitantly,
nervously looking at one another to ask with their eyes what was happening to their English language teacher. The
voices repeating the regrets of her life, one by one, in ragged chorus, did nothing to quell the rising tide of Miss
Ponniah’s bitter sorrow.
She continued screaming, “‘If only I had—’ ‘If only he had—’ ‘If only I had—’” and it was at this point that
the spell of awe broke, and the girls scrambled out of their seats, some rushing outside to tell the principal and the
teachers that something strange was happening to Miss Ponniah, and some going up to Miss Ponniah and gently
leading her to a chair. Fong Yin rushed out to get a hot drink.
When the principal and vice-principal arrived, they found, to their relief, Miss Ponniah quietly sitting in a
chair, sipping a drink, attended by a group of solicitous pupils. The principal glanced nervously at the chalkboard
and said, with all the effort toward normal conversation, “I see you have been teaching the Subjunctive Mood,
Miss Ponniah,” and Miss Ponniah replied, with a weak smile,
“Quite right. All my life has been the Subjunctive Mood.”
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“Would you like to go home and take a rest?” inquired the vice-principal gently and Miss Ponniah said gratefully, “Yes, thank you very much,” gathered up her sari and her books, wiped her eyes, and prepared to leave.
*\fn{I did not think this complete, and so have provided it with the following conclusion:H }
[For some months she maintained herself in the calm, discreetly-furnished comfort of her quiet apartment. She thought she would write
to him—to tell him … to tell him … but she always stopped herself, knowing that anything she could say now would be in some measure a
confession of an amorous sentimentalism, of an ill-concealed jealousy, of an insipidly limpid revenge—for she knew that she could never
be that which her rival for her good Doctor’s affections inherently was nothing but.
Miss de Silva—for she remained Miss de Silva. The good Doctor (at great financial cost to himself, let it be known) refused to marry
her within three days of the intended ceremony, and Miss de Silva resigned her position at the school, retired to her family estate on
Mindano, and in a few months began what proved to be her final liaison in this world; for her consumate lover presented her with a classic
example of that virulent disease cones-quent upon his indiscriminate appetite for amorous conquest, and she succumbed in due time to a
repertoire of stinking flesh and supporating pustules.
Of Miss Fong there was nothing more. Not understanding the particularly tragic role of her conduct in the af-fair, nor being confronted
by any of her peers—how could they, when they were as innocent as she was—she completed her education at the school and flew away on
the wings of her own adventures. For a time the memory of Miss Ponnia remained with her as a sense of sorrow—even of a sorrow tinged
with a sort of vague uneasiness—but she was above everything else a young woman, and young women are as impervious to thoughtfulness as are young men, especially at the beginning of their lives when, after all, there is nothing yet to be seri-ously deliberative about.
So it was all blithely forgotten, indeed, never to be remembered; for her family soon provided her with a mar-riage in which she had
final approval concerning the qualities of the intended groom; and in her case fortune was kind enough to refrain from undoing what she
and her young man were able to celebrate all their lives with a contented (if increasingly stuffy) monogamous happiness.
The school, after a suitable time, had thought to ask Miss Ponnia to return. She was, after all, in keeping with that primary generation of
college graduates, something rather more than an expert in the subjunctive tense. Nobody in higher administration—acertainly not Madam
Cheng—who knew anything at all about the shabby, indeed, the villainous—the psychotic—conduct of Miss de Silva, could do anything
but acutely sympathize with the faded teacher of English; and given her relative penury—has there ever been a country that simply paid
their teachers decently—Vice-Principal Cheng and her friends quietly collected on her behalf a substantial severance package (in case the
good lady refused upon official invitation to return to her previous employ).
In the event it proved unnecessary. Harrison James, one of the male ex-patriate English instructors of History at the corresponding—and
much larger—boys school in the village happened one evening to stroll past Miss Ponnia’s tidy little house as she (he had thought) was
dozing away, relaxing in her armchair on the verandah. There was noting unusual in this, of course, and he was about to pass on by, when
he suddenly noticed a male figure walk quickly around the back corner, down the brick path and up the steps. He was a handsome young
man, virile and alive, and he seemed to glow with health as he bent silently over her, took her hand in his, and gently kissed her on the
forehead.
He helped her to her feet. She was so radiant, in her late twenties, supple and curvaceous …
He put his arm around her and together they walked side by side, strolled down the path into the garden, and disappeared. ]

60.95 After The War\fn{by Anwar Ridhwan aka Mohammed Anuar bin Haji Rethuan (1949State, Malaysia (M) 4

)}

Sabak Bernam, Selangor

Masitah had just finished bathing at the well. She quickly snatched the towel slung across the laundry pole and
vigorously dried herself. As she was wiping her legs, Masitah realized that dawn was fast approaching. But P. S.
village was quiet and still, and she was sure its villagers were still enveloped in their dreams. The branches of
trees around the well stirred as a cool gust of morning breeze blew.
The crowing of cocks and the twittering of birds grew louder. She gazed towards the east, though the branches
of the nangka tree and the foliage of the sawo, and saw the reddish tinge of the sky. After scooping out a pitcher
of water for washing her feet, Masitah made her way back to the house.
But she stopped after only a few steps. In the morning mist, Masitah could see the silhouette of a man walking
towards the well.
The hundred footsteps from the well to her house were no great distance. But for the past twenty years that
distance had never ceased to haunt her, as though there was something there to disturb her.
With thumping heart, she awaited the man’s arrival. She knew at a moment like this, her only defence was to
scream if the man tried to harm her. A scream loud enough to wake up the entire P. S. village to the danger
threatening her. A scream that would bring help immediately.
“Have you finished, Mother?”
Masitah heaved a long sigh. She heard the question. It was Jali, her son. The question cast aside her fear in the
cool morning.
“Yes,” Masitah answered. (Now, she could not understand why she was tense and abrupt with her only son that
beautiful morning.) Masitah stood still for a while until she heard the splashing of water from the well. Jali had
started bathing. With heavy steps, Masitah slowly walked home. She hung her head low, recollecting some-thing.
“Dear God, save our home and this village.”
Masitah began her prayer when she heard the drone of the aeroplanes way above her heading south. Masitah
looked up and saw through the morning mist a squadron of aeroplanes, like paddy field herons, heading for
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Syonan-to. (So her neighbors told her.)
“If the war should continue, let it not take my husband away,” Masitah continued her prayer.
“I’ve only been married a month. Give me the chance to serve my husband and, together with him, build a
home happy and free from war.”
The splashing of water from the well ceased. Masitah knew the water would splash again later when her husband got up.
Meanwhile, up in the sky, the field herons grew distant and their sound grew fainter. Masitah realized she was
almost dry except for her hair.
As she resumed her walk home, a man she did not know stood before her. Masitah wanted to cry out but the
man covered her mouth tightly. She did not know how long the man had been there. She was not aware of his
sudden appearance. She only knew that the pitcher fell from her hand, that the water spilled over and blended with
the dew on the grass.
*
At the foot of the stairs, Masitah washed her feet. She rubbed them thoroughly as water poured out of the pitcher. Satisfied that both her feet were clean of earth and dirt, Masitah placed the pitcher by the stairs. She turned
in the direction of the rising sun. Out there in the eastern sky, she could see the mist of daybreak slowly dissolving
before the gathering brilliance of the sun. In the east, P. S. village was already bathed in sunlight.
Masitah went up and headed straight for her bedroom. Budin, her husband, was up and was changing out of his
pyjamas.
“Anyone at the well?”
“Jali.”
“I ought to have been there after you, Mas.”
“It’s all right,” Masitah’s voice was low. “This is a special day for him.”
Budin was silent. He gazed at her for a long time. A strange feeling gripped him, as though he was going to
lose something that day. Then, very slowly, he tied his sarong. He took the towel Masitah had used and slung it
over his shoulder. Slowly, he walked to the window and very carefully pushed it open. The morning light spilled
in, brightening the room.
Masitah could hear Sumi and Salmi getting breakfast ready in the kitchen. They were so animated that Masitah
could hardly make out what they were saying.
They are big girls now, she mused. In the near future, there will be wedding proposals and they will get married. Their husbands will take them away to who knows where. Can they then visit their parents often? And
should Budin and I fall ill while they are far away with their husbands, who will nurse and take care of us? Masitah pondered.
After rubbing some talcum powder on her face and putting on her panties and brassiere, Masitah took out from
the cupboard a batik sarong with big red floral designs against a black background. She began to wear it, taking
care to pleat it neatly. Then she took out a red kebaya and put it on.
Masitah walked to the dressing table, sat before it, and began combing her hair.
“Masitah, I want a son,” Budin began.
It was as though she was hearing those words tor the first time. The words Budin whispered to her that first
night they slept together on the bridal bed. Masitah could almost hear the quiver in Budin’s voice as he spoke. A
quivering voice so shy. So tender.
“A son? Why not a girl?” Masitah teased.
Budin answered her although it took him a long time to do so.
“There is a war going on. But God has granted that we meet at such time as this. And we don’t know when the
war will end. If anything should happen to this family—may our guardian angels forbid such misfortunes—a son
would be able to take care of this family better than a girl could.
“And if this war should linger on, God forbid it though, say, for ten, twenty or even a hundred years, he could
help protect this country, or at least, this village.”
Budin could not understand why he explained to such length. He felt he held back nothing. He had poured out
everything to Masitah.
“Please, don’t ever mention the war. I’m scared.”
Masitah's voice was soft. She hid her fears in Budin’s embrace. Budin held her tightly and had a strange, feverish sensation.
Masitah was quiet. She felt completely safe from the war.
*
The moment Budin had been waiting for finally arrived. It was three months after the wedding. After the mor183

ning Masitah saw the field herons flying in a line to Syonan-to. And after … Masitah dreaded telling Budin about
it. However, she had to give a satisfactory account one morning when Budin found her vomiting.
“I’m expecting, love.”
“What?” Budin exclaimed.
He pulled the towel off his shoulder and approached Masitah who was still perched on the chair before the
mirror of the dressing table. The sunlight pierced through the window fiercely, warming up the room.
Budin’s sudden presence at her side startled her. Masitah feared she had unknowingly divulged her memory of
the past, and was convinced that she had actually done so.
“You … expecting again, Mas?”
Masitah was silent for quite a while. Finally, she answered,
“Ah, it’s nothing. If I hadn’t shocked you so, you’d go on dreaming. Do go to the well. It’s already late. Jali
has probably finished bathing.”
Budin sighed audibly.
“I like the way you pull my leg, Mas. You’re pretty good at teasing: That’s why I’m never bored with you,” he
said. He bent down, patted Masitah on her behind and walked out of the room.
*
Masitah stood up, stripped off the bedsheet and folded it neatly. She took the three pillows to the window to air
them in the sun. From the cupboard, she took out a bedspread which she used to cover the bed in the daytime.
Sumi and Salmi were still in the kitchen. Sumi, who was busy cutting up cucumbers, cried out to Salmi that the
kettle was boiling. Masitah heard the shout and Salmi’s noisy reply. Silence then interrupted the din and the conversation her daughters made. The interruption, Masitah reflected, could often be harsh and abrupt, but pleasing
all the same.
A few minutes later, the racket resumed and this time was reinforced by Jali’s voice. How close the sisters
were to their brother Jali, Masitah thought. The affection that often gave rise to gaiety and the fondness that burst
forth into laughter were reflected within Masitah’s own heart.
“You love him more than us,” Sumi said to her father, for both her sister and herself.
“Because he’s fairer than us, right?” Salmi chimed in.
“And he’s a boy.”
“Ah, there you go again, the two of you,” Budin contradicted them. “What proof have you that I discriminate
against you? You and Jali are my children whom both your mother and I love equally. Hear that? Equally. How
can we treat you differently?”
Masitah merely shook her head. Neither Sumi nor Salmi could counter their father’s argument. But Sumi had
inevitably raised the one question that often pained Masitah.
“Sorry, Father. We just weren’t too sure. But Jali’s complexion is different from ours. Not the color of ripe
sawo.”
“Enough, enough!” This was how Budin would chide them. “You, Sumi, are fond of stretching any argument
to its furthest limit, aren’t you? He’s a boy. I’m not surprised if a boy’s complexion is different from yours. Do
you hear? I’m not at all surprised.”
Budin’s firm rebuke silenced both Sumi and Salmi. The silence fell upon the house too. Masitah could hear no
noise from the kitchen. The three were probably racking their brains for ideas to lighten things up, Masitah
reflected.
Pandemonium broke loose again as Budin left the kitchen. He entered the bedroom after having his bath.
Masitah was seated in a chair, lost in thought. Budin cleared his throat.
“Finished?”
“Yes.”
Masitah stood up and walked to the closet. She threw open the door and took out for Budin a pair of underpants, a singlet, a pair of black trousers and a white shirt, and placed them all on the bed. Closing the cupboard,
she said:
“I’ve put your clothes on the bed. Do join us for breakfast when you’re ready. We’ll wait for you at the dining
table.”
*
Budin merely nodded. Masitah walked out of the room and closed the door softly. The sweet smell of breakfast
from the kitchen titillated her nose. Masitah took her time to go to the kitchen, tarrying in the living room while
she swept the floor. She picked up the conversation between her three children.
But it was Jali’s voice that pierced her heart. A deep and sonorous voice that could transport her mind to a
particular incident. It was this voice that had one day turned soft, sad and imploring.
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“Mother, forgive me if I tell you the truth,” Masitah heard the teenaged Jali say.
“Speak up. Why are you trembling, son? God made mothers responsible creatures who would be constant
guides to their children. I have never refused to listen to you, have I?”
“Are you prepared to face the truth? And to resolve it?”
“What is it? Tell me before it’s too late.”
“Mother, I almost molested Khatijah, the daughter of …”
“You are no different from your …,”\fn{ There is a word missing in the text:H } Masitah silently rebuked her son. To
his face, she remained speechless and only her tears fell. Warm tears that brought new feelings of pain. Masitah
remembered how, after the “confes-sion,” she ran in search of Khatijah’s mother. She threw herself at the
mother’s mercy, told her everything that had happened and finally begged for forgiveness over and over. That was
all she could do.
Fortunately, Khatijah’s mother was quick to grasp the whole situation. Although in the beginning she lashed
out bitterly (it so happened that only she and Khatijah were at home then), she gradually quietened down for she
too realized the need to bury deep in the heart the ill news that would mar the family’s honor. The whole affair
had to be smothered convincingly and silenced with prayers and hopes that it would be sorted out and soon forgotten. But only after Masitah wept copiously did Khatijah’s mother agree that the incident should remain a family secret.
*
Several months after the incident, when Jali seemed relaxed and confident that his dark secret was safe with
the family, Masitah tried to fathom his feelings for Khatijah. If he had almost molested her, he should assume
responsibility for the deed. A village maiden must maintain her innocence. The man who had touched her should,
therefore, safeguard her honor and duly respect her. The conservative values of P. S. village had not changed
much.
But each time Masitah tried to raise the subject, Jali would either evade it, or if pressed into a confession, he
would hide his feelings in a story.
“What sort of story?” Masitah once asked him.
“It’s from a novel, Mother. But, ah, why do I enjoy love stories?”
“But you’re equally interested in books on electronics, aren’t you? Never mind, what’s the story like?”
“It’s about a sailor, mother. He had dreamt of becoming a sailor ever since he was small. He channeled his
thoughts of love to the sea. The port he set off from prospered and grew over the years and many ships came and
went. One day, he asked himself, ‘Why don’t I explore this world by sea? What lies beyond this stretch of blue
sea? And beyond it? And still further beyond?’ Finally, he resolved to become a sailor, and since then, he has been
exploring every corner of the world.”
“Didn’t he marry?” Masitah asked.
“Well, that problem occupied his mind all right. He met many beautiful girls at every port. If you were a man,
Mother, could you imagine it? Hundreds of beautiful girls at hundreds of foreign ports. If you were a man,
Mother, could you possibly choose?”
“He finally married a foreign girl, I suppose,” Masitah ventured.
“You guessed wrong, Mother!”
“Is that so? I’m glad I was wrong.”
“In his tiny hometown port, he met a girl. She was young, full of life and with eyes as clear as a rabbit’s.
Thoughts of her were what one could perhaps call love.
“Do you know what happened after that, Mother? The sailor abandoned his trip to a faraway land and returned
to the tiny port. It seemed his feelings were shared by someone else.”
“Who?”
“The girl, of course. She became depressed as soon as he left. She would frequent the port every day, hoping
for the sailor to come home. The moment she had been waiting for finally arrived. The sailor returned home to
meet his sweetheart. And the girl met her sailor. They wept openly at the port, quite oblivious of the people
around them. In the end, they got mar—”
“Mother, breakfast’s ready,” Sumi called out from the kitchen.
Masitah was jerked back to reality and the broom slipped from her hand. A few minutes later, Budin came out
of the room and glanced at her.
“I heard breakfast is ready. Let’s eat, Mas,” Budin invited her.
“You go ahead,” Masitah replied. “I’ve left something behind at the well.”
*
She leant the broom against the wall, walked to the door and, without looking at Budin, headed straight for the
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well. Have you really left something behind at the well, Mas?
She heard the question coming from within her heart. As she made her way to the well, Masitah could hear
Sumi chaffing Jali. Then she heard Jali’s eager retort that he was climbing the ladder of success. The family, he
pointed out, should be equally proud of his success.
For quite some time, Masitah and Budin had known of Jali’s potential. His teacher’s glowing reports (which
Budin intimated to Masitah) and their earnestness reinforced what they already knew. He is markedly different
from Sumi and Salmi, Masitah reflected.
She remembered how her husband strove for Jali to be sent abroad. But the cost proved an obstacle they could
not overcome. This, Masitah noticed, often made her husband despondent. And Jali too.
On reaching the well, Masitah scanned the area, wondering if she had indeed left anything behind. After thoroughly searching, Masitah was satisfied that she had not.
She gazed at the clear green water. Her face was reflected on the calm surface. She could not fathom the feelings that clouded the reflection. But sensing the turmoil in her heart and the tautness of her face, Masitah knew
the same turmoil underlay the image on that tranquil surface.
A leaf from a nearby nangka tree fluttered down and grazed the surface of the well. The reflection rippled.
Masitah looked up at the nangka tree that had grown big and tall. Was that not the same tree she and Budin had
planted shortly after Jali was born? Masitah remembered those incidents of long ago. And the sawo tree planted
after Sumi’s birth? It was now tall and dense with foliage. And when she was expecting Salmi, she remembered
savoring with relish its unripe fruit.
“The bitter taste is to my liking, and, anyway, they’ll be devoured by flying foxes at night if they’re left to
ripen on the tree,” Masitah explained to Budin.
*
Masitah’s ears picked up the drone of aeroplanes. When she looked up she could see hundreds of aeroplanes in
formation zooming in the direction of Syonan-to. Heading south. The aeroplanes resembled field herons, she
thought again. Silvery white. The loud whine forced Masitafito cover her ears. And at that moment, a man walked
towards her and held her captive. Masitah was not sure how long he had been there.
“Let me go,” Masitah screamed.
“What’s wrong, Mas?”
Masitah clung to Budin tightly. Sumi and Salmi looked on. Then Masitah herself loosened the grip. She heaved
a long sigh and threw her gaze at the runway. Not thousands of field herons, Masitah realized, but a single
aeroplane speeding away for takeoff.
“It’s all right, Mother,” soothed Salmi. “Five years is not a long time for Jali to remain abroad. It is with your
blessing that he leaves us. It’s all right, Mother. Tokyo is not very far from here.”
Slowly Masitah wiped away her tears. Five years. Tokyo. Jali. These are realities I must face, she reflected.
Sumi clutched her mother’s arm whilst Salmi stroked her hair. Budin’s left arm encircled Masitah’s waist.
They strained their eyes at the plane now suspended in space, having left the runway. The plane soared northwards. Tinier and tinier, until it was out of Budin’s sight.
Sumi’s sight.
Salmi’s sight.
And out of Masitah’s sight.
*
Masitah was still staring at the sky that beautiful morning. The others’ eyes were similarly fixed in the same
direction. Slowly, Masitah held out both hands in a gesture of entreaty to God and silently prayed. She whispered
her prayer softly, so softly, for herself alone.
“Oh God, his going away has freed me from the burdens imposed by this war. I thank You for giving me the
strength to conceal my secret and to battle the raging war within my heart through all these years. With Your
blessing, I’ve built a happy home. But he will come back in five years. And if, with Your divine blessing, I should
live long enough to face that moment, I beg of You only to give me the strength You’ve given me before. Amen.”
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1
Long ago, the world had not yet existed and in fact there was nothing at all on the face of the earth except for a
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round piece of rock.
One day the rock split and inside the rock were two children, a boy and a girl. They came out of the rock and
stood on it. From inside the rock, underneath them, a stream of water flowed.
These children grew up to become knowledgeable adults and they sought to form the world.
*
One day, the man sensed an aura of energy in the air. When he reached out for it with his hand, he noticed that
it bore a smell. He brought his hand to his nose and smelled the aroma of the sky. Immediately he desired to form
it.
The woman too smelled another aura of energy in the air. She reached out for it and it smelled of the earth.
With that she desired to form land for the world they sought to create.
Together, they sat for the night and started their work.
The man began to form a piece of sky and the woman used her hands to mold some earth. As the man forged,
the sky in his hands began to grow and widen. The piece of earth between the woman’s hands also began to grow.
But very soon, the man became sleepy and went to sleep for awhile. The woman was still wide awake and
continued to work on forming the land. When the woman realized that her piece of land had grown so much more
than the man’s piece of sky, she woke him up.
“Come on now, wake up and continue forming the sky. Look, my piece of land is getting quite large. Soon you
would not have enough sky for my land,” she told him.
The man was disgruntled but nevertheless woke up to work on his sky. So there they were again, forming the
sky and land for the world they were creating. Both the man and woman sensed that their handiwork was indeed
getting larger.
But goodness gracious! The man fell asleep again.
Meanwhile the woman was tirelessly forming the earth in between her hands so that they will become lands.
So diligent was she that she could actually sneak in a break and have a short nap as her hands continued forming
land!
One day, the woman could no longer get the man to continue on his work of forming the sky.
“Oh come on now! Would you please wake up? You really need to form more sky. Just take a look at all the
land I’ve formed,” the woman urged the man. The man roused himself from his sleep and said,
“Goodness! Just how much land do you need to form? You know the piece of sky I have formed is really more
than enough for your land. Leave me alone. I am really sleepy.” With that. he went on back to sleep.
“But just take a look at my land now. It truly is bigger than your sky.” the woman told the man. He said.
“All right, all right. I shall walk around all the land you have formed and see for myself whether my piece of
sky above your land is indeed smaller than your piece of land.”
*
So he got up and began to walk all around it. My, my! Yes indeed. the sky was too small! For all the land could
not fit under the sky.
With a great urgency and with all his might. the man started pushing the land inwards so that it will form into
piles. He pushed some and pulled some and pretty soon he managed to make a few piles here and there. Finally.
all the earth could fit under the piece of sky he made—albeit, some of the earth was piled up high, while others
were flat.
And so it was and came to be the belief of our ancestors, that these piles of earth are actually hills and mountains. For no hills and mountains were formed until the man had pushed and piled the earth.
Surely it was right here in our village that the man had piled up all the earth!
2
Once upon a time, there was a childless couple that longed to have their own baby. They tried to have one for
quite some time but still they had none.
One day, the couple went to pick young fern tips for a meal. They looked forward to having the tender fern
shoots as they made a delicious meal.
As they were gathering the ferns, suddenly they heard a baby crying! They looked at each other in surprise and
stopped what they were doing. They stilled themselves and listened harder to determine where the crying was
coming from.
How surprised they were to find the baby lying on the path! Both husband and wife were overjoyed to see the
baby, surely this was an answer to their prayer. The poor thing was crying and had no clothes on. So the woman
gathered the baby into her arms and wrapped a piece of cloth around him. With the baby in the woman’s arms, the
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couple started to head on back for home.
But in a little while the baby was restless and started to cry. So the woman stopped to check on him. The baby
stopped crying. And the woman started walking again. But again the baby started to cry.
Since the baby was quite a big one, the woman could feel his weight on her. She adjusted the baby onto her
body, thinking that perhaps the baby would be more comfortable in another position. But as soon as she did that,
the baby started to nuzzle at her breast!
“Should I nurse him?” the woman asked her husband. The husband enchanted by the tender moment immediately said yes.
The woman unbuttoned her top and suckled the baby at her breast. Immediately she felt a sharp pain piercing
her at the nipple but thought that this was perhaps how it was like when one first starts to nurse a child. She
decided to bear with the pain until they got home. As the baby nursed steadily, the husband decided that they
should move on again. For it was almost dark and soon they would find it too hard to see their path.
*
But quite unknown to the husband, the wife was feeling strangely ill. And the baby in her arms was starting to
get heavier. As she walked slowly alongside her husband, he turned to her. How shocked he was to find his wife’s
deathly countenance looking up at him! When he looked down, he was extremely puzzled to find that the baby
has grown bigger!
Then suddenly the wife fumbled and collapsed to her knees. With that the husband was immediately alarmed
and horrified to see that the baby was stubbornly suckling and unperturbed by the situation of his mother. The
man took a hold of the baby to lay him aside, so he could attend to his wife. But the baby had latched on so tightly
t6 his wife’s breast that he could not peel him away from her at all!
He began to struggle with the baby and sensed that something was terribly wrong. Something was not right
about the baby. It was sucking the very life out of the woman!
The husband wasted no time. He knew how perilous the spirit-world could become. He felt sure that the ‘baby’
was not of their own kind. They had stumbled upon the spirit-world of the forest.
In exasperation, the man grabbed the baby and pulled hard. To his horror, he had yanked away so hard that his
wife’s nipple was ripped off her breast! The ‘baby’ had latched on too hard. What a relief that his wife did not die
because of this!
Anger coursed through his veins and with a slash of his bush-knife, the man struck at the baby.
Horror of horrors! For out of the deep gash on the baby’s side were hundreds of leeches! They were fat and full
of blood.
The man became crazed and started after the .leeches that were escaping into the pond nearby. The man struck
at the leeches one by one till he could see no more of them in sight.
However, not all the leeches were killed for today their kind survived. Those that managed to flee into the
pond became water leeches and those that scurried inland became land leeches.
3
There was once a woman whose house was badly infested with bedbugs!
She also had terrible ulcerating sores on her back. After sometime, the sores on her back healed and her back
became smooth. But little did she know that there were bedbugs that remained in place where the sores once were.
The poor woman did not know that these bedbugs were feeding on her blood and burrowing deeper into her flesh.
Now, the woman was distracted by an itch on her back and this stopped her from going anywhere or getting
anything done. Oh, but how her back itched! The itch was making her miserable. For it felt like a crawling and
tickling sensation beneath her skin.
She begged her husband to help her scratch the itch away. And so he would scratch her back vigorously but no
matter how hard he scratched, it didn’t do her any good. The itch would not seem to stop!
Well, eventually her husband became frustrated seeing her in this state. For all she wanted to do the whole day
was scratch her back to relieve the itching. He now had to watch over her constantly for she had no desire to work
and was letting their vegetable garden go to ruin.
*
One day, he noticed that the banana tree in the garden had become especially shiny. He found out that his wife
had gone to rub her back against it so many times that the tree trunk had begun to shine. The woman would find
that by rubbing her back against the tree trunk, her itch would stop for a while but then the itch would start again
as soon as she stopped. So when her husband returned from work, she would ask him to continue scratching her
back. This routine went on day after day.
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The husband noticed that the woman was growing thinner and thinner. She had lost all appetite for food and
was completely obsessed by the itch on her back.
“Just what do you suppose is inside your back?” the husband said to her. He was very frustrated seeing his
wife in this state. The wife could only give him a helpless look for she was at her wit’s end with this unusual
problem. One day the husband thought,
“I just have to find out what is going on inside her back!”
So he thought of a way to make a cut in her back and with that get to look inside to see what was causing the
itch. So he sharpened a piece of bamboo skin and stuck it on the trunk of the banana tree, After doing so, the
husband went to hide himself near the banana tree and there he waited secretly for his wife to come into the
garden,
When the woman came into the garden, she went straight for the banana tree to scratch her back, She stood
with her back against the trunk and began to rub with up and down motions. But instead of a soothing sensation,
she felt a sharp pain as the bamboo pierced her back.
Horror of horrors! When the woman turned to see what had caused the sharp pain, her husband saw an .
incredible number of bedbugs coming out of the cut on her back! There were so many of them collected there that
they had actually formed a deep hole in her back. Worst of all the bugs had been sucking on her blood because
they were fat from it!
Until today, there’s the belief that bedbugs still continue to suck the blood of humans. That is why whenever
we see them, we immediately go forward to crush them.
4
Once there was a woman who cared for a caterpillar as if it were a child!
She truly loved the caterpillar; she played with it and even slept with it when bedtime came. No one knew that
during the night, the caterpillar would suckle at her breast to nurse! The woman enjoyed this, as she was childless.
So she continued nursing the caterpillar and it grew larger. The caterpillar had grown so used to the nursing
that if the woman left its side, it would callout to her “Wa’ong!” to be nursed.
Somehow as soon as the woman hears the caterpillar calling out to her like this, she would leave whatever she
was doing to attend to it.
This went on for a long time. Until one day the woman became uninterested in anything else but nursing the
caterpillar. She grew thinner and thinner for she did not eat either. As she continued to nurse the caterpillar, she
became even thinner.
Her husband became very concerned to see that his wife herself had become so thin but the caterpillar she was
nursing was as big as a pillow! The husband suspected that there was something strange about the caterpillar. It
must be a knowing spirit with an evil nature.
The more he thought on this, the more he became enraged with the caterpillar. He was so overcome with rage
that without thinking he took a sharp bush-knife and hacked at the caterpillar.
Blood immediately poured out of the caterpillar and it died.
His wife suddenly seemed herself again. She did not even show any sign of grief at the death of the caterpillar
that had once nursed at her breast like a child.
This is the story of the woman who was compelled by a strange power to raise a caterpillar as a child.
5
Do you know why the mosquito is fond of buzzing in our ears? Well, here’s a story of why it does so.
Once upon a time, a handsome young man was lost in the forest. He had gone hunting but did not manage to
leave the forest before nightfall. So he went to look for a good spot to settle in for the night. He chanced upon a
big tree and went to sleep under it.
That night, mosquitoes came to attack him. But these mosquitoes decided not to do so when they saw that the
young man was very handsome. Instead, they decided to tell their queen about the presence of this young man in
the forest.
The queen was very excited to learn about this handsome young man in the forest. She wanted to see him for
herself and flew in great speed to the spot where the man was.
Seeing that he was truly handsome, she turned herself into a beautiful maiden with her magical powers. She
tapped on the man’s shoulder to wake him up. What a surprise he had to find a beautiful maiden in the deep of the
forest.
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“You are all alone here tonight. I see that you must have been unable to find your way in the dark. Come home
with me and I will provide you some food and a place to sleep for the night,” said the maiden.
The young man was so enchanted by her beauty that he did not think to ask her who she was. So he followed
her back to her home. They walked for a short while and came to a large and beautiful house in the forest. There
the queen told her mosquitoes, which had also been transformed into humans, to prepare a meal for the young
man. The young man enjoyed the delicious meal and drank the wine that the queen served him. The queen and her
mosquito-servants were also drinking the wine and pretty soon, they were quite drunk.
But the young man was not drunk and he was wide awake. He saw that the queen and her servants were fast
asleep in their chairs. So, he decided to have a tour of the house. He started walking about the house and
wondered to himself that it was quite strange indeed to have this beautiful house deep in the forest.
When he came upon a room, he had a tremendous shock!
For in the room were seven large jars, which were full of blood!
“Just who are these people?” he thought. “And what are these jars of blood doing here?” he wondered again.
At that he became very frightened, for out in the forest, the only creatures he knew that would suck blood are
mosquitoes!
“These people must be mosquitoes! If I stay here, I would fall under their spell and never return home again.
They will suck all the blood out of me too!” he thought to himself quickly.
*
With that, he raced for the door. He will leave this enchanted forest at once!
As he passed by his sleeping hostess, he decided to steal the queen’s earring as a souvenir. The queen’s
earrings were sparkling under the lights of the dining hall. A quick move and he managed to slip off one of her
earrings. He was not able to take off the other earring as the queen was asleep on her side.
As soon as that was done, he ran for the door without ever looking back. He ran and ran until he reached the
sea. And there he crossed the sea and crossed all the other seas until he felt safe-away from the queen and her
mosquitoes.
Meanwhile, the queen woke up and found that her handsome guest had gone. His satchel was gone and to her
dismay, so was her earring!
She was enraged and ordered all her mosquitoes to search for the man and retrieve her precious earring.
“Do not return unless you have found him! And when you do, I want you to suck him dry of his blood!” she
commanded in her fury.
The mosquitoes banded together and then went split ways. They covered all the vast areas and went over many
seas but still they could not find the young man.
Which is why today, the mosquitoes are still buzzing in our ears. They are probably investigating to see
whether their queen’s earring is dangling on our earlobe.
Till they find it, these mosquitoes will be ever so fond of buzzing in our ears!
141.64 The Creation Of The World: A Folktale\fn{by Batin Bin Hok (c.1950?Malaysia (M) 3

)}

Sungei Krau, Pahang State,

Long, long ago, God sent into the world for the first time Proman, second below God, the general of God.
So it was when he descended that the world did not yet have the skin of the earth and the rock beneath. There
were seas within the white and blue dome of the sky—all was ocean. There was no earth yet in the world. Not yet
had the world come to be—there was only ocean, ocean inside the young blue dome of the sky. But God sent
Proman into the dome of the sky.
*
When he descended from Ala’ ta’ala’, the greatest God, Proman prayed to him. He asked God to create the
world inside the ocean, the dome of the sky and the air that is blue. When he had prayed to God, God said to him,
“It can be done, but you must gather the foam of the sea. When the foam of the sea is gathered, you must
knead it until it is tightly packed. Knead it with the palm of your hand. Make the rock. Make the world.”
As closely as he could, he followed the will of God.
As much as he could, he took in his hand the froth of the sea.
He kneaded it, and he placed it on top of the skin of the ocean, upon the skin of the water, the skin of the sea,
in the navel of the sea, in the ocean within the dome of the air, air of the young blue sky.
When he had thus placed it, following the will of God, he named the rock Pulau Pricha. This was the name
given to that which fell and became rock, to that which became the world.
It was hard; it sat on top of the sea. And when the rock was hard, he placed a great serpent with the head of a
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cow beneath it—a huge dragon beneath the rock.
After a long, long time, after Proman had been making the rock for nearly one thousand years, it grew and
grew in size. He gathered the froth of the sea, and when he had gathered it, when he had gathered the froth of the
sea, it grew to more or less ten miles in width.
*
And when it was ten miles in width and in length, Proman once again made a request of God—this time, that
he create people. He wanted to create people to inhabit the world he had made—to inhabit the froth of the sea that
he had kneaded to shape the earth, Pulau Pricha. From the froth of the sea originated the skin of the earth. So God
said to Proman,
“It can be done, but make the image of mankind in the image of Adam.”
Neither Ala’ ta’ala’ nor Proman could be seen, for they had no mouths then, as mankind does today. They
spoke without mouths, they spoke above the wind. Once again he prayed to God. Proman asked,
“How shall I make the image of Adam?”
To make the image of Adam, the face, the nose, the eyes, Proman took earth in his hand, earth that became
rock in his hand, and with it he made the likeness of Adam. Hence this image of Adam was more or less the image
of all mankind.
“What does he look like?” he asked. Proman looked, and he said,
“Oh, this is the way he looks. He has a nose, he has eyes, he has a head, he has hair.”
God gave Proman only a shadow of the likeness of Adam. All mankind is made in this image. Then Proman
kneaded a piece of earth, shaping a face and nose. He looked into the water of the sea, at the shadow in the water.
“Right!” he said. When the image was right, God said,
“This is the way. Here is the clear image of the likeness of Adam.”
But God could not be seen. Proman also could not be seen. They spoke in the wind, they did not appear one to
the other. As it were, Proman did not see God, and God did not see Proman. They did not see one another, they
only spoke to one another. When Proman knew how, he kneaded the earth; he made the image of mankind. The
name of this image was Adam. Of this image named Adam, God said,
“Good. Now that there is Adam, give him his life’s breath.” Once again Proman made a request of God.
“Hold out the palm of your hand,” said God to Proman.
He held out the palm of his hand. When he reached out, God placed therein the life’s breath of Adam.
“Don’t fool around,” said God. “Now squeeze, for about ten minutes.”
For a long time he squeezed, squeezed without opening his hand, squeezed without resting. The palm of his
hand grew hot, and grew hotter and hotter still.
“Squeeze!” said God to Proman. “Squeeze until it is tightly packed!”
*
After some time, he could no longer sustain it. His hand opened, and out rolled the image of mankind. But it
did not turn out to be the image of mankind. It had become Papa Iblis—the king of the bes,\fn{Evil spirits.} the
prophet of the bes. And when he appeared, he announced,
“Hey, I am Papa Iblis!”
Once again Proman prayed to God. He asked,
“How is it that he calls himself Papa Iblis? How has he come to be the Devil?”
“This has come to pass because you did not squeeze for the full ten minutes. You had to let go, you could not
sustain the heat. Only one more minute, and mankind would have been given its breath.”
After this Proman prayed again.
“Make this image again,” said God, “the same as the one you saw in the water.” Proman asked,
“The previous one became Iblis. What will he do?”
“This one, in the future, will eat people. When there are many people, he will prey upon them,” came the reply
from God.
*
Once again Proman set to work. He took in his hand some earth, earth from the Primeval Land that had
become the world.
Once again he set to work. Clear was the likeness of Adam. Clear was the image of mankind. Once again he
requested the breath of life from God.
“Ah, yes,” said God, and gave it to him. “Hold out the palm of your hand. Now squeeze for ten minutes. Do
not open your hand at all. No matter how hot it becomes, do not open it!”
He held it very tightly, not daring to open the palm of his hand. There passed one minute, two minutes, three
minutes, four minutes, five minutes, six minutes, seven minutes …
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“There are just three minutes left,” said God.
Eight minutes, nine minutes, ten minutes passed. Then his hand became cold again. There came from within
the hand of Proman a throbbing pulse.
“Now blow,” said God. “Blow into the figure in your hand.”
And when he blew, it breathed, it breathed with deep sighs.
“This image of man is now truly Adam,” said God.
“The other one became Papa Iblis instead, because he was not given enough time—you opened your hand too
soon. In time to come, he will turn around and prey on man. He will eat the grandchildren and all the descendants
of Adam.”
But Adam was already alive. God named him Adam, the first of mankind. Said Proman,
“Adam will live for about thirty years.” And he said to God,
“What is to be done about this? How is Adam alone to be the progenitor of mankind?” God replied,
“Then make woman!”
*
“How am I to make the likeness of woman?”
“She has the same appearance as the one before. But make her hair long, and give her breasts.” Proman asked,
“What do breasts look like? What does long hair look like?”
“Now look into the sea, look at the reflection in the sea—it is the reflection of mankind.” Proman looked.
“Oh, so this is the way a woman looks.”
He took some earth, and he set to work. He made her bosom, made her vagina and her hair. When he had made
these, he asked,
“What shall her name be?”
“Her name is Siti Hawa, the wife of Adam.” Siti Hawa is made.
“Now, in order that she breathe, hold out your hand as before, and do not let go for ten minutes.” Proman held
out his hand.
“Now squeeze!” He squeezed, and in his hand there was a throbbing pulse, throbbing, throbbing, until it was
hot, as hot as fire.
“There remains one minute,” said God. “Now squeeze one more minute, and after one minute, the ten minutes
will be complete.” It became cold again.
“Now blow into the fontanel\fn{The space between the frotal and parietal bones of the skull in an infant or fetus where ossification is not complete and the sutures not yet fully formed:W } of Siti Hawa. Blow!”
Poufff!
When he had blown thus, breath came to her, and she breathed in deep sighs. In this way they came to life,
both the prophet Adam and Siti Hawa.
*
So, the earth was newly created at the request of Proman.
But he did not live on the skin of the earth. Neither did he live in the sky. In the middle of nothing lived
Proman and God.
They do not behold each other. Proman is not seen by God, and God is not seen by Proman. Proman is number
two, the general of God, Ala’ ta’ala’, who is the greatest.
Just after this there came Papa Iblis, who changed into many forms. Part of him became the wind. Part of him
became animal, and part became germs.
He descended upon mankind and preyed on him. After a time, one part became many parts. He turned into evil
spirits called bes—this bes, that bes and many races of bes. But his true name was Iblis—Papa Iblis.
This misfortune was caused by an error. Proman made the error when he failed to persist in squeezing his
hand. Thus, the evil spirits, bes, were the first to be given life.
Because they were the first, they were victorious, and they could prey upon mankind.
But though they preyed on mankind, God gave their powers to man also. Proman received their powers. Iblis
taught his magic to Proman.
“So that he will not prey on me, I must teach him my magic,” said Iblis. When Proman had learned the magic
of the Devil, he understood.
*
Then came the prophet Adam to Proman, requesting the powers of the bes. It was from the bes that Proman
had learned these powers. When Adam requested the magical powers, they were granted to him. Having the
magic, he lived like this—when the bes looked upon him, they were afraid.
At that time Iblis lived here in the world. Adam used his powers to drive him away. So he fled, to live far away.
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If they met, Adam used his magic; he used it to chase Iblis away to his faraway place.
But later, when there are many people living in the world, when the world has grown large with many lands
within it, then these bes will also multiply. They will multiply here, there, and everywhere.
But Papa Iblis will disappear. Only the bes will remain. There will remain only hordes of bes.
*
Papa Iblis lived ten thousand years ago. And then he died. God took his life—God ended his life because there
were many people. People multiplied, replacing other people. So Papa Iblis was killed by God, his life’s breath
was taken away by God.
Papa Iblis was no more, who had stolen his breath from Proman. When his breath was extinguished, it became
the wind.
In his absence, men thrived, but so did bes. He was replaced by the rajas of the bes—Do’ Ti’ Janggi, Do’ Ti’
Janggut, Bajang Laut and Bajang Pulau. He was replaced, and things were as they are now. When one thing dies,
another replaces it. When Janggi dies, Janggi is replaced. When Bajang Laut and Bajang Pulau die, they are
replaced. This is the way things are.
So, when this had come to pass, the world grew larger and its lands increased in number, spreading in many
directions.
Bes preyed on mankind, devouring men. It made no difference whether the men were Jah Hut, Chinese, Malay,
White, or Indian—all the races were preyed upon.
*
Because of this, Proman brought yet another question to God. God said,
“Why have you come to seek me, Proman?”
“Ah, I have come to seek you because I am afraid men cannot endure, they are dying. Why must they die?
Why must bes prey upon them?”
“Ah, it is like this,” said God. “Let the bes be. Men will endure nonetheless. Without bes, there would be too
many men to fit into the world. Because there are bes, the world is in balance. One man dies, another man lives.
Another man dies, yet another lives. It is the same with bes as it is with men. One bes dies, another replaces it.”
“With mankind, it is like this: bes will prey upon them, and they will be replaced, again and again and again.
But if they did not die, if men in the world were never to die, they would become more, and more, and more, until
they would not fit, until the skin of the earth would not hold them. When they could no longer fit, what would
they eat? How would they live?
“Men would overcrowd the earth. Hence, I made the bes, so that many men would die, so that many men
would live. Where one lives, he takes the life’s breath from one who dies. Where one dies, he gives his life’s
breath to one who lives. This is the way it is.”
276.174 1. Her Hair 2. The Rainstorm 3. The Translabor 4. King Of The Sea: Four Short Stories\fn{by Dina Zaman
(1969- )} Kuala Lumpur, Malaysia (F) 11
1
After stopping several times along the way to buy banana fritters, kerepok lekor and at a petrol station to
relieve themselves, Akmal and his friends eventually arrive at a quiet part of Kemaman, having driven past
brightly lit petroleum refineries, townships birthed from the oil and gas boom, and ageing villages amidst the development. Finally, after what seems like an eternity, they stop for the night at Ana’s sister’s house, in the middle
of nowhere, where they cannot even smell the sea.
The house looks like it has been dropped out of the sky onto a deserted expanse of white sand. There are no
other houses around, and nor are there streetlights or palm trees lining the road. It is another low-cost home in
shades of dull white, on a plot of dry, yellowed grass.
It is the end of the college semester, and the camping society has organised this trip up to Gua Musang to
explore the caves. Someone—he cannot remember who—had suggested this drive through Terengganu to savour
the sea and the food, and everyone had simply nodded and whooped at the suggestion.
*
Akmal looks over the group. Six of them are mates from his dorm: all wiry, dressed in track pants and loose Tshirts, and all set to impress the girls. He smiles as he sees Jeng flirting with Ana.
Ana, Siti and Aishah tumble out of the two vans, laughing and talking loudly.
“What a relief to stretch our legs.” They adjust their tudungs and smooth their creased blouses.
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Akmal and the boys gather around for a smoke. None of them talk. It has been a long journey from Kuala
Lumpur, and they have another five-hour drive tomorrow to their destination.
The last one to emerge from the van, looking up at the sky, is Sharina. She is the youngest of them all, and the
quietest. She turns towards the boys when she hears a cough, but looks away when she realises it is Akmal. He
notices this and smiles.
Dinner is organised by the host, Yan, and her children. Her husband is away, but for her, the visitors are
welcome, for she does not get many, the way she lives in the middle of nowhere. The guests are lively, and the men
break into song from time to time. Akmal laughs at Jeng’s analysis of local politics. He catches Sharina looking at
him, but she turns away again, before shooting another glance at him.
Plates and glasses appear, with rice and lauk.\fn{Onion} The stillness of the night is broken by high-pitched
shrieks of merriment, and jokes which echo through the barren neighbourhood. Everyone talks at the same time
about the impending rafting expedition tomorrow.
Gua Musang is going to be tough. This they agree. Akmal leans against the wall and nods. Gua Musang is going to be rough, all right. But not as difficult as wooing that girl Sharina. Damn it, she’s stubborn.
“Do you think the rapids will be like those at Jeram Busu?”
“I hear they’re grade six.”
“Ipeng, we don’t want you in our raft, you’re hopeless!”
“Excuse me, who saved you when your raft capsized the last time? If not for me, lelaki Melayu terakhir …”
“Ooo-wek, listen to him! Ha ha ha.”
Akmal notices Sharina struggling with her headscarf, which has unravelled. She isn’t wearing the normal
tudung with a skull cap beneath; she wears only a loose scarf wrapped around her head and neck stylishly, like a
celebrity. She absentmindedly strokes an earlobe and tugs at her earring. This exposes her ear momentarily, but
she covers it again quickly, with her scarf. Akmal catches sight of her ear, it resembles a coral-pink seashell, one
that vanishes as the high tide scurries up the beach and takes it back to the sea. He is still staring at her when Jeng
nudges him.
“You full, Akmal?”
“Yes. The food is good.”
“Want to go out for a smoke?”
*
After Isya prayers, everyone settles down to sleep in the living room. The house is a small one and has only
two bedrooms, both occupied by the family. Sleeping bags emerge from the vans and the car, and somehow they
manage to find sufficient space on kapok mattresses, cushions and the sarongs that their hostess has laid out on
the cement floor. Jeng complains,
“This is going to be bad for my back.”
“You should get used to this; we have a long trip,” someone says.
Akmal uses one of the cushions from the living room as his pillow. The cement floor is cool. Most of the women
sleep with their heads still in their tudung, but Sharina removes her scarf, and puts on a white knitted skullcap to
cover her hair. She sleeps on an old sofa with wooden slats for its back, that they have pushed to the middle of the
room to separate the men’s area from the women’s. The girls giggle.
“Sharina, you’re our bodyguard.”
“Don’t worry, I’ll karate-chop them where it hurts most. Ha ha ha.”
“Make sure the boys don’t peek at us while we’re asleep.”
The boys sleep in the clothes they have travelled in. Jeng sleeps with his spectacles still on his face. The twins
—Anuar and Faisal—whisper back and forth amidst stifled laughter. Soon, the sound of deep and shallow
breathing permeates the room. From time to time, someone coughs. A loud fart escapes from one sleeper.
“Sharina.”
Akmal crouches behind the sofa. He looks around to see if anyone is awake, listening or looking. He
whispers again.
“Na … wake up.”
Sharina stirs.
“Mmmm?”
“Huh?”
Sharina wakes up with a start. She curls up and looks around the room, rubbing her eyes. She cocks her head
slightly.
“Sini,” Akmal beckons her. Sharina’s eyes widen.
“Na, do you think it’s all right for me to see your hair?”
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“What?”
“Can you take off your anak telekung? Sekejap je. So I can see the real you.”
Her mouth slackens and then closes. She frowns.
“No. Go away. I want to sleep.”
“Na …” he pleads.
She disappears from his view. Akmal creeps up over the back of the sofa and sees her lying on her side, staring
at the wall. She sighs, turns over to lie on her back, folds her legs up and wraps her arms around them.
“Akmal, go to sleep.”
The ceiling fan blades rotate noisily: chak chak chak. The sound reminds Akmal of a lone gecko calling out to
its mate. Someone mutters in his sleep. Bodies lie about in abandon, legs splay out, an arm across someone’s face,
and a knee on another’s thigh. Akmal racks his brain to find something to say.
He asks to see her hair again. She refuses. His voice becomes louder. She hushes him, then rubs her temples
with her fingers; she is clearly irritated.
“I will only let you see the tip of my hair.”
“Eh! What’s the point in that?” He slides down behind the sofa.
Silence. He sees Sharina looking over the sofa to see if he is still up. He knows she can feel his warmth and the
pressure of his weight against the back of the sofa.
Akmal caresses her spine, through the slats on the back of the sofa, with his long fingers. Soon, he feels his
way to her shoulder.
“Akmal, this is Ana’s sister’s house. Behave.”
“Boring-lah you.”
His hand warms itself resting on her back. After a while, it travels up again and finds the nape of her neck. He
strokes her and feels the coolness of her body, and then plays with her collarbone.
He enjoys the touch. He never imagined he’d get this close to a girl before marriage.
She stiffens, but does nothing. She does not stop him tracing her clothed skin. She smiles.
Akmal winces as his arm bends through the slats. He stretches his fingers, and finally finds the treasure he seeks. His
fingers slide beneath her skullcap and play with the elastic band, before fondling the curve below her head. He
rubs his fingers against the hair he desires so much to see. Then, his thumb wraps itself round a tendril. He pulls it
gently and rubs the strand with his fingers.
“Hey you, give me my keys!”
Sharina freezes. Akmal too, but holds fast onto her hair. One of the girls is talking in her sleep. Soon, the talker
starts snoring, and Sharina and Akmal breathe.
“You can’t do that! We’re not married, or even engaged!” Sharina’s voice is hoarse.
“What happens if we don’t wait, or get married?”
He looks at her. She bites her lower lip and rubs her nose.
“Aaah!”
Sharina yelps. He has managed to pull out some hair. He looks at what he has taken. One strand is white, while
the other three are black. He fingers them, feels them, gently. He holds one end in one hand while the thumb and
forefinger of the other slide up and down the strands. He tucks his treasure in his shirt pocket and goes back to his
part of the floor to sleep.
*
The rooster’s call wakes them up. While some bathe and pray, others help clean the house and pack. Some pick up
where they left off in last night’s conversation. The twins sit on the cement floor, and stare into space. No one seems
excited about the five-hour drive to Gua Musang.
Akmal feels a fever coming on. He has already started the car. Ipeng and Faisal begin dumping bags of
clothing and shoes into the boot.\fn{Trunk; a British term}
The girls tuck their bags in neatly, and climb into the vehicles. Sharina is waiting in line for her turn. Akmal
catches her looking at him but, this time, he looks away.
2
Chaak, chak, chaak, chak, chak sing the puddles, as she runs in and out of them, hurrying home.
She is drenched, and her white baju kurung and batik sarong cling to her skin. Feeling self-conscious, she
folds her arms in front of her chest: running in this manner makes her stumble but she does not want anyone to
see her bra. Her wet hair snakes about her head and neck as she runs. She slows, then strides quickly, then swears
as her wet sarong grabs her legs.
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Who would have thought that a piece of rag could be so heavy? She kicks at the hem with her leg, and
stumbles. The rain comes down even more heavily. The bomoh the organisers had hired to keep the rain away for
the Main Pantai Sea Festival must have been a con-man.
She had looked forward to it so eagerly; there had been no such festival for several years because the village
imam at the time had declared it syirik, and that it was only Allah who provided the bounty from the sea, not preIslamic gods and demons.
*
The festival resumed this year, albeit on a smaller scale, after the death of the old imam. The villagers had
thought it would be nice for their children and grandchildren to experience it.
The event had started off well, but within two hours, black clouds began to swirl angrily in the sky. Before
long there was a krack of lightning, and torrential rain began to pour down.
Screams of annoyance and mirth mingled with the sounds of thunder and the crushing waves, with everyone
dashing about like goats looking for shelter. She had opted to run home.
“Ya Allah, lindungiku dari petir ribut yang melanda kami, I don't want to fall sick and die,” she prays, sidestepping some puddles and obstacles: a lost slipper here; discarded plastic bags there.
She tries to blinks away the rain that slugs her face. A few more yards and she’ll be home.
She turns to look at the sea raging like a banshee. The water is dark green and, as the waves hit land, mottled
foam sprays the beach and some of the shacks which line it. She looks away. She becomes frightened when the
sea gets like this, for she has a morbid fear of dying in such angry waters.
“Haa, sampai dah!”
When she reaches the front door, she rummages for her keys in her baju kurung side-pocket and realises they
are missing. She must have left them inside the house again. She’ll have to knock on the window to get the
attention of one of her parents to open the door. Judging from the empty porch where her father keeps his old
Datsun, he is not in. He must have gone to the stalls for a chat and coffee with some friends, she concludes. She
hopes Mother is home, because she does not fancy being stuck out in the rain until Father gets home.
She stops at her father’s motorcycle to look at herself in the mirror. Not surprising that none of the boys had
approached her during the festival. New pimple has sprung up on her forehead, and her eyes are red from the
sinus infection she constantly suffers.
She shrugs. She’s not pretty.
The light in her parents’ bedroom beckons. Mother must be in. The leaves of the casement window have been
flung back, as if to embrace the wet wind. Has Mother forgotten to close them?
She shields her face from the rain as she makes her way over to the side of the house. Standing on her toes,
while avoiding the rain swollen drain that is full of leaves and debris, she leans towards the window and starts to
call,
“Mak …”
Her voice trails off.
In the dimly lit room where a family of swifts had once made their home in the rafters, she sees legs. Just legs.
Two pairs of legs are on the bed, sprawled and intertwined. At the upper part of both pairs of legs is a batik cloth
covering what would be the backs of their owners, so all she sees are thighs, knees, calves and feet.
She immediately recognised her mother’s plump, tanned flesh with the limau purut texture. She has seen it
before, whenever her mother hitched her sarong high above her knees to sweep or mop the floor. She cannot
believe what she is seeing. Mak?
She looks about the room. It is definitely her parents’ room, with its high ceiling, the ageing fan, the cobwebs
and walls made of wooden planks. Then, there is that corner of the room near the bathroom that she has never felt
easy about. When she was young, she used to think spirits lived there.
She is not at the wrong house, is she? There is that cupboard, bent with its load of clothes, shoes and other
knickknacks Mother has collected over the years. Her father’s neatly folded prayer mat hangs over the wooden
towel rail, as usual. Everything, from the clock to the small shelf of books to the glass jug, is in place. It is a small
room that can be suffocating when it’s hot.
She squints at the bodies on the bed.
The legs between Mother’s are not Father’s. He has hairy legs. When she was young, she would release an ant
onto his leg to watch it disappear into the forest. Father had dark legs; they were stocky and muscular. These legs
are light-skinned, slim and taut. One of them has a scar, that looks like a millipede, from the heel to halfway up
the calf.
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She blinks again. She widens her eyes to make sure she’s seeing what she thinks she is seeing. God, that
shaman has not only screwed up the weather, but also my eyesight? She cannot see their torsos, arms or heads.
Mother’s legs are spread slightly, and curled over the other pair.
She hears no voice, and sound apart from the monsoon screaming at the beach, the rain drumming on the roof,
and waves slapping the beach.
She hides beside the shutter. Silly, she thinks, as if legs can see. She frowns as she tries to guess whose legs
they are. A bird calls out from above to its chicks as it flies towards them.
The men and boys in the village have dark legs. They live by the sea, and they have all been scorched black by
the salt-water and the sun. Pushing sampans out into the sea, taking long walks along the beach and working hard,
have made their legs muscular. There was no time for leisure in the village. These legs look like they have never
been in the sun. City legs!
They couldn’t be the legs of the new teacher, either. He was from the city but, after a month, his legs had
begun to look like those on the rest of the men.
She scratches her chin. She peers through the window again. The legs between Mother’s are moving faster.
One of Mother’s feet clenches up, toes curled tightly. Then her legs spread and one of the man’s legs moves over
her thigh.
So, this is how sex looks.
The sarong covering the top of the legs undulates as the legs move, and she squints, trying to see what the
cloth hides. Feeling a pang of guilt, she turns away in disgust. How could Mother do this to them? She leans
against the wall, gazes at the still stormy sky, and thinks she sees a lone star twinkling.
So, Mother has a lover.
It can’t be! Mother’s is betraying Father and her! Mother can’t be having an affair. This is adultery. Has she
gone mad? Father could come home anytime.
She sniffles. Does this mean Mother loves her, and Father, less? Her father would go insane.
This is all so wrong. Old people did not make love. They simply got married and had children … it is only the
young and the unmarried who kissed. And more.
She should be the one making love with a man.
She begins to cry. Who would want to kiss her, with her pimples and her uni-brow? Everyone in the village
said her mother was beautiful. Even Father joked about Mother’s old admirers. She hadn’t taken after her mother
in the looks department, for sure. She remembers her aunt’s gossip about how Mother had married Father in haste,
after an old boyfriend had broken her heart.
She peers over the sill to get a clearer view of the legs, and sees her mother’s toe caressing his scarred calf.
The storm begins to ease. Frog songs begin, and a cricket chirps its delight. The sky is now dark blue, with
some gray clouds. She hears a motorcycle whirr, and some cars at a distance. Soon her village will come to life
again, and these sounds will last until late night. She leans against the wall and sobs. Her chest is tight, and she
doesn’t want Mother to hear her cry.
Are those the legs of her old boyfriend? Has he come back to see her? Mother must love him a lot to risk being
caught. So, this is love.
“Marry someone who loves you more than you love him,” Mother had once told her.
She looks again into the room and wishes they would hurry. She is cold and wet, and she feels a fever coming.
Her parents have had many “talks” in their room, but she had never been allowed in there even when she was
small. Even now, they’d go into their room for “talks”, though less frequently than before. She’d be reading a
magazine and they would disappear into their room.
She’d go for a walk when that happened; she didn’t want to know what they discussed. Yet after each “talk”,
whenever she sauntered back to the house, she’d find her mother sitting and smoking Father’s cigarettes. That’s
the only time she smoked. Once she heard her mother bark at her father, who was still inside the bedroom,
“Can’t you learn some romance from television, or something?” He had laughed gently, and said,
“I’m a simple man. What can I learn?”
Four legs on the bed, writhing like snakes; only they are her mother’s and her lover’s. She sees her mother’s
legs sweating from the effort, and the man’s stretching and bending. She is tired from all the watching. She is
exhausted from standing outside Mother’s room in the rain, leaning against a very uncomfortable wall, crouching
so she won’t be seen. She wants to go to her room and sleep, but she feels compelled to look into the room one
last time.
The man’s legs are moving up and down faster now. She detects a shudder running through the sheet. Mother’s
thighs jerk and shiver, her feet become pointy and curled, before they fold and grab the man’s calves.
The rain stops. Everything becomes quiet.
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The azan, calling the faithful to Isyak prayers, is faint. Has she been watching for an hour?
Night falls. She hears the front door open, and listens to the footsteps. Immense curiosity gets to her: she has to
know who the man is. She peeks from the side of the house to see him. Who is he? She strains to get a better sight
of him so she’d remember, and immediately shuts her eyes, afraid and ashamed. Not daring to move, she waits
with bated breath for him to walk away, but she hears nothing.
“One, two, three, four …” she counts silently, then gradually opens her eyes to find no one there.
She looks through the window again, but she can only see her mother’s legs hanging over the side of the bed.
They get up and move towards the cupboard. Arms come out and place Mother’s body on those legs before
breasts are put in place. The arms, then, arrange Mother’s head on her neck and waft towards the shoulders.
Mother cracks her joints and rolls her head.
What on earth? Her mother turns and sees her.
“Mak. Forgot my keys,” she says, meekly.
“Silly girl.” Her mother looks at her hard.
She runs into the house and grabs the towel her mother offers. She stares at her mother, whose back is towards
her.
They hear Father driving up the porch. The car stops and they overhear him singing Geylang Si Paku Geylang.
Mother goes to the door to greet him.
“Assalamualaikum!” he calls out to them.
*
That night she climbs out of her window, creeps to her parents’ room and sees the window shut. Was it all a
dream? A silly dream.
She hears her father snoring. She’s not sure, but she could have sworn she heard her mother giggle.
3
Rosli had just finished his teacher training, and was back in his village. He wanted to live, teach and die there;
he had never really taken to the big cities like Johor, Bandar Melaka or Kuala Lumpur. It was enough, what his
kampong offered: a school, the sea, his friends and family, and monthly entertainment in the form of makyong,
silat, gamelan and now, a cinema.
Movies had finally come to his kampong: Kampung Tokku Mangkok; population: 3000, mainly ethnic Malay;
industry: fishing - when he was studying in Johor. His mother had written to him while he was in college,
“ … Kampong kita dah maju … sekarang kami pun ada wayang macam kat bandar …”
What he loved the most was lying on his mattress and looking out into the jungle from his room. Tall, black
and reedy trees with branches reaching up to the sky and the sound of the breeze dancing through the long wild
grass in the jungle, always accompanied his daydreams. One day, he would be a millionaire; the next, he
would be a pahlawan, ravishing a maiden behind a shrub. Sometimes he’d be a great singer.
It was an old habit of his from young: looking out into the trees and fantasising about a better, more colourful
life than the one he had. In his daydreams, even the colours of the sky changed. If he focussed hard enough,
everything would become exactly what he had in his head, but if his mind wandered, his dreams would start
having ragged edges, too. A colour that frequently teased his dreams was bright pink; he didn’t know why he liked
that colour, but it made him happy.
He had always lived inside his head. When he was young, his heroics in his daydreams made riding to his
primary school on his late father’s bicycle through the jungle less tiresome, and more bearable.
“Ching!” he would shoot at imaginary tigers and ghosts while astride his father’s bicycle.
“Dah lah tu … pagi-pagi dah ching, ching,” his father would scold him mildly.
Here he was, back again in the room where he had grown up. It felt small. He had left it only three years ago,
to become a Malay language school teacher. Frankly, he had wanted to be an English teacher, but his father,
enamoured by nationalist pride, had cajoled him to switch.
“Kita tak boleh lupa bahasa kita. Kalau kita lupa, siapakah kita?”
After graduation, he had been assigned to teach at his old school. He had been quite relieved, truth be told. One
would have to be gregarious to work in a city, and he had always been the shy type. He was convinced he couldn’t
sing to, or otherwise engage a class of city schoolchildren. He had little talent for the arts and city children
required more stimulation. He enjoyed movies though and, during his time at the teacher training college, he spent
the little money he had at the cinema. Then, back in his room, he’d pretend to be one of the stars. If daydreaming
was a talent, he had it.
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Village schoolchildren were easier to handle. He had returned to his kampong to a hero’s welcome. He had
quite fancied that: a son of the village who had come home as a respected teacher, to teach his own people. Yes,
he could live with that.
He was to begin teaching in the first week itself, because an old teacher had taken ill. This was fine by him.
“Mak,” he called out.
Mak had always been a quiet person. When his father were alive, there would at least be some movement in
the house. His was a quiet and dull family.
“Mak?” His mother came to his room.
“Why are you calling for me?”
He was silent. Why did he call out for Mak?
“Tak ada apa-apa, Mak. Just wanted to make sure you’re okay." She looked at him.
“I’m well.”
This was what he wanted, planned for, and did: waking up for subuh prayers, bathing, going to school,
teaching, and coming home from school by five in the evening. When he was home, he would do the jobs his
father had done when he was alive, then when night came, he would go to his room to sleep early.
This went on for a few months, and was perfect.
*
One day, the Guru Besar announced that the school had a treat for the village: the government had agreed to
screen movies at the school compound once a month, on the fourth Friday, after Maghrib prayers, and everyone
would be welcome. They would have to assemble at the badminton court, before sitting on the ground to watch
Hollywood or Malayan stars come alive on the screen. This was something to be proud of, as it proved that the
government now recognised the importance of the village; they did not live in the boondocks anymore.
Rosli was astounded by the news. During teacher training, he had spent much of his free time at the cinema.
After returning to the village, he had counted on movies being an annual treat when he visited the towns.
Masyallah, the movies were coming to their village! This was rahmat. Rahmat!
On the very first fourth Friday of the month, almost every villager turned up at the school badminton court.
They couldn’t believe that they were going to watch a movie in their kampong. Some of them had been to
cinemas whilst visiting relatives in towns, and most had seen advertisements for them in magazines and
newspapers. Many more had heard about movies, and about the “stars”, by listening to the radio, and from more
knowledgeable city friends who had been fortunate enough to watch great films like Casablanca.
Rosli and the villagers chatted casually as they waited. Everyone was excited. The Guru Besar was busy
shaking hands with everyone.
“All right, everyone settle down, settle down,” the Guru Besar announced. “The movie is about to start.”
Like children, the adults sat on the court, eagerly waiting for the event to start. A small car was parked by the
badminton court, with large reels of film stacked on top of it. Two men, one of them with a tattoo, busily set up
the film, which was to be projected onto a white cloth screen that stretched between the two badminton poles.
They heard the projector cranking, and saw a white beam of light shoot out from the back. Everyone clapped.
Then two words, which no one recognised, appeared on the screen:
“Les Belles.”
Within fifteen minutes, the audience started getting restless. All they could see on the screen were Chinese
actors speaking in Chinese.
“Hah? What are they saying?”
“Cikgu,” someone asked the Guru Besar, “Pemende cakak tu? Dok pahang.”
“Is that Chinese they are speaking?”
“What’s that writing at the bottom of the screen?”
“This is stupid.” The Guru Besar ran to the technicians, flustered.
“What movie is this?” It had people dancing and speaking, but no one could understand anything. Wasn't there a
Malay movie they could watch? Or, even one in English?
The technicians shrugged.
“Is there anyone here who can translate this into Malay?” Rosli didn’t know what possessed him, but he put his
hand up.
“I can.” Everyone looked at him.
“I understand Chinese.”
“You do?” The Guru Besar was incredulous.
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Rosli couldn’t, of course. He couldn’t explain it. He felt like his head was all fogged up and something, or
someone, was telling him that he could. All he had to do was to repeat what he heard in his head. Something
pulled him up and pushed him to the screen. It was as if he was in the movie, too. One of the actors spoke.
“Ni haw ma.” Rosli responded,
“How are you?”
He felt as if the actor had stepped into his body. The next thing he knew, he was speaking out all the lines.
Whether they were related to anything in the film was another matter, but his mouth and voice just could not stop
translating.
“You idiot! You hussy! Whore!” he yelped. The two characters on screen were having tea.
“Just you wait; I’m going to get a gangster to shoot you for stealing my man!” The characters had begun
dancing.
The audience gaped. They looked at the screen and back at him.
“Are you sure?” one of the women asked. “They look friendly enough to me.”
“Of course, I’m sure. I understand Chinese! For the Chinese, what they say is not what they mean.”
The audience nodded slowly.
Ah, the feeling he got from standing there and mouthing off whatever came to his head, and being regarded with
awe and bewilderment by the audience. That night was the beginning of his real life. Before this, he had been content,
but now he was really someone. Not just a teacher, but someone who understood the language of films.
His students grew more attentive and, during classes, they competed with one another in reading and writing.
The women of the village, and even some of the men, hailed him as he walked home and asked him what the
trouble really was between characters A and B. Sometimes, Rosli would impress them by explaining that the
motion picture’s true meaning was not in what they saw, but in the interpretation of the director.
“Ha? Pemende polo pengaroh pilem ne?” they’d asked. Rosli would cup his hands and try to explain
what art was.
“You’re very clever, Cikgu Rosli,” an old man said, his eyes widening behind his glasses.
“It’s Allah’s will,” he replied, modestly.
*
He didn’t know when it began, but soon he began to resent the actors he translated. True, the actors were only
playing the lives of made-up people in made-up situations, but theirs was the life he wanted badly, that he dreamt
of. He was sure, after filming was over, the actors went back to lives that were not as tragic or romantic as in the
movies.
One night, he woke up and felt his heart gnawing with jealousy and envy. Oh, he hated Humphrey Bogart and
that Sinatra guy. He wanted their looks, their women, their swagger. He found a cinema magazine, read all the
gossip about the two and despised them for their perfect lives.
He also began to feel contempt for his neighbours. The village women were dark and ugly; not slim and
attractive like those Chinese actresses. The men, too, were sloppy in their dressing—now, if only they wore
cravats.
Even worse, he began to hate his life and his work. Everything was dull, boring and bland. He wanted to be in
the movies. He wanted to be them. He still did the translations every fourth Friday night of the month, but he
became more energetic.
“Cikgu, you said that fellow is angry with his father, but we only see fairies dancing—”
“Keep quiet! How do you know? I’m the translator. Shut up!”
The villagers stared at him.
“Shut up! Shut up! I’m the translator; I know what they are saying.”
“Cikgu, are you well?”
He screamed at them.
The villagers panicked and called the Guru Besar, who huffed down the path in his sarong accompanied by his
sons. They grabbed Rosli and sent him home.
A bomoh was sought. He advised Rosli to sleep for a week as he was being possessed by some of the
characters he translated in the films; they wanted to go back into the screen, but couldn’t because they were
trapped in Rosli’s body, the shaman explained to the villagers later.
“So what do we do now?” Rosli’s mother asked.
“We’ll take him to the badminton court again next month. If he does his translations well, we’ll know that the
demons have left; but if he goes crazy again, we’ll have work to do.”
Rosli heard all this.
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Stupid, simple-minded peasants. Bodoh lembu! There were no spirits in him; he simply hated this life he led.
Was his life only to teach school children and translate movies on the fourth Friday night every month? Babi, he
screamed silently.
For the next week, he stayed at home, sleeping. He didn’t even take a bath; he felt no need to. All he wanted to do was to
wait for Friday night to start translating again. He envied those screen lives, but he could not deny the rush, the pride he felt
when his simple-minded friends applauded and cheered at the end.
On the fourth Friday night of that month they screened Casablanca. Everyone was awed by Ingrid Bergman’s cool beauty,
and who didn’t think Bogart was handsome?
Rosli felt a fever and the movie he was translating felt surreal. He felt like he was in a movie within the movie.
“Cikgu?” someone called.
Rosli walked closer to the screen.
“Cikgu!”
“Cikgu Rosli! If you go any closer, you will tear the screen.
“Eh, Cikgu kena sampuk ke?”
“Aaaa Cikgu buat apa tu?”
Rosli could only see Ingrid Bergman’s lips. He greeted her in Humphrey Bogart’s voice.
“Tolong! Tolong!” the audience shouted for help.
He heard them scream, but he ignored them. He was going to join Bogart and Bergman in the screen, and he was going to
forget his life as a teacher and a lying translator. He reached out to his screen idols.
When he turned around to look at his former life, he saw a torn screen and many puzzled, frightened villagers
staring at him.
He laughed, turned away and disappeared into the blackness.
4
It was just after Zuhur, the afternoon prayers, when the small funeral procession appeared on the dusty road.
It was a typical kampong death: stoic and quiet. Zani longed to lead the procession, but his eldest brother,
Abang, was at the head of it with Ustaz Ipeng.
Right behind them was his brother’s witch-wife, Kak Ton, and Zani was sure that she was smiling. Kak Ton
had never kept it a secret that she had a “gift inherited from my great grandfather” and that she wanted to rule the
household. Now that Abah was dead, Mak would be ousted, because she never asked for anything.
Zani was sad, but he was also bored. One moment he’d lag behind the procession, in the next, Abang would
clip his ears when he caught up with them (“Will you walk properly?”), and from time to time he’d find himself
walking beside Hana. He didn’t want to walk with Mak, she was too far back; he’d never reach the cemetery if he
did.
Something about walking with the small group of men carrying his father to the kubur unnerved him. Zani had
been trying hard not to look at the coffin; it gave him the chills to know that Abah was dead, and was going to be
left in the ground forever.
Zani looked back to see both Mak and his younger sister weeping softly. Hana was wiping her tears with her
scarf while Mak was staring straight ahead. He sighed. It hurt him to see them sad. If only he knew what to do.
The cemetery was next to a deserted house. Zani remembered asking his father once who had owned it, but his
father had said no one knew, for nobody, including their great grandparents, knew anyone who had lived there.
Frangipani flowers dotted the cemetery grounds like fallen stars. The scent teased their noses as they marched in.
“Assalamualaikum penghuni-penghuni kubur, saya lalu sahaja. Waalaikumsalam penghuni-penghuni kubur,
saya lalu sahaja,” Zani greeted the resident of each grave as they walked towards his father’s plot. It was
something Mak had taught them: the dead were not dead; they were resting until The Day of Resurrection when
they’d be sent to either Syurga or Neraka depending on their sins.
The burial was quick. The men prayed for Abah’s soul, for he had been a good and hardworking man. Zani
racked his brain, trying to remember Abah—anything at all—before they left the cemetery. Abah didn’t talk
much, but neither did any of the other men in the village. He was one of them: he worked to feed the family, and
didn’t have any grandiose dreams. When Mak informed the mosque that Abah had died in the middle of the night,
no one said anything. Everyone had been taught this:
Allah gives, Allah takes, and death is everyone’s fate. Later that evening, all Mak said to Zani and Hana was,
“That was a quick funeral. Allah willed it, and it is so. A poor man does not receive accolades.”
*
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It had been a week since their father died and Zani had not slept much. He didn’t know what to do; every
night, and at odd moments, he’d feel a gnawing in his heart. It was an unusual feeling. The sensation was that of
blunt, square teeth, gripping and nibbling at the edges of his heart. He didn’t feel angry or sad, nor was he in pain,
but the teeth just would not let go of his heart.
He asked Mak if she was sad at Abah’s passing. She looked bewildered.
“Sad? Sad for what? I have told you before—everyone dies. The rich, the poor, the ill, the healthy. Allah has
said so. What is there to be sad about?”
The mornings were the worst part of the day for Zani. He had grown up waking to Abah performing his
ablutions for Subuh. The sound of water being gargled, swallowed, spat out, and splashing in the kitchen would
remind Zani that it would soon be time for school. He’d get up and pretend to prepare for his prayers, too,
although he suspected Abah knew he hardly did, but never said anything.
He missed hearing those sounds in the morning. One evening after a meagre dinner of leftover rice and thin
slices of salted fish, Mak held Zani’s hand. He was startled. He shook her hand off, but caught the look of dismay
on her face.
“You can’t go to school, any more,” she said. “You’ll have to work. Abah is dead and we are poor.”
“But—”
“You are the man of the house now, Zani.”
“What about Abang and Kak Ton? They are older; they can work.”
“You’ll see. You just wait and see. Soon, they will leave us. We are poor. Who wants to be with poor people?”
Zani stared at Mak. He noticed how haggard she looked. He sighed. He knew they were poor. All his friends
were poor, too, but at least their fathers were still alive. Zani also knew he wasn’t very good at school. Abah never
said anything when he came home with his report card full of “Es” and “Ps”, but the truth was that Zani simply
didn’t like studying. He preferred to be by the sea, dreaming; then going home to eat.
He was required to work now. Why wasn’t Abang working; he was the eldest? He was married. He had
finished school. Why him, Zani?
As he tossed about on his thin mattress, he heard a cockerel somewhere. Zani became afraid. A cockerel
crowing at night was a bad omen.
A small, brown ant scuttled across his bed. Zani flicked at it and watched it fly a short distance, land on the
floor. He rolled onto his back and stuck out his tongue.
Mak had told him he had to work, but he didn’t know how. What did people do at work? What could he do? He
was only fourteen. The good thing about working, he thought, was that he wouldn’t have to do any more
schoolwork or study, but Ya Allah Ya Tuhanku, what work could he do?
He saw a light in Abang’s room. Ah. Maybe he could ask his brother why he wasn’t supporting the family. Maybe
Mak forgot to ask him. Maybe, Abang could help him, too.
As he approached Abang’s room, he smelled kemenyan. He heard mutterings, a giggle and what sounded like
doas from the room. Zani opened the door slowly, to find Kak Ton in a sarong worn as a kemban, her shoulders
exposed, sitting and giggling with Abang. From time to time she would kiss him. In her left hand, she held a keris.
Zani stared. Why is Kak Ton so improperly dressed? She couldn’t dress that way here; this is Mak’s house.
She’s nearby. He peered through the door again, and saw Kak Ton sliding the keris gently against Abang’s neck.
His brother was smiling.
“What do you really want?” she asked Abang.
Zani scampered off as quietly as he could. She really was a witch!
In his room, he cowered under his thin blanket. He heard the door of Abang’s room open, and the sound of
light footsteps approaching. For a while everything was quiet. He looked up and saw his sister-in-law looking at
him. He was terrified when he heard her speak, in his head.
What do you want, she asked. He shrank back and buried his head under the pillow.
*
Zani didn’t like working. He simply wasn’t good at it, and Pak Ali kept hollering at him from behind the
storeroom of his sundry store.
Thus began Zani’s working life. People came to buy things they needed, and Pak Ali didn’t like him reading
the newspapers and magazines that were for sale. He was expected to work hard, but what was there to do?
Really?
Abang and Kak Ton had moved to Kuantan a few weeks ago. Abang got a job as an assistant to a rich contractor.
The couple had left one afternoon, promising to send money home every month, saying that Mak and the rest of the
family could come to live with them soon. Zani and Hana could visit during the holidays, and travel to Kolumpo for
makan angin.
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Mak had sniffed back her tears.
*
One day, a former classmate came to the shop to buy some detergent for his mother. Zani and he looked at one
another, surprised.
“So, you’re here, rupanya,” his friend said.
“Yes.”
The boy looked at him long and hard. Zani started fidgeting behind the counter.
“It must be hard.” Zani nodded.
“I was number 26 in the class this term.”
“That’s good. You and I were always the last ones.”
“Ya. I’m going to be a drummer when I’m done with school.”
Zani nodded again. His friend was going to be a drummer with a rock band one day. He’d be on Astro.
I’ll still be here, behind the counter, for the rest of my life.
There must be a better way to live.
He spent the next few days fretting about his work. Pak Ali threatened to sack him. What was he going to tell
Mak? Money had been coming in tiny bits. The other day, Abang had paid Mak a short visit, and given her fifty
ringgit. When she had complained that it wasn’t enough for her to run the household for a month, Abang had
snapped at her,
“Do you think I’m made of money?”
You have bought a new car; so, yes you have money.
It’s not new, Mak. At least three people have owned it before.
Then, Abang stormed out of the house, got into his car and left. Zani and Hana were hiding in the kitchen, and
saw their mother slide slowly to the floor, one hand on the door. They heard her groan, and left her to it.
Zani got out of bed and walked to Abang’s room. There had to be money tucked away somewhere.
He lit the lamp and found the room empty. Well, they certainly took everything. It didn’t look like there was
any money in the room.
As he was about to leave, he saw a little cardboard box in a corner. He walked towards it slowly, and opened to
find candles, a well-thumbed Qur’an, a little toy elephant with outstretched hands and the keris he had seen Kak
Ton playing with the night he spied on them.
Closing the door quietly, Zani began playing with the keris. Yah! He was a silat warrior! Wooh! He was Hang
Tuah!\fn{A legendary Melakan warrior who lived during the reign of Sultan Mansur Shah in the 15 th century} Holding the keris
with one hand, he spread his arms wide, and kicked out at an invisible opponent.
What do you want? A slight breeze blew past Zani.
Heh!Amende tu? Then it was still. Zani held the keris with both hands.
What do you want? That voice again.
Zani felt a strange stirring between his thighs, and he could have sworn a waft of smoke was whirling around
him. Hmmm. What do I want, Zani grinned. I want …
*
One day, Abang and Kak Ton spent a weekend with them. It was a cheerful weekend for all of them. There was
laughter and jokes. The house somehow lit up from the brief happiness it witnessed. Abang had made some money, and
had come back to share his wealth. Zani saw Mak smiling, and it had been such a long time since he’d seen that. They
were not so poor anymore. If only …
“It’s a pity Abah is not here to see me succeed,” Abang said quietly. Kak Ton and Mak nodded.
That night, just like that night when he had seen his sister-in-law and brother in their room, she with the keris, she
stopped by his room, as she had done the last time. Zani was reading comics that Abang had bought him from Kolumpo.
He was startled to see her at the door, and dressed so improperly again! She walked softly towards him in her kemban,
her shoulders exposed. He could even see her cleavage.
What do you want?
Again that voice in his head. He looked at Kak Ton, now sitting at his feet.
“I want Abah to see how successful we are now,” he heard himself saying.
Your brother is mine. Your father is yours. A rose scent wafted past him, and when he blinked, she was gone.
*
A month later, Zani and Hana were strolling by the beach in the morning. The day’s mist had cleared and
anyone on the beach could see the sister islands, Gemia and Kapas, all lush and green, surrounded by the blue
ocean. The sea curled up to the shore and drew back, leaving behind shells sparkling in the sun.
“What do you remember of Abah?” Zani asked.
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“He used to kekpok my head when I was naughty.”
Zani nodded. Yes, him too.
Hana stooped to look at the seashells, and waved Zani on; she’d join him later. After a distance, he decided to
wade into the warm seawater. Tiny, colourful fish darted away from his splashing strides, and agas-agas bites
stung his legs. He dipped his hands into the water to brush them away. He looked back to see what Hana was up
to, and saw her making a sand castle. He waded further into the sea, dipped his hands into the sea water and
washed his face, feeling the sand and salt on his skin.
It had been a stressful week. Pak Ali had fired Zani, and Mak had decided that he should try school again. Zani
had refused, so Mak wrote a letter to Abang to ask if he could take Zani under his wing.
Zani was thinking about all this when he saw a man emerge from the sea.
At first, the man’s head appeared to be bobbing about, like a seagull on the sea, moving with the waves. Then
the man’s neck showed, and slowly, with each wave, the rest of him materialised.
Zani stared. What was that? A ghoul? A djinn?
The man moved towards him. As he approached, Zani realised that the man looked like Abah.
“Abah?”
The man looked at Zani. It was him!
Zani ran towards him, fighting the restless sea, calling out, “Abah! Abah!” and embraced him when he reached
the man. In his excitement, he slipped into the water and pulled himself up by holding onto his father’s legs.
“Yes?” asked the man calmly.
“You’re back.”
“I’ve always been here.” The man pushed Zani away firmly. “I’m not your father.”
“What? Ale, Abah in. Kat pelawok sungguh.” The man stared at Zani and stepped back.
“Abah!” He grabbed his father’s arm.
“If you keep shouting, the fish will swim away.”
“Ha, ha, you are joking now. Let’s go home.”
He tugged at the man’s hand.
“I think you have me confused with someone else,” the man said gently. Zani started crying.
“Is your father dead?”
“Yes. No.”
Zani was confused.
“Why do you think I am him?”
“You look like him, you sound like him, you smell like him, and you are here. Abah always fished here. Come,
stop this game,” he pleaded.
The man was unmoved.
Zani refused to let him go. He kicked and splashed the water in anger.
“Have you forgotten us, now that you are dead? We are better off now. Abang has done well. Please come home,
Abah,” he begged.
“I can’t help you.”
Zani screamed. His shout was so loud it scattered the seagulls.
Thwack! The man slapped him.
“You are scaring the fish, and I am not your father!”
“Can’t you at least pretend? Please?”
*
The sea became still. The gulls stopped screeching. High tide was coming in. Zani noted that it would soon be time
to return, before the South China Sea swallowed him up.
The man looked at the darkening skies. The sea began to whisper again.
“Tell your mother I love her. Tell your brother to divorce his wife. Tell your sister to be strong.”
“And me?”
“I am the king of the sea.”
The man dived into the water, and soon Zani saw him swimming away, just like his father once did, with
strong arms and weak legs.
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The Masjid Sultan Haji Ahmad Shah, Kuantan, Pahang State, Malaysia

The Crystal Mosque in Terengganu City, Terengganu State, Malaysia: two views
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The city mosque, Kota Kinabalu, Sabah State, Malysia

The Ubudiah Mosque, Kuala Kangsar, Perak State, Malaysia
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The Floating Mosque, Kual, Terengganu State, Malaysia

The Masjid Negeri Bandaraya, Kuching, Sarawak State, Malaysia
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The Sultan Iskandar Bandar Dato' Onn, Johor State, Malysia

The Wilayah Persekutuan Mosque, Kuala Lumpur Federal Territory, Malaysia
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The Annur Jamek Mosque, Labuan Federal Territory, Malaysia

The Jelajah Muslim Ke Berbagai Mosque, Putrajaya Federal Territory, Malaysia
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The Sultan Salahuddin Abdul Aziz Mosque, Selangor State, Malaysia

The Sultan Ismail Petra Silver Jubilee Mosque, Rantau Panjang, Kelantan State, Malasia
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The Masjid Zahir, Alor Star, Kedah State, Malaysia

The Masjid Al-Hussain, Perlis State, Malaysia
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The Masjid Diraja Tuanku Munawir (completed in 1964), Seri Menanti, Negeri Sembilan State, Malaysia

The Kapitane Keling Mosque (c.1798), Georgetown, Pulau State, Malaysia
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